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THE QUTLAW-ADVENTURER IN THE THICK QF IT!

pudafabcdl
They couldn’t stop the cattle-lifting on the Scmpson Ranch—wntil the Rio Xid came along.

This duare-devil cuflap

sae what was going on, pul on his thinkiny-cap, and Been proceedead to create o sensaficvn!

GUR
THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Crdaered Oft!

R HID Kid reined in his mustang on
the last bill, and looked acrpss
miles of waving grass to the
blue beyond. The Kid knew

little of the sea, and had seen litile of
1%, His ways had lain in other places,
far from the blue waters that washed
the coast of Texas. for the Frio country
iny three hundred miles and more from
the salt water.

Twice, periiaps thrice. in his young
life, had the Kic seen the occan roiling,
not oftener than that, There were
men on the ranches thrice his age who
had nover seen i, who hardly knew that

Texas had a coast at al'  And the Kid,
gensrally speaking, not think much

of the blue water, and did not envy the
men who went down to the sea in ships.
As a method of lecomotion, he chose
the saddle on a goo? Porze, with firm
ground under thusding hoofs. Bails did
not appeal to hin, nor sicam, either on
u ship or o railway frain.

But as he came n sight of the Gulf of
Mexico from the brow of the hill, the
Kid drew vein, and sat 1dle in the
saddle, looking at the far streteh of
waters with interested and admiring
oyos,

“It’s the big wash, old hoss,” he told
the grey mustang. -

The Kid's eyes as an eap
swept far and Far out on th
shining waters were saiis—a schooner, a
lugger, a brig--thongh <he Kid would
have admitted freely that he could not
nave told one rig from another, Dut he
could admire thelr gracefil gliding, and
the sun catehing the sails, the w
wake glistening behind the shining blu
waters stretching round them,
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One of the vessels—a schooner, had he

known it—was heading in to the shore,

making long tecks against the breer.
that blew off the Texa plains, and ‘e
Kid watched it with interested, if per-
plexed, eyes. That galoot, the Kid told
himself, was going a whole plece to and
fro to get where he wanted.

It was a lonely stresch of shere that
lay before the Xid's eyes e always
kept cisar of towns if he could.” The
sights of Galveston and Corpus Christi
had no attraction for him. And it was
not to see the rolling blue waters of the
great gulf that he had come.

He had kept his compuct with Jake
Watsou to ridge out of the Frio country,
and he had hit the trail for the east
simply because id led away from TIrio.
He had ridden for days, and would have
ridden for days move, had nob the Gulf
of Mexico lain-in the way.

Now he was at journey’s end, for he
had ro farcy for blue waters. - The
Kid, a handy man ia al. that pertained
to borses and cows and ranch work
generally, grinned at the idea of trying
his luek on shipboard. And vet, had he
guessed it—which he was far from doing
—Fate had a cinca ou the Kid, and ke
was to make a much ¢loser acquaintance
with the bloe sea that ro'led afar,

Right eft,
from the hill, the coast siretched. If
there was the haze of a town in the dis-
tance, it was too far off even for the
Kid's eagle eve to pick it out with cer-
tainty. Down by the waters was a col-
lection of buildings by a little inlef, rot
o be eailed a iown—not hall the size of
the cow-towns thai the Kid knew. A
faw Jdexican adobe bulldings znd a
score of shacks, the Kid eould see. b

@
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“That'il be San Pedro, old hoss,
seid to the mustang,

2z he looked down|

ROARING WESTERN YARN- STARRING THE RIO KID, BOY OUTLAW!

Inland, %o the Kid's righf, ke made
out the distanit buildings of a rauch-
house.

The Iid wheeled his heorse a little,
and looked away towards the ranch;
more interested in that than in the sea.

The XKid was considering. Long
hundreds of miles ley between him and
the Frio country, wiere he was known,
where his name was on every man's
tongue, and where a reward of a thou-
sand dollars was on his head. In many
other regions of that far-flung State he
was knewr and looked for. But here,
in this quiet stretch by the blue waters
of the gulf, it seemed to him likely
enough that the name and face of the
Rio Kid had never penetrated, that to
the ranchers of this country he would be
nothing but o cow-puncher who had
ridden in from tle Wes . And the Kid
was :lved of riding lonely trails and
camping in the lone chaparral, His
heart yearned for the corrdls and the
horses and the bherds, and the cheery
good-fellowship of the bunkhouse. The
Kid packed a substantial voll, and could
have eaten the bresd of idleness had he
liked, But ne did not like.

He turned his horse down the hill at
last, and rode at e canter towards the
distant ranch.

The sea disappeared {rom his sight,
hidden by a fola of the grassy prairie.
The Kic¢ forgob it.

Cattle were grazing in bunches on the
plaine. The sight of the long-herns was
pleasanter te the boy puncher’s eyes
than the eea had been,

Between him and the distant ranch
huildings lay a stretch of timber,
through which a well-marked trail ran,
The Kid followed the fiail, winding
under the greai branches of spreading
cottonwoods,
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BUub e pas aut peneirated | score of
yards into the shedows < the weod,
when a Bteteon hav lifted from the
thickets bvl e tray. and the barrel of
& rifle glimmered trom amid 1he\ pecans
and pendant Spanist woss

“Halt, you un"

The L\zu pulied rem with a smile.

He dzgured that i+ wae some suspieious
puncher whko had spotted him for a
stranger, and wante W know  his
business. He did yo: tovch o gun. He
sat his halted horse, with a smile on his
face. as the mat who had challeuged
him emerged from th - trees,

“T reckon you'r. oxn the wrong trail,
stranger,” said the man with r’qe rx‘le
eyeing the Kid.

The Kid E}Pd bim in turm

The man was no punsher.
ke B gunman now ihai she
him squarely.

But the Kid's

de looked

Rid saw

answer way cheery and

civil. He had not come to the San
Fedro country huaring for trouble.
“T reckon not. Zeller.” he answered

good-humouredly.

“You don’t belong tc O d Man Samp-
son’s bunch, you don’t7” said the man
with the rifla.

Tha Kid grinned.

“Never heard of Old Man Sdmp:on

and I sure ain’t one of his punch,” he
assented, A

“Yep. ( reckon 1 ain’t seed you
around before.”

“T'm from the Rio Q cande,”  the

Kid explained genially. “Is this how
you meet strangers in this section, with

& gun in your grip, feller?”
The man grmm_d sourly. He was a
burly, grim-featured fellow, with a

knife-scar across Lis cheek ihat showed
wiite in the tan of the skin. He locked
as tough a man as the Kid had ever
SCET In ANY COW-CAmp.

“I reckon Pve said you're on the
wrong trail, piigrim.” he said, “You
Wwant 1o turn that there cayuse of yourn
right round, and beat it, pronio !”

“ And why"’ asked the ¥Kid.

“Because this hyer mﬁ* will go of,
stranger, if you, don't,” said the man
with the scar. “This h}cr timber ain't
}ealthy for strangers, and I'm telling
you.

The Rio Kid sat in ipe saddle and
looked at him. The man’s rifle was
nali-raised, his look shreatening.  The
Kid was lightning on the draw, and he
had no doubt thal he could have pulled
a-gun, and dropped this bulldazer in his
tracks, before the rifle could have hurt
kim. And it went against the grain
with the Kid to be buildozed. Some-

thing, evidently, was going on in the
timber; and this man was posted to
watch the trail, and evxdentlv it was

something that sirangers’ eyes were nct
desired 1o see. The Rio Kid was power-
fully tempted to try coneiusions with the
scarred  gunman, and look into ‘the
matter further.

But he repressed that temptation.
Fle had not come a- -shooting to the San
Pedro country. TIf he could ho’p it, the
walnut-butted guns showid nob be dmwn
from their holsters, What rrm going UD
in the timber was uc business of ©
told himself, and, though he hated to
ke hulldozed, he wa.nted to keep clear of
bdrnmg powdn* if he could,

Like many who did not k¥now the Rio
Kid by sight, the gunman took him ‘or
what he looked—a handeome boy

puncher, and nr‘thmw wore.  As the
Kld a‘ter a brief pause, wheeled his
horse, the gunmal naﬁ uo doubt that he
had seared him off. and he grinned con-
tcmp nously.

hat eoutemptuous grin tempted the
rd; he was ver; nour to giving

ho

Kid

the scarred wng ok
But he refrained.
“Teller, il vou're
:3 I'll hit the bask trail,”

strprise of

@ particuiar abouu it,
he eaid

(hm chiewing the rag, and beat it ¥
D‘rumcd the other.
“Bure!” assented
long 7
‘f}ir
The Rio Kid rod: back the
had come, out of the timber,

(3

the Kid. S0-
"

way

THE BECOND CHAPTER,

- Horning into Trouble !
TETVHERE was a clscontented frown
i- on the brow of the Rio Kid.

