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THE PLIGHT OF THL RIO Elb!

The Rio Hid has beon i muny Hight serapes in iy adeveniurous career, bt never se ginazing and 'perr'lt.ms a plight
as the onc in which he finds himself $his week !

Afloat !
7 1IAT had happened the Ric Kid

] did not know.
Ha knew there was a terrible

ache in his head, ard he knew
that he was lying in _bl.auk dgrkness, and
thas the hard boards on winch he lay

were in motion, rocking like a buck-
jumper.

That, for a long tlime, wos all he
knew.

In that scmi-conscious stuie, lying in
darkness and pain, it scemcd as if days,
woess, years, passed. Do it could only
bave been a matter of hours. Twice or
thrice hie made a movement, only to sink
back again. He was hurt., He kuoew
thas he was hurt. But what nad hurt
him, and why, he did not know, aund
was in no state for guessing.

Slowly, slowly his dazed mind
strugeled bLack to fuller cousciousness.
1135 head still ached bitterly, acd his
throat was dry with thirst. Blackoess
lay on nim like a blanket. ITe was lying
on hard boards, and for a long time
Iis dizzy Drain puzzled with the mystery
of it, how those boards could be in in-
cessant, wmotion, He fancied that he
t be dreaming. If he was lying on
e flocr of the bunkhouse that floor was
as solid as the earth under is, and only
In a fantostic dream could it be pitch
ing like thiz. But his brain grew
ciearer, and he kuew thas it was no
dreum. Te wuas in motion. At one
minute his [eet were higher than his
head; the pext minute his head wae
higher taan his feet. There was no pos-
fibility of doubt, though it was inex-
plicalle.

_IT 2 tried to remember,
. There was a nauseous smeil aboui the
ipi“!-‘; The Kid did not know the smell
ol bl.'."e. Dut he knew that this was no
praneh smell, He was net at the Samp-
fon ranch now. That was o cinch. But
af Dre wasn't at the Sampson ranch where
was be? In some buileing in the little
conss town of Ban Tedro? But no huild-
Ang ought 10 have been rocking like
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this, unless San Pedre, and the whole
coast of Texas, was in the grip of an
varthquake. Earthquakes wete unou un-
known in the Rio Kid’s experience. Bug
he knew ihat thiz was not an earth-
quake; {he motion was teo regular for
that. It eame into his mind with &
sudden dask: that bhe was afloat.
Afloat!

He started uwp to a sittine position,
and the pang of pain tuut passed
through his bruised head was so sharp
and terrible thuat he sank back again
on the plank floor, dazed and be-
wildered, and for m;m}y minutes he did
not move again. Could he have scen his
face he would have seen that it was
a3 whito as chalk under its tan. But his
thoughtz were zeiting busy aguin; he
knew that he was afloat on some ves:zel,
and be wus {rying to figure how it haa
happened, «ud what he was doing there,

He romembered turning out of the
bunkliouse at the ranch that morning.
Jeff Barstow, the rauch foreman, had
sent him and Santu ¥Fe Sam down to
San Pedro. Sinee the Kid had vecome
Old Man Sampson’s partner in the ratch
he had still remained a memhber of
the outfr, bunking with the rest, riding
range with Lhe rest, a cow-puncher, Like
the rest.  Jeff had wanted two nien to
ride cown to the coast town from the
rench with a bunch of cows that had
been sold to a San Pedro man. The
Kid remembered the drive down to
tha const, the biuve brilliance of the Gulf
of Mexico in the sunlighr, The cows
had bheen handed cver tc the buver.
Santa Fe Sam wanted to roll round
town a piece, looking for pulque in the
Mexican posada tkere. The Kid had
no taste for pulque. or any strong liquor,
and he had strelled down to the inlet
to loolt at the shipping, while he waited
for Sam o rejein him. They had left
their horses hitched to ithe biz ceiba
that stood in the plaza of Ban Pedro,
and separaied, to meet again in an hour
or two. That was all clear in the Kid's
mind. 1% was what fcilowed that had
him beat.
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OUR ROARING WESTERN
YARN--STARRING THE Ri0
ElD, BOY OUTLAY!

e vressed his bands to his aching
head and wondered.

What in thunder did it all mean?

Ie could recall etrolling along the
baok of the swampy inict that julted
in irom the sea as San Pedro. There
were a couple of lupgers there, and a
schooner, and three or four seafaring
men had been aanging about. The
Kid remembered that he had seen
& seafaring man comne stamping
back  framy  the town, swearing—
a  hefty man,  wilh  cross-eyes,
who seemed to be in a rage, and from
what he suid, loudly.and profancly, the
Kid understood that he was mate of the
schooner, and that he nad hLeen after
two members of the crew who had got
ashore and deserted. The Kid had
reflected that it showed hoss-sense on
the part of the deserters to hustls
ashore