By a rounn‘about trail, avoid-
ing the wide streteh of timber-
land, he rodc for the distant ranch.

A uc.m_q thiee or four
way ;
nothing to the. Kid or :o
muzzled mustang.

I5 was backing down
builying gunman that worried

Mare vmn once,
easy gallop,
back, penetrate into the
hand out 1o that gunman what he asd
asked for.

The fellow, taking the imd for a
young pancher who was easily seared
by a scowling gunman, had been left

ihe blaek-

before the
she Kid
s he rode on at oo
;l-n\v(,.

e ang

in the belicf that ke bad frightencd
the Kid away. Tt was a galling reflec
tion.

Onge the Kid drew rein, his wind

made up to return and give the ruffian
what was coming to him, Bui he shook
tus head and rode on again.

“Dog-gone the pesky gink!™ growied
the Kid, “IHa don’t matter a cont
nental red cent, anyhow, 1fe sure gets
my goat, but—dog-gone nimi”

And the Kid resolutely dismissed the
gurman from his mind, and rode on
to the ranch.

The timber dx'opped out of sight in
the folds of the rolling pi?lllb behind
him as he came ncarer to the ranch
buildings.

A mmrhex whe was riding om the
gkirts of o bunch of cattle looked round
at the ihuxdung of hoofs, fixed his eyes
keenly on the Kid, and rcde across to
intercept him.

The Kid reiged in.

This man was evidently a member of
the ranch ousfit, a puncher in spurs and
chaps, with a bronzed face under a
Stetson hat.

“What you want hyer,
a:ked the puncher, eveing
“1 guess I'm moseying
ranch,” answered the Kid.
any room for 4 good ma

roll 7

“I reckon Qld Man SBampson ain't

looking for strangers to take into the

2

scranger 7
the Kid.
.,lonr- to the

‘Bay, feller,
an on toe pay-

bunuz”’ drawled the cowboy, “If
vou're up from the coast town, I guess
you can save your elf tho trouble.

“But I ain's ! smiled the Kid. “Tm
from the Lpper Rio Grande and the
Pecos, Bay, you fellers hyer got any
grouch agin the galoots down in Zan
Pedro?”

“Yowve said it" apswered  the
puncher. “1 guess they’re too keen on

(‘hmp beef down iz fhe town to please
this byer bunch. If yow’ll tuke my

advice you'll Lca‘. it without sceing Cld
Man bwmn*on

“ sho!” said the Kid. “Dees
vour boss bite strangers?”

The puncher grinned,

“There’s-a dozen cows missing from

the herds, au'l the old man is sure o
mad as & hormei,” he answeres Ry
ain’t gone on strangers on this hyer
ranch, and T guess I ought to turn you
back.

3
o

his life.

ne was tempted to turn !

§

“Forget itl” sald we 81d uheerilys

Cand he gave his mustang & touch of

miies o his
but three or four miles mattered

the seur, and towards the

ranch.
The puncher stared aster him doubt-

rode. on

fully, ana the clapped spurs to hig
broncko, and rode in pursuit of the
Kid,

“Hay, bo!” he Jxouted

Lhe Kid looked back.

‘8top, I'm telling you '™ shouted the
puncher; and he hm d o Coit from is
beit and waved it in the air.

The Kid halted again,

With a clatier ot hoofs,
came up.

“Beat it!” he said. "I ain’t saying
what yon don't look squars; bub t‘)e
hoss’ orders is to keep strangers off th
ranch, and I guess that . DBeat 1t
back to where you came irom!”

The Kid’s eves gleamed.

This was the second sime in an houxr
that he had been ordored to take the
back trail, and the Kid wus tired of
geiting orders,

vAnd i T don't beay 111" ke asked.

The puncher balf raised his revolver.

“You better” he said briedy.

“Oh, shucks ! s ¢ the Kid,

“Old Man Sampson’s orders is to keep
straugers off, a.nd drive ‘e off at the
ond of a gun if they raise objections,”
said the puncher “Now get going.
I FUeSE:

The puncher broke off sudden) y-

A six-gun had_avpeared, as if by

the puncher

magie, in the Kidy lund and the
muzzieé was looking him full in the face.

“l&m:p that gun down, tclh,r.“ said
the Kid qmetivA “1 reckon I ain’t
hunting irouble. but if you lft that
shooter you get voursi™”

“(ireat snakes!”

The puncher glared blankiy at the
Kid, Bui he did nos lift his gun-hand,
The Kid’s eyes were gleaming like steel
aver the levelled siz-gun.

“Drop  that Colt? Kid
tersely.

For a second the puncher hesitaged,
nis face red wita rage. Then the Colt
dropped into the grass.

“Now beat it back to vour

The puncher breathed bard.

“You goin’ on to the rangh?”
asi\ed

“Bure !

“1 reckon you'll gr" yours—the Doys
there can sece you

“1 reckon they’re welcome
they want!” said ie de coolly.
told vou to beat

“Yowve gov the drop,” said the
puncher, S}H.u’“”l‘lg his shoulders, ‘T
guess I'll ecome d.long and help to plant
you when the oulfit gac tluough with
you. ‘ou can’t bulldoze Santa Fe Sam
this-n-way ¥’

And he galloped off to the herd he
ad left, leaving his revolver in the
grass where it had dropped.

The Kid glapced aiter him curiously,
and then rode on to she ranch.

Three or four puuu,hpr‘ weve stand-
ing bv the buildings, watehing him as
he rode up., The I\Hd know that they
had cbserved thut little scene from the

said the

cows !’

he

2

see all
“T've

to

Aigtance. Mare men eame from various
quariers  and joined the -watching
crowd, Uil npearly a dozen of the
SBampson outfit stood there, their cyes
on the a‘pr.u'a:aachin5 Lorsemen. EFrom

the door of the ranch-house, a tall man
with a white moustache and griezled
hair, stepped, and sirode towards the
group, and then fixed bis gyes on the
Kid. The Tid could guess that this
was Old Man Sampson, the boss of
ik 2, ranch.

That the looks of the ranch CTO‘"‘]
were hostile the Wid eould hardly fail
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to mote. But l.\b rode on cheerily, as “That rall. don't go here!” he!l low hill and lovked back. Iive or six
if all were friends there, There was a snapped. " Youw're one of the gang, anct . norsemen were stariing out from the
smile on hiz fare, but the Kid was| I reckon ncw you've horned m h ran}ch in pursuit. .
getting a grov wh,  FHis temper was| you aln't geiting away as easy }Oh The Kid grinued, und rode down tae
rising 'md he was ready for trouble| came. Hand over them guns!” favther side of tne hill,
i it came. The Kid Lacked his horse a little. "I guess we can beat  that bunch,
e drew rein with a claster of hools There were guns in the hands of the | old Loss!” he said to the mustang.

in front of the frowning group. Two
or three of them had di oppf-d hands on
their guns, but no weapons wede drawn
_—VCT
he man with :he white moustache,
his tanned face dark with anger, strode
towards the Kid
“WWho are you
“Puncher from
answered the Kid
call e Carfax,
name.””
“What ¢p you
“Punch cows,” |
“No new man wanied in this hyer

he rapped out.

the Rio Grande,”
molv “You can

ii youwre keen en she

want here I

D‘?h‘.\ul Ul tell the world!” sighed
the ;\_'d “You're losing & good man,
M. Sampson.” .

“')Lou held up Bante ]:‘e Sam, back
there en wc prairic!” r rapped ous <he
rancner.  ©You was seen te do it.”

«“dure!” assented the Kid. “The

guloot wanted to SLOIJ me on the trail
But I ain’t hurt the feller any He
was a good listle man, and aid jest
what he was told.” .

“1 guess you'd have Lcen wize to turn
back when you was toid,” said the
rancher grimly,

“Oh chul” sald the Kid. *If you
don t wanp & man in your outfif, I guess
yow're going to let a &aloot bed down

for a mght ain’t you?  I've never
struek @ ranch in Texas where a
strangcr was turned away {rom the

chuck-house.”

Old Man Sampsen scowled.

“1 guess this ranch is as hospitabie
as any in Texes!” he growled, _“But
veoain't gone on <ow- thieves and gun-
men here.”

The Kid’s eyes gleamed.

“You calling me a cow- thxef"’
demanded.

“Y guess you know as much as '1n§,
galoot aboub the beef that's missing
from shis ranch. You've horned in
where you ain’t wanted, and held up
one of my men under my eyes. I guess
this iz a new stunt of them thieves
down in San Pedro to get one of the
gang on the ranch ”

“Feller, T ain’s never zet fODu in Sad

Pedro, and never saw the place afore
to-day, from the top of a hill”
“8o you say!” sneered the rancher.
“Fvery day there’s cows missi
when we ride down to San Pe
know nothing about it. They kill beet
overy day on this ranch, and sell it to
the coastmg boat. I guess I ain’t run-
ning this hyer ranc n IO*’ the leafers in
San Pedro to Jive on!

“Sure!” assented the Kid, his anger
fading. “I reckon if I was boss of this

he

hyer ranch I'd ride my outfit down to
ke place and shoot up the town as a
=arning.”

The

rancher eyved him keenly.
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Sampson outfis now, and dark and
lowering looks were cast on the Iid.
The Kid smiled whimsicaily.

- “You sure doa't lose any iimn in
jumping on a stranger, you ‘uns,” hc
said. reckon 1 understand youw're
suspicious of strangers, if there's a gang
working  th ranch  for the beet.
Buu 2

“That's caough talk; light down from
that hess and band over your guns!”

anapped the rancher. Youl} be held

5 till we fed aub mere qosul yo
and if we hnd you're one of that ga ~1°‘
youw'll go up to a branch oxn the end
of a rviata!”

“Them beef-stealers have kinder got
you on the jump, I allow,” said the

Kid, “But vou can't rope in a galoot
about my size, rancher, on them lines.
I'm a =t or in this country, and 1.
never v auything about your

teouble here with tae San Pedvo hinch
witen I hkorped in.  I'm the man o
help you handle theny, if vou want.”
“Quib ¢ ,;w: wag wnd light cown, I'm
telling you!
“You ain't taking no for an answoer
mkod the Kid.
. Light down,

922

i or vow'll get

'kn«’t the Kid was right; by the timne
the Tangry riders breasted the hill the
Kid was far ous of sight.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Kid Takes a Hand!

HE Rio Kid dismounted on the
edge of the timber and tethercd
his horse in a thicket of pecans.

The swify mustang had eacnly

m‘opned the pussuit; the ranch riders
nad long since back in angry
dxsapyo'numm t.

Afwer dropping them, the Kid had
made a-wide sweep of more than twenty

miles at a_gallop, and reached the hiil
from which e had looked ous on the
sea earlier In the day.

From there ne had ridden dowa to
the timber where the gunman with the
scarred cheek had turned him back,

The timber lay like a black shadow
on tae plain, in the levei rays of the
.ot‘rmg sun. The Kid was not follow-
m~ the trail into it, however. He had

skirted the timber, and was approach-
ing it from the eastern side—the side

& el

- towards the sea.

yours so sudden you won't kKnow w ha.t~

hit you
The Kid made a movement as if to

obey. . The next instant he had wheeled
his mustang  and dashed past the
corner of the bunkhouse at a wild
gallop.

He did nes draw o gun. The Kid
wanted no trouble with a bunch of
cattlemen whose tempers were raw

from a eause with which the Kid couid
deeply sympathise, But he had no in-
tention of being held prisoner at the
ranch on suspieion. That did not suit
the Kid at ali. 8o sudden and un-
looked-for was his break that the bunk-
house was between him and the bunch
Lefore a weapon could be raised.

There was & roar of wrath from the
old rancher,

“Toller kim! Shoot him down

The whole bunch rushed after the
Kid.

But tha bunkhouse and a range of
buildings had been placed hotween by
the XKid's rapid manceuvre, and the
bIaCsmuzzIea mustang  was streaking
away across the irie at 2 frantic
gallop, the Kid bending low in the
saddie,

122

As the enraged punchers came rush-

1'1g round the buildings the galloping
horseman was already at a distance.
Bang, bang, bang!

There was a voar of guns behind the

Kid; and one of the bullets came near
enough for him to feel the wind of it.

But the galloping hoofs carried him
swiftly out of range, and he rode un
at top speed, til} at last he halted on a

9‘" faﬁ@ﬂ
il /m/

Having tethered his horse in deep
cover, the IKid advanced into the
tixnber, with the stealthy caution of an
Apache on the warpatl

There was a grim expression on the
Kid’s sunburn$ face.

His rveception at the Sampson ranch
nad got the Kid's goat; but his anger
at that inhospitable reception. had soon
evaporated. A cowman born and bred,
the Kid could understand only too woll
the bitter anger of the cowmen whose
herds were sthinned by cow thieves.

The ranch, whose broad lands lay con-
tiguous to the coast town of San Pedro,’
was favourably placed for the opera-
tions of the beef stealers.

It was not a matter of “rustling
cows, such as the Xid had happened on
often enough on the ranches on the

3

Pecos and the Rio Grande. The gang
at San Pedro who were “working ”
the Sampson ranch did not drive cows.

They slaughtered cows for the beef, the

i consting vessels that came into the inlet

mf‘fordmg them a ready markes.

A rancher whaose cows had been
rustled might hope to trail them down,
identify them by the brand, and recover
them. But of the slaughtered cows only
the hoofs and horns were left for the-

punchers to discover, in hidden places
on the prairie,

The Kid did not wonder that the,
Sampson outfit were “on. the jump;”
with the ranch being worked -on those
ines.

Howsover numMerous an outfit might
De, and howsoever keen a watch they
kept, the great herds could not be so
closely guarded as to defeat the thieves
who watched for stragglers, and for
chances to drive smail bunches into
some sunken coulee or pateh of timber.

Two or three or half a dozen cows
every day. or every other day, made up
a @oml that might mean ruin to a
ranch in the long run; and such
l:hicvery was harder to deal with than
astempts to drive off herds.

The Kid understood it quite well, e
had no prouck agzinst the ranch out-
G roughly as they hao. greeted him,
and narrow as had been his esca re
frora the shower of bullets that had
been dispatched after him when he
rode for his freedom.
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The Kid's grouch was entirely
against the cow thieves; and he had
determined to take a band in the game.

Hg had been puzzled, as well as
angered by the gunman who had turned
him back on the trail in the timber..
But the Ric Kid was no longer puzzled,
after what he had learned at the ranch.
He could guess now easily enough what
had been going on in the timber, and
why the scarred gunman had been set
to watch the trail there. The Kid had
a hunch that the cow thieves were at
work in that hidden spot, and that thas
was why the gunman watched the trail.

Whether that hunch was well-founded

N

\\ = S

the Kid was going to see. It was some
hours now since the gunman had turned
him back. but if the gang were gone
the Kid bhad nothing to learn about

trailing. But he did not figure that
they were gone. If they had rounded
up a small bunch of cows in the timber
it was more than likely that they would
wait till dark before conveying their
plunder down to San Pedro. )
: Winding through the thick timber
with the stealth of a cougar, the Kid
silently approached ¢ne spot where the
scarred gunman had been on guard.
He made no sound as he went, step
ping lightly among the clustering pecans
and cottonwoods, or creeping on hands
and knees among the thickets and ferns.
The open trail through the timber lay
hefore him at last, and the Kid stopped
to watch and listen, peering out from
thick cover.

He grinned as he looked.

A Stetson hat showed up on the
beaten trail, and a scent of tobacco
came to him. The scarred man was
still there; he was scated on a log by
the trail, his rifle across his knees,
smoking. leaning back against a cotton-
wood.  The Eid grinned, but his facé
grew grim. The ruffian had been con-
tent with scaring him away, as he sup-
posed; but had a puncher of the Samp-
son outfit ridden into the timber, look-
ing for lost cattle, the Kid could guess
what would have happened.

“You dog-goned scallywag!” the Kid
muttered inatdibly.

He could hear sounds in the timber,
at a distance. He could not define the
sounds, but he knew that several men,
at least, were there; and he did not
need telling what their occupation was.

‘back. Then,

into the timber.

- o few minutes the Kid watched and
ed; and then he was in stealthy
fon agaln, and a cougar crecping
an iss prey could not have Pt more

silently than the boy outlaw of the Rio
Grande. .
The scarred gunman was knocking

out his pipe when he gave a sudden,
convulsive start. The cold steel ri
a muzzle was grinding into
of his neck, and a soft voice wk
in his ear:

“Jest one yaup, you cuss,
get yours!”

The gunman sabt quite still. The
Kid pressed the six-gun harder on
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bull-neck as he moved into sight. The
gunman glared up at him, and his eyes
blazed with rage as he recognised the
Rio Kid. But he did nct dare to move
or to speak. .

“Not a yaup, you dog-goned cow
shief ! said the Kid quietiy. “T'd spill
your juice jest as soon as look at you!
Quiet !”

The gunman breathed hard and deep.

“You figured that you'd scared me
stiff, and scarced me away,” said the
Kid contemptuousyy. “YWowve gob
ancther guess coming, feller!”

“You durned—"

“Torget it!”

The muzzle ground harder into the
ruffian’s neck, and he was silent,

With his left hand the Kid drew
away the rifle, and the man put his
hands behind him and turned. There
was no need to speak; the Kid’s gun
enforced obedience. The ruffian’s life
hung on a thread, and he knew it.
With the fellow’s own neckscari the
Kid bound his hands tightly behind his
taking off the gunman’s
belt, he shackled his legs securely. The
ruffian lay in the grass, his eyes burn-
ing up at the Kid.

Holstering his gun now, the Xid
dragged him away from the trail, deep
There, with twisted
lianas, he bound him to a tree.

“Now, you're goin’ to talk some,
feller!” sald the Kid. “Jest in a
whisper-~your pards ain’t goin’ to hear.
How many in the gang?”

The man did not speak.

The Kid bared the bowie knife from
his belt, and pressed the point to the
gunman’s, chest. His eyes gleamed at
the ruffian like cold steel. There was

A BiD FOR FRAZEDOM I Lighi down, or you’ll get
so sudden vou won’t krow what hit youl!
roared the rancher. The Kid mads a movement to obey.
The next moement he had whesled his mustang and
dashed away at fuil gailop.
from the punchers.
Bang! Bang! Bang! (Sez page 20.)

a gasp from the gunman 6f San Pedro.
o
o

Three!” he muttered thickly.
“Killing beef?”
>

“Yegs.'

Tow they getiing it down to San
Pedro 77
“They got a waggon.”
“When they hitting the trail?”
“Soon arter sundown.”
“Any other galoot onm the watch?”
“Nope.”
“How many cows they got into this
timber 77
“Bix?
‘They

guess?”

killed the beef already-

There was a yell of wrath

* Shoot him!” ¢ Stop him!i?2

“Sure.”

. ;”And jest walting for dark to beat
‘“;rYep_,, -

“Good enough!” said the Kid.

He cut a strip from the gunman's’
shirt and gagged him securely. Leaving
the man glaring aiter him, with eyes
that burned with impctent rage, the
Kid disappeared - inte the darkening
wood. :

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Kid’s Peace Offering !
"B A HE three roughly-clad meid who
E lounged by the wagon under the
cottonwoods wWere smoking
Mexican cheroots and talking in
low tones, as they stared idly oub .of
the trees towards the shore, and the
shacks and doby houses of San Pedro
in the distance. -

The sun was low on the plains now,
and the timber full of deep shadows.
Only three miles from the timber lay
the coast town; and over the rugged
ground the masts of a schooner could be
seen In the swampy inlet. The light
wagon used by the beef thieves was
ready packed; two horses were tr_aged
to it, and the gang were only waiting
for darkness to fall to drive down to
the coast.

They hcard no sound to alarm them
from the darkening timber. Any
puncher who had ridden into the cotton-
woods looking for cattle would have
entered by the beaten trail that ran
through the woods; and on that trail
the gunman kept watch, with ready
rifle. The three men with the wagon
expected to hear a warning shot if an

Tas PoryLar.—No. 518.
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enemy appeared, U Ireaming that
the sentinel - was a.r “a heipleas
prisoner, aund that a pair of keen eyes
W watching them from the thickets.

The Rio Kid watched, and listened,
for long minutes, after he had sighted
the gang of beef thieves.

He was satisfied that the gunman had

told the truth; there werc three in the
zang, and no sign or sound of cthers.
Three cow thieves, cll of them armed,

and as desperate a erew as the Kid had s

ever scen, had no terrors for the boy
outiaw,

Satisfied at last, the XKid stopped
softly froem cover, and advanced at a
guick run towards the wagoun.

At the cracking of a twig under his
foot, the trio spun round as if moved
by the same spring.

They found themselves looking #t two
levelied guns, with the Kid’s eyes
glittering over tnem,

““Hands up!”

The Rio Kid rapped out the words
stuceatbo.

The SBan Pedro gang stared at him
blankly. At the sound of his step they
had expected to see their comradc from
the trail; but with the caution of their
kind they had grasped their guns as
they turned. But the levelled six-guns
in the Kid's grasp daunted them, and
they stared at him in rage and un-

certainty.
“Hands- ap, vox duwrned scalla-
wags!” rapped out the Kid sharply.

“Let them guns alone, and put up your

paws, or it's you for the long jump!”
Slowly, savagely, two of the ruffians

put up tneir hands. DBut the third, with

a doesperate oath, wrenched out his

revolver and threw it up to fire.
Bang!

There wos a wild yell from the cow

thief as his right arm drepped to his
side, shattered at the elbow by the
bullet.

3

“You ’uns want yours?” snapped the
Kid, his eves flashing menace.

“Hold on, pardner!” gasped one of
the ruffians.  Both had their hands high
above their heads. “You're the doctor,
sure. Pass, pardper!”
C“Keep to thas!” growled the Kid.

e advanced into the glade. The
wounded man was leaning against a
tree, white as death, groaning out
curses. Hoistering one gun, the Kid,
with his free hand, disarmed the two
cow thieves, tossing their Colts into the
wood. Then he signed to them to get
inio the wagon.

“Look here, feller——" began one of
them.

“Prento!” rapped out the Kid.

They clambered in, muttering curses.
The Kid followed them in, picked up a
rope, and threw a loop round them. In
a fow minutes they were secured, bound
with. their own lasso.

Cursing in low, deep tones, the two
cow thieves lay bound znd helpless, on
the stack of beef they had  aimed to
dérive down te San Pedro, but which
was never to reach the coast town.

SR

U POronizn.

~The Kid lifzed the wounded man into
the wagon, aund bound up his erm with
his neckscarf, binding the other arm to
hiz side.

“1 guess vou "unsg are fixed ! he re-

roned punch
i nted the Kid.
10 wagon, and the prisoners
the Rio Kid plunged into
the timber. e returned very cuiekly,
leading his mustang, and driving the
gunman before .

“Hop into that hearse, feller!” said
tie ICIE.

“1 gueas——

“Hop in, I'm telling you?l”

The Kid’s eves gleamed menace, and
the searred gunmarn clambered clumsily
into the wagod, uls wrius veand beuind
him.

The Kid, with a cheery grin, led the
horses out of the timber, on ihe side
towards the Sampson rancn. The black-
muzzied mustang ambled at his side.

“Ihere you  heading, goldarn
vou?” yelled one of {he prisoners ir the
wage.

“I guess we're hitting the ranch as
fast as this hyer nearse can travell”
answered the Kid.

“Dog-gone youl” the man yelied
g-gone_you ¥
affrighs. “That bunch will string us
up, 1f they get us, with the becf in the

wagon i

“1 guess if they do you'll get what’s
coming t0 you soomer or later!”
answered the Kid coolly.

He led the wagon ous

i
bound in if,

23

of the timber

on to the open prairie, arnd then
mounted to the driver's seat and
gathered wup the reins. His quirt
cracked, and the horses trotted, the

- mustang trotting behind.

Over the darkening prairie the Kid
drove, towards the ranch, to an accora-
paniment of mingled oaths and plead-
ing from the captured cow thieves. The
Kid did not heed them. The last rays
of the sun disappeared as the wagon
rumbled on;: and the lights of the ranch
and the bunkhouse gleamed out ahead.

There was a clatier of Leofs as the

Kid turned into the beaten trail that |

led up to the ranch. A puncher loomed
up in the shadows.

“Hyer, vou!” he hailed.

T: was Santa Fe Sam, the puncher on
whom the Kid had pulled his gun that
afternoon.

The Rio Kid shouted him a cheery
greeting.

“All O.K., feller—vou don’t want fo
pull a pun! T'm sure hitting the
ranch with a surprise packet for Oid
Man Sampson.”

The puncher rode up to the wagon,
stared into it, and stared at the Kid.

“Jumpin’ gophers!” he ejaculated.
“What's this lay-out'”

“Clow thieves!” said the Kid cheerily.
“1 guess I'm toting the beef whers 2t

belongs, and the thieves along with it
—I reckon Old Man Sampson would
like to talk to them a piece.”

“Dog-gone my boots!” yelled the
puncher in amazement. “I allowed I
was going to £ vou full of holes,

teiler, mext time I seed you; but th
sure lets you out. Gee-whiz! o
Old Man Sempson will sure be tckio
to death when he sces this outfit!”

And the puncher, wheeling his horse,
rode ahead of the Kid to the ranch,
cracking his gquirs, and yelling to the
buneh. By the time the Kid drove up
a crowd of punchers were gathered,
with the rancher, waiting for him.
They gathered round the wagoen; but
theve was no drawing of guns now, ne
sign of hostility., The Ric Kid threw
down the reins and dropped to the
ground and called to s mustang.

“You sure gave me the frozen mith
when I humped along here, you “uns.”
he said.  “But T ain’t got no kick
coming, Youwll find your beef in that
hearse, Mr. Sampson; and the gang
that have been running it down to San
Pedro. Adiosti”

“Stop ! rapped out the rancher.

“1 guess I'm through,” answercd the
Kid, .

“You've rounded up the *onghest gang
in 8an Pedro,” said Old Man Sumpsorn.
“T've had my eye on thet gang for a
month of Suadays, and I reckoned they
was the bunch that was working the
ranch; obut I never couid prove it up
agin them, You got them om the prod.
I take back all the shings I said to you,
puncher—I own up I was mad. You
rounded up that gang, and got back the
beet, on your lonesome?”

The Kid smiled.

“That's the size of it, rancher, I
give 'em to you.”

“I've sure got a hunch to string them
up out of hand!” growled QOld Man
Sampson. “But I reckon they’il keep
for the pen. But you ain’t hitting the
reil none, young feller. You asked me
for a job on this ranch; and now I'm
asking you to join the outfit, and I
guess the poyvs'll give vou a welcome.”
1" said the- punchers in chorus.

“Sure!

The Kid nodded and smiled.

“1t’s a cineh!” he said.

And he iurned his musteng into the
corral.

. . . . .

The next day the Rio Kid was riding
range with the Sampson outfit, with a
cheery face and » :ght heart. Con-
tented days followed for the Kid;
thongh ke wondered, at times, whether
the trouble that ever dogged him would
find him oui once more, and how long
it would be before it found him.

" THE EXD.

(Zhe Rio Kid i3 not left long in peace.
You'll find this dare-devil boy outlaw
well in the thick of a rousing adventure
newt week, chums.,  Look out for:
“RUCTIONS ON THE SAMPSON
R?A)’OH.’” another fine long Western
tale, .
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THE FIR3T CHAFTER.
Troublie on the Ranch!
{1 08 pesiy, dog-goved, vie-faced
5:’ »
* Sho!”

" You gel-darned coyote—-"

Old Man Sampson paused for breaih.

For a good five minures Old Man
Sampson, of the Sarmpson Ranch, in the
San Pedro country, had been “shooting

The Rio Kid, standing in the door-
way of the bunkhouse at a iitile dis-
tance, Jookad on, and listened, and
©oT6 was Santa Fe Sam, the range rider,
who wag getting the rougl edge of the
boss' tongua,
couid think of was hurled at the voung
rider; and Qld Mau Sampson occasion-
ally shook -his fist to give additional
stood before him, with a meck expres-
sion on ris sunburni face, only incer-
Jecting o monosyllable or two.

Thoe Kid had recenily jeined the
Sampson outfir, ard for days he had
been riding with the punchers. No man
the young puncher who had joined the
outfit was anything but what he looked ;
the Kid was hundreds of miles now from
Pedro, on the coast of the Gulf of
Mexico, they had never heard of the
boy outlaw of the Rio Grande. The
of him. -

Riding with the Sampson cutfit was
& good uyenl like the »ld days at the

sink !

“Youwre fired I he spluttored,
off his mouth,”
wondered.

_Every unpleasant name that the boss
_pomnt to Lis remarks. Hanta TFe Sam

The Rio Kid couldn’t help wonderine.
on ihe ranch knew, or dreamed, that
the Frio conntry, znd down in San
Kid hopes that they never would hear
Double-Bar at Frio, and the Kid was

oetting 8 happy and peaceful time. He
liked tie huneh, and the bunch 1l

im: and though Old Man Sampson
was lart and testy, he never forcot that
Juz Porvian.—XNo, 516.
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the Kid nad rendered him o big sevvice
iu rounding up the gong who huad Leen
stealing beef from the ranch. No doukbt
that was why the Kid never got the
ugh edge of Old Man Sampson's
ngue, as the rest of thie bunch freely
did.

The Kid, looking out of the bunk-
house, listening to the Old Man’s tirade,
wondered why Santa ¢ Sam stood as
meek a3 2 boy befove his schoolmaster,
and let the boss bully-rag him to the
top of his bent. The Kid certainly
would not have been so patient hiad the
boss turned that tivade upon him,

But the range rider did not seem to
mind. Two or three other punchers
glanced towards the sceae, and grinned.
The cook looked out of the chneck house
and grinned, too. And the Kid won-
dered.

“You're fired!” roared Qld Aan
Bampson, his white moustache bristling
with wrath, his eyes glinting under his
shaggy grey cychrows. “You hear me
shout?  You can  take vour time
stanter t Get off this ranch, you low-
cown, lazy, dog-goned geck:”

Aug, tired out by his own eloquence,
Old Man Sampson turned and stampod
back into the ranch-house end slammed
the door after him,

“Shot” said Santa Fe Sam

Anu he wheeled and walked away to
the bunkhouse, with a thoughtful  ex-
pression on hi face.

In the doorway he met the Rio Kid
and gave him o grin,

“The Old Man was sure mad,” he re-
marked.

* Sounded like.” said the Kid, “ What
you been doing ?2”

“Me? Nothin® i”

“8hucks 1 ejacuiated the Kid, “T°ll
tell the world! Mean to say the Qld
Man poured all that out for riething #7

“He’s tiled to-day,” explained Sam.
He picked up nis enddle and quirs
from & bencn in the bunhhbousge,

1
del of 8 agadin $nis week

s the Mo Nid
en pub gf  otker
It nuat be dorens

H it wble o
s in the

o Jo

den’t seemy o Le mao with
id.
ranch?7
BRat youwve fived,” suid the Wid,
1

puzzied.

The rider giinved.

“Half che ouifit’s been fired lately,”
he answerad, “It's jest the Old Man's
way of expres:n’ s feelin's. Ile would
sure be surprised if I quie.”

“Oh ™ eatd the Kid olankly.

“L'he Old Man's ail right™ expiained
Santa Fe Sam. U He's sure a good
man, and a woite man. If it helps him
any to shoot off his mouth at 2 galoot, I
ain’t the felier to stop him. If it doos
him good, he's mors than welcome.”
- Ob, sho!” said the Kid,

The Rio Kid had already discoversd
that the bunech were devoted to their

bos:. Every day he heard Old Man
Sampson slunging zome member or
other of tre outfit; the Old Man's

temiper seemed o be raw all the time.
Every man cu the ranch packed a gun,
and leoked lke a man who would use
it. Buttiey aiways took the boss slang-
ing like lamba.

“I sure reckoned you'd pull a gun on
him when he was calling you them fancy
names,” said the Kid.

“I guess » galoot who pulled a gun on
the Old Man would get his so sudden
he wouldn't know what hit him,”
answered Banta Fe Sam. **You ain’s
had it yet, Carfax; but when you get
it, you take It quiet, same as we do.
The boss is a good litéle man, if he does
shoot off his mouth to some extent. The
boss is a geed man and 2 square man,
and don’t you {ovget 1.

The Kid nodded. He hac a respect
for the O!d Jlan; but he could not see
nimseif taking that tall talk as Sam had
taken it 3 : L

“You're new to the bunch,” said Sam.
“Youa don't savvy. The Old Man is up
against trouble, But there ain’t a man
on this ranch that will quit, so long as it
holds together. There’s a lawyer coyote
down at Nuce who's got his tecth inzo
the Old Man's land, and if he’s hopp
mad, 1¥'s no wonder.” ’

“Oh ¥ said the Kid.

“QOet your cayuse and hit the trail

{Capyright in the United States of America.}
¥
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WITH A PUNCH AND THRILL IN

EVERY LINE—STARRING THE RIO §
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with me.” said the rider,
this morning, Carfax.”

“Sure,” said the Kid.

IIo picked up saddle and quict and
left the bunkhouse with Santa Fe Sam.
The rider roped a broncho from the
corral; and a call from the Kid brought
the black-muzzled mustang trotting up
to him. As they mounted to ride, Jeft
BRarstow, the foreman of the ranch, came
. up. DBarstow’s bearded face was grave
and grim.

“The Old Man was sure mad this
morning, Sam," ha said.

“NMadder'n a hornet,” agreed Sam.

- “Thai durned coyote is coming down
from Nuce to-day,” growled the fore-
man. “I reckon if it would do any good
1’d fil! him wich lead when he shows his
cabeza hyer.”

“T guess I know he's due to-day,” said
Sam. “And the Old Man being so mad
shows that he can’t meet the mortgage.”

“Bure.”

“Mebbe that dog-goned scallyway,
Tiles, won't hit the ranch to-dey,” said
Samn.

¥ He's due”

“Mebbe he wou’t, all the same.”

The foreman started a little.

“No shootin’, San,” he said.

“Shootin’,” said Santa Te Sam. I
wounldn't draw & gun on a skunk like
Tiles. T got a quirt.”

Jeff Barstow chuckled.

Santa Fe Sam gave his Droncho a
touch of the spur and rode away, the
Rio Kid riding with him, in a very per-
picxed frame of mind.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Roped In!
AR away from the ranch buildings
F the trail from Nuce to San
Pedro followed the bank of a
creek, which later on flowed into
the inlet whers the little ccast town
stood. By a big cottonwood tree, on the
creck, Santa Fe Sam drew rein,  and
signed to the Kid to do likewise.

The Kid reined in his mustang.

Not a word had been spoken during
the ride, and the Kid wondered what
the game was. It was not range riding
that morning, at all evenis; he could
soe thab his companion had quite other
ideas in his mind, though he had nos
explained what they were. ’

“I want you ¥

Sitting in ihe saddle, Ranta Fe Sam
stared up the trail in the direction of the
distant town of Nuce. There was no
one in sight on the trail so far.

“I guess he'll bes humping
socn,” remarked the puncher.

“Who*” demanded the Kid.

“Lawyer Files, from Nuce.”

“You're hyer tc meect him 7?7

“Bure.”’ ;

.Santﬂ. Fe Sam cracked his quict in the
afr.

“Yon betier put me wise,” suggested
the Kid.

“1 guess we're here to meet
durned cevete,” said the puncher,
guess I'm going to give him a quirting,
and then mabbe he’ll be glad to hump
it back to Nuce and keep there. He's
she dog-gonedest, sneaking coyote in
:\tx'-l.;l’ce county, and I guess he's pinin’ for
it.

Far in the distance a hat bobbed on
the trail. It announced the coming of
a horseman, as yet out of sight.

“I guess I'll pus you wise, Carfax,”
said Sanra Fe Sam. “There’s a stack
of trouble at the ranch. 0ld Man Samp-
son’s up agin it. Ain't you heard him
blowin’ off overy day sines you jeined
the bunch ?”

“I sure have,” gricned the Kid.

“There was deougnt last year, and it
hit the Old Man hard,” said Sam.
“Then there was that pesky gang of
thieves down at San Pedro, thinnin’ out
the herds. stealin’ beef io sell to the
coasting schooners. I guess you put the
lid on-that, Carfax, rounding up that
gang as you did; but it’d been goin’ on
for a long time, and T guess it ate up
the profits some. And then, the 0id
Man carries the whole bunch through
the winter, iustead of firing men like
the other ranchers, and that costs
monay. But I guess the Old Man would
have puiled out all right if he'd had a
square deal, But he's too_white a man
to keep his end up wilth Lawyer Files.

along

lat
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He kirows all aboui cows, but 1 guess

e don’t knew much about signin’
papers,”

The Kid nodded; he could understand
that.

“He zot a loan rom Files,” went on
Santa Te Sam. I guess he paid it,
<00, and & lot more; bub there was inter-
est pilin’ up., and one thin’ and
anotner ; and then there was a morigage
on the ranch., Ivery man in the bunch
knows that the Old Man was rooked;
Files has made money out of him hand
over fist, and still there’'s the mortgage,
and if it ain’t met to-day, Tiles can
foreclase if he likes—and rou bet he's
goin’ to. Why, the ranch is worth ten
times more'n he could claim on all his
durned papers-——but he’s got the Old
Man fized, and he's got a puli at Nuce
in the courts. He's comin’ along to-day
for ten thousand doliavs, and I suce
opine that the Old Man hasn't got half
of it—that was why be was blowing off
at me.”

“Y¢ was sure mighty unreasonable,”
remarked the Kid. .

“QOh, shucks.” snapped Saniz Te
Sam. “Why shouwldn’t the Old Man
Llow off, if it Joes him any good?”

The Kid smiled.

“Ain't ho got twice as meny men in
the buneh as he needs at this time of the
year?” demanded the puncher. “He
won't fire & wman, tle boss won’t—only
in the way of blowing off his mouth,
and he don’t mean it. T tell you, that
coycte at Nuce has been bleedin’ the
Old Man white, and his game is near
uap; bub ¢o long as he's got a doilar left,
he won’k fire a man what's served Lim.
Lock how he gave you a job, because
you rounded up that San Pedro bunch
of beef stealers; and do you reckon he
wanted an extra man, with half the out-
it doin’ nothin® at this time of year?”

“Ie’s sure a white man,” ascented
the Kid.

Taz POPULAR.—No. 519
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“And the bunch is gol
him,” said Santa Ie
phasis. “That Nuc >
{ the raneh to-day wiin Lis
papers, to worry the Uid Man.

in’ Iere he comes; and I've gos a
hyer what says he ain’t gein® any
ert” i
creas gophers!” ejaculated the:
Kid. “F zuess it might do him good, i
fellor: but bow’s that goin’ io heip the
Old Man ¥

“Well, it won't hurt him
recken,” said Sam reflectiva
coyote has got him fixed, anyhaow,™

The Kid whistled softly, He could
understand  and  sympathise with the
“teelings of the puncher; but law was
law, cven when it was “squared 7 by
o man with a “pull ” in the courts,
Quirting the man from Nues wis ool
tikely, in the Kid's opinion, to help Old
“3an Sempson out of his legal entangle-
ments. )

But the Kid was noi there to arpue.:
Santa Fe Sam had brought him along
to help, if Lelp was necessary; and the
Iid was ready to help, though he failed
to see where the benefis to the Old Man
would come in,

The horseman on the trail was draw-
ing near now,

The Rio Kid watched him rather
curiously, Lawyer Files, of Nuce, was
not pleasing to the eye. e was a2 spare
man, dre in store clothes, with a
Derby hat; he rode a good horse, but
he rode in clumsily, His face was thin
:nd bard. his mouth like a gash, tig
scs,  One of the hardest cases the Hid !

y
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had ever seen, he reckoned. ;
Mr. Files, of Nuce, came up at a|

cauter; and stopped as the two cow-
punchers barred his way, Tiis little,
close-set black eyes gleamed as them.

“What’s this?” he snapped. R
Sampson sent you to meet me i

“Nix! I reckon we’ve moseyed wlonz
sort of promisens,” answered Sunta Te
"Sam.  “ You want to ride back to Nuce,
cMr. Files, jest as quick as you Luow
how.”

“T’'m going to the ranch.”

. “T guess not,” said Sam  cooily.

Youwre goin’ back to Nuce, yon dog-
soned coyote, and you tell the galoc
there what it’s like to feel a covw-man':
guirt across your pesky shonlders.”

Sauta Fe San’s auirt whistled in the
air. The lawyer frorn Nuce backed his
horse swiftly, wheeled from the trail,
and duashed into the plain, the guirt
missing bim by faeb as it descended.

“Ch, sho 1* ejaculated Sam,.

With_a thunder of Loofs, the man
from Nuvce dashed away at top speed,
and t‘he enraged  puncher wheeled his
broncke to pursne., But the cow-pony
would never have overtaken tho big.
timbed * American » horse ridden by the
man from N and Santa Fe Sam
realised that at a plance; and his face
flusned with rage as he dropped his heud
ta his gun. )

. There wus a whiz in the air as the Ri
Kid's riata dew,

The fifty-fook rope whitled in the air,
and the loop dropped over the shoulders
of the hard riding man from Nuce.

The Kid’s mastang planted his fore-
feet firmly against the shock, as he was
accustomed to do when the rider roped
1 steer

For a second the man from Nuce rods
wildly on; then the rope tautened. and
‘he was plucked from the saddle iike a
bag of alfalfa.

Crash?

The horse dashed on, with swingring
stirrups; and Lawyer Files, of MNuce,
lay in the grass, wriggling in the rope
and dazed by the shock. He lay therc
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rade uyp,

from the

T HE Rio Kid
_g ang cotled it

, startled and )
8 distance. and golng
h

19

in ihat Lorse !
Vlocked ai im,
s lasso,
you ain’y

coiling &
1 g
Mr Flies,”
Ludu cayuse, you hop a
“You rufiian i’ roared Files
Santa Fe Baris grip <l ou the
coat collzr, and Files was jerked o his
fect. Ile stood panting for breath, glur-
ing at the two punchers iu mingled rage
and drend. Mis foxy eres were app
hensively on theé quirt in Santa Fe SBam’s
grasp.
“You dare to touch me!” he panied
1 guess I'd rather touch a polecat,”
drawled the Rio Kid, “Yeu aint a
nice man to touch, My, Files.

3

St gald Santa Fas Sam, “Turn
round {o Nuce, Lowyer TFilss, and hit
the trail nte.”

The cowboy swung himsel{ into the
Csadale,

P Do 3 I can heoof ib ten

the ranch! T is
P you up e
? furiousty.,  “I'il:

shrie i)
sell him up! Tl beggar him!
drive him out of the counfrr—-7>"
The quirt eracked.
“You starting up the frail?” asked
Santa Fe Sam.  “0Old Man Bampson
don't know notnin’ of this hyer stunt,

and I guess he will jaw me like maq
when he does know, Bub that don’s cut
no ices Y1 goln’ to quirt you back o
Nuee. Git goin’ 1

where he

And as tiil steod

was, raving, the cow-puuacher cracked
the squirt rousd his long, thin legs,
and the man trom Nuce yelled with

apguisk, znd started up the trail at a
run.

Santa Fe Sam rode after Lim,
quirt singing in the air.

the

Lask after lash rang round ihe
lewyer's legs, and acress hiz back, and
he ran f{ranlically, yelling at every
jump,

shigk

S Oh, P gjasulated the Rio Kid,
staring afte. them. I guess this ain’t
no fuperal of mine, but that sare won't
make the galoot feel any inore sweet
towards the Sampson outlic. and I'm
a-shousin’ is! I reckon it ain’t for nee
to horn in, but tl vre  will make
the scallywag hoppin’ mad.”

For a moneylender who had gaot hiz
grin on o rancher’s land, the Kid was

not iikely to [eel any sympathy. But
he did not figure that Santa e Sam

was doing any good, apart from the
personal satisfzetion he derived frem
quirting the lawyer.

But no doubt k2 had a heap of satis-
faction from that. Ha looked like ii]:,
the

as he spurred hiz brouncho wafter
fleeing wan from Nuce, and lashed and

laghed witlh the cracking thong.

For a mile up the {rial, Santa Fe
Sam purswed the hopping, bounding,
velling lawyer, lashing with the auirt,
and, then, ai last he cantered back and
rejnined the Rio Kid, grinning.

awyer [Flies, hatless, yelling raving,
vauished up the creek. |

“1 guess that seallywag has Leen

- » uz

that,

for dog’s =
breathing Daz

¥ €0,
ampson ranch.”
can,”  agreed the
that

s

won's

he

wosering on this ranch agin in a horey,
“

ags come
20w,” said the puncher,
Kid chuekled,

goss

3 through,

1 guess the boys will give the sheriff
and his posse fts, if Old Man Sampson
says the word,” rered Sants Fe Sum.
“Now wa goi to rvide, felier—thore’s o
Lunel o be drove in from the chap-
arral.”

_And the two puunchers rode awsy on
duiy, and the Kid dismissed the matter
of Lawyer Files from his mind. Cattle
had sirayed into a patch of chaparral,
ard Santa Fe Saom and the Kid were
all day reunding them up and
iving thom back o their pasture.

It was night when they returned io
the ranch.  Except for the men ouh with
the berds, the outft were in the bhunk-
itouse, and there was a general shout
to the two as they came in. Every
face was turned towards Santa Fe Sam,
in the light of the kerosene lamps, Tvi-
aenily the ouills knew what Zam had
zone out to do that morning.

“Lawyer files ain't turped up hyer

to-day,” said Jeif Barstewr. “You "uas

seen anytbing of him?”
“I guesr 1 sorter saw a scallywag
his siza,” avgwered Sam,
335

ahont

was he doin

“Hoppin® back to Nuce with a quirt
round his laigs”

There was a rosr of laughier in th
bunk-house. Hanta Fe Sam’s drastic

wthods with the “coyote ” met with the
full approval of the Samson bunch.
But the Kid could not help having his
doubis. Sam weas giving a description
of the cncounter with XYawyer Files,
amid Joud chuckles from the bunch
when Oid Man Sampson looked into the
bunk-house doorway. There was silence
az oncs at sight of the rancher. The
Old Man was pot in s temper now—
but all the bunch would have preferred
to see him in a rage, t0 secing him with
the anwicus. harassed look that was on
nis kind old facg now.

“You-uns seen anything of that coyote
from Nuce?’ the O0ld Man, asked
looking from face to face. “He sure
ain't come.”

“I—1 guess he sin’t coming, boss”
faltered Santa Fe Sam.

“He sure was eoming,” said Old Man

Jampson, looking wmore harassed than
before. I sure hope you'uns ain't been
cavorting around Blaving any locoed
tricks on that covete.”
v “What's the harm in guirting him a
few, boss?” asked Sam.
‘0h, thunder,” said the rancher.
“That's it, 1g it7 I sort of allowed it
You gink, yout”
Yo Sam stood abashod.
s you can jaw me all you
sant, boss,” be said meekly., “I ain's
got no kick coming.” :

But the boss, rather to the surprise of
the bunk-house erowd, did not “jaw ”
the reckless puncher,

He sighed. ’
“1 veckon you meant well, Bam,” he
said. “You're s dog-goned gink, bus
vou sure meant weil, I dunno that it
mekes any pow'iul difference, either
Forges it.”

And the rancher turned away, and
walked back to the house,,leaving the
ontfit locking at one another in silence,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Guns to the Fore!
5 HE Rio Kid had gone intc the
_é. chuck house for bacon and beans
at noon the aext day, when
Santa Fe Sam put his head in
at the door and shouted:

“Hyer, you Carfax!”

‘“Hallo t” drawled the Kid.

: (}ob your gun?”

“Youwll want it, come and join the
boys.”

The puncher hurried away, and the
Kid, leaving his dinner untasted, fol-
lowed him from the chuck house,
hitching roucd his holster as he +went,
to bring his gan within easy reach.

dozen men of the outft were
gathering before the ranch-house, with
Jetf Barstow the foreman at their head.
Every man packed a gun, and one or
two had brought out rifles. Iven the
cook came out of the chuck house with
a Colt in his grip. The Rio Kid joined
the crowd cheerfully, he was ready to
draw a gun along with the bunch in
any trouble that came along.

Far across the plain, bobbing over the

grass, appeared a bunch of
horseman, heading for the
ranch.

The Rio Kid eyed them
curiously.

“What's the gol-darned

rookus ?” he asked.
Barstow glanced at him.
“Youw're new here, Cariax,
you can vamoose if you like.
I guess this ain’t no quarrel

of yours. Slide out if you
want.”?
“Aw, forget it,” drawled

the Kid. “If this bunch is
pulling guns, I guess my gun
is talking as soon as any.
But put a feller wise. What's
the pesky trouble?*

Barstow pointed 1o the
distans bunch of  riders.
Seven men were to be
counted. One, dressed in

black with & Derby hat, the
Kid recognised, even at the
distance as Lawyer Files.
The others he did not know.

“That’s the sheriff’s posse
from Nuce!” said the fore-
man of the ranch.

“Great gophers!” ejaculated the Kid,
in amazement. “You'uns pulling guns
on a sheriff’s posse??

“We sure are,” said the foreman. “If
that bunch is coming to give the Old
Man . trouble we're pulling guns fast
enough. They ain’t serving any of their
durned papers on the 0ld Man, while
this outfit is around, and don't you
forget it.”

The Kid whistled. i

“But you ain’t no call to horn in,”
went on Jeff. “You're a stranger in
this hyer country and a kid at that,
and you don’t want to hunt trouble
with any sheriff. You slide.”

The Xid chuckled involuntary. He
had had more trouble with cheriffs, in
many parts of Texas, than the whole
of the Sampson bunch were ever likely
to see.

“Feller, I don’t take that kind,” said
the Kid. “You sure hurt my feelin’s,
I allow you're a bunch. of locoed moss-
heads if you start anything with a
sheriff and his posse, but if you do, T
guess it’s me for a front seat.”

“Jest as you like,” said the foreman,
shrugging his shoulders. He turned to
the grim-looking bunch. “Don’t you
boys loose off a shot till I give the word.
But them scallywags ain’t getting this
hyer ranch off the Old Man while we
pack guns, nchow.”

dollars,

TC SAVE HIS BOSS!
inside of his bsit the Kid drew the
lsather pouch in which he kept his
roll, Frem the pouch he jerked a roti
of bilis and counted out ten thousand

said, and flung it on the tabie in front
of Files.

“X reckon not,” said Santa Fe Sam.

And there was a fierce, deep mirmur
from the group of punchers. All eyes
were fixed on the horsemen from Nuce,
as they came up at a gallop. he
sheriff, a burly man with a tanned face,
rode a little ahead, on his coat gleaming
the silver star that was his badge of
office.  No doubt the sheriff of Nuce dis-
played that badge of authority in-
tentionally, as a warning +to the
Sampson outfit.

The horsemen clattered vwp and halted.
The Kid eyed them. The sheriff looked
a determined man, His five deputies
carried rifles across their saddles, and
Io_oked the men to use them. Lawyer
Files glanced at the crowd of punchers,

From th

‘“ There’s the money,” he

(See Chapler-5.)

and his foxy eyes glittered at Santa Fe
Sam and the Kid. But he did not
speak. It was the sheriff who opened
the proceedings

“Mornin’, you 'uns!” he said gruflly.
“0ld Man Sampson to home?”

Barstow moved forward.

“Never mind 0ld Man Sampson,” he
answered curtly. “Afore you light
down from that cayuse, sheriff, jest spill
what you’ve come for.”

The sheriff of Nuce made a gesture
towards Files.

“Mr. Files came along yesterday, and
was turned back by a puncher,” he said.
“He claimed protection to call on Mr.,
Sampson and serve him with a paper.
That’'s why we're here!”

“I figured that it was that-a-way,”
assented Barstow. “I guess that coyote
is hyer to collect ten thousand dollars
that the Old Man .don’t owe him. Waal,
I can tell him it won’t be paid to-day.
1 guess the whole bunch is wide to that,
and it ain’t no secret. So you can ride
back to Nuce and take Lawyer Files
along.”

“I demand to seec Mr.
snapped Files.

“He sure ain’t to home at present,”
drawled the foreman. “Not bein’
around, you can't see him !”

e

hen the sheriff will leave two men

Sampson 1

—

in the ranch, pendinyg the proceedings of
the court!” rapped out Files. ““If the
money ain’t paid down on the nail this
very day, the mortgage is foreclosed,
and I guess I ain’t allowing cattle to be
driven off into the hills, not if I know
it. Not a stick stirs fromn that house,
and not a hoof or a horn {from the
ranch. You get me?”

“I sure get you,” assented the fore-
man.  “And now you get me! Ride
back the way you come, afore we pull
on you!”

Files” eyes glinted.

“Sheriff, do vour duty !’ he rapped
out.

“Boys,” said the sheriff of Nuce,
“You can’t buck agin ths law that-a-
way. I ain’t here for burn-
ing powder, if T can help it
But Mr. Files is within his
legal rights, and I got to sece
him  through. Don’t you
draw a gun, any of you bunch
—in the name of the law!”

The name of the law seemed
to have no terrors for the
Sampson bunch. Guns were
drawn on ol sides.

The sheriff’s hard face grew
grimmer. His men were
handling their rifles now;
and Lawyer Files backed his
horse. Ths Rio Kid pushed
forward a little, between the
two groups.

“Tellers,” he said, “I
reckon it ain’t for me to chew
the rag, but I sure do advise
you to let up en this. Old
Man Sampson would never
stand for it if he was here.- I
Zuess we can wipe out that
crowd, if we want. But what
then? You'll be a bunch of
outlaws, after shooting up a
sheriff and his posse. Iellers,
I reckon you've really got
ancther guess coming.”

The Xid spoke earnestly.
He was hears and soul with
the devecter bunch that were
prepared to risk everything to
defend their boss, the hapless
rancher who had.been caughs
in the toils of chicane. But
the consequences, of which the
excited punchers did not
tdhink, were very clear to the
1d.

It was strange encush that the Kid,
hunted by half the sheriffs of Texas, an
outlaw, with a price on his head, should
be the one to call for peace and obedi-
ence to the law. But the boy outlaw
of the Rio Grande knew only too well
the heavy price to be paid for defiance
of the law, and his heart ached for the
brave and reckless men who were bring-
ing upon themselves the penalty of
outlawry,

“I guess that kid’s giving you good
advice, fellers,” said the sheriff of Nuce.
“He’s sure talking hoss-sense.” i

There was a growl of rage from the
bunch.

“You pesky scallywag, if you ain’t
got any sand in yonrr craw, slide out
afore we burn powder!” shouted Jeff.
“Quit chewing the rag and beat it!”

The Xid flushed crimson.

“I reckon it ain’t that, feller,” he
said, “If you come ic shooting, yowll
sure find my gun barking with the rest.
But it’s a fool game and the Old Man
wouldn’t stand for it {” —

“VYou shet your yaup-trap and git!
snapped Barstow. .

“Tl] shut my yaup-trap, bug T ain’t
gitting any,” answered the Kid, and
he ranged himself with the Sampson
bunch, revolver in hand.  “I'm iith
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this bunch, tooth and toenail, till the

cows come home.”
There was a clatter of hoof

"\I‘,n Sampcon came galloping up to the

face was c:lm 01
ki

forse.

hmzd ex:z:cdly to the

s, and Old

A's L'E i}

Breath! Le dasied between the iwo
contending parties,

“You locoed gir put  wp Fowr
guns i”_he rocred. qhz‘ p!  Pub up
tnem shootin’ rous, you G 'ncr1 gocks !

u figure you're going to fire on the
sheriff, durn your pesk« hides. Ido vem
recikon I want to ses this bunch hanged
up in a row on the cotionwoods at
Nuce? Put up them guns!”

“Lan‘ L hyer, boss crowlad

1517 sna DD d the ranc

safinn

DUnLDC.'.. But the Iid was
lieved. He m.u seen the O3d
ring up from the distance,

Hmncd time for the ra LLh
The ‘h'ﬂ'\.“de blogdsi

now, at least,
5 the punchers
muattered, Old Man
aded out his face, and he =
gently. L.
“R er ain’t a
gun-play,” ala guietiy

cinched hy an

law’s the law, No nmn
buek agin the law,

last favour, puf
io the bunkhov
fusing the last
ask, boys!”
T Barstow shoved
its hoister.
“It's vour
And he s
and the punch
with glares of
horzenen from

:«L\,g.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
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The Kid Works the RHYIs !

LD MAN SAM
the :}'elili

PEON

dic not folliow.
O “T reckon you don’

be mad with the boys
he sald quietly, “They w
little on the prod. You can
the house, Mr, Files; T guess

to you ‘"om now on”

turned
t it
5 sneriff,
a3 sure a
com? into
it belongs

The “covote” from  Nuce r»
sourly as he slid from his saddile. The
sheriff and his men stood by their
Lorses as the man in black fo! 10\\xd the
rancher into the house, The R

stood Jor some moments in thou

then he, tog, went into the porch.

A.\I'«.x Files had sxl'u down, already
with an air of propric hi 0ld \mn
Sampson did not sit Heo sicod

facing the nign from Nace, v

o
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ith a grim

! expression on his grizzled face. The
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!

rom his por ket; bub the old man waved g
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Meney '
From th 3 of d ;
deew the leatier polich 8
packed his roil.  Irom ol

d a roll of bills,

The rancher stared at
opet- -inouthed. TFiles sai
his cualr, gasping.

ferk

One by one the Kid 1
his roll; ten 1\”] g, ono.

f{larry

me home to
led rurcher.
if si::mned.

I
wazn'c rnqrt;y Hiae '(0 the worid w
T asked ¥ for o place on your p
roll. I sure wanied to pukch cows swith
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that I was bred to

cows. But once I went fossicking for
gold in A zona, and I sure struck it
mc:h, and when I hit the trail ocut of

. feiler, 1 tcok a hundred thou-
)
i voll. 1 guess some

ery “in'f" and few;

you won't take kulf and rencw.” e8P Ieft He urned
" not,” said "". Files, show-ie n from Nuge. “Count them
in a. smi:e ornery gink, and give a

raing this,” said Old
ug his hand across
gure dreaming  this

Kid.
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touch it feller,” hc
“ said the Kid, “I
is ranch is worth, and

.

after ..ho next
> be eled to leave 1n
vou'll be doin’ me a
e of it, besa.” And as
tated, the Kid went
ch, ¢r, by gum, T'li
coyote there where he
it that-a-way !

e A;u 'vhmprm out a gun; dn«'
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the

drawicd the Kid:
his gun and walkes

ined
The

a tune as ho jo
bunkheuse.

“Bold up ooth I" drawled the Kid.
“The 0ld ‘\-’:M. 5 fized 10 equare thad
covote, and y telling you so. You

oul, aud \‘0-1’1. see him beat it
@ wn.prf\ f’ogl”
¥You dor't sayl” exclulmed
Sam,
"‘.‘v steh on* answered the Kid,
B' gurn
Ten zmr‘mc‘ later Lt\vver Files, with
I 4 was white \Huu Taga and
ling away with the
He had ten
ocket, but Xe

INEE0N ranch >

d and rejoiced
—and they I mere o day or
later thev  lcarned  that
Carfax, ihe new puncher, had beccme
a pariner in the rarch,  So the OId
Man Lad decided: aud the Kid let him
have his . Dut, partner as he waz,
the buneh fonnd no change in the Kid;

And the

still the same cheery ecomrade in tho
bunkbouse and on the range.
TIL EXD,
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Aven’t they GREAT?
ke thesn  an  the
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vres? Erery week
new and fearful peril,
ie’s troublead Neat
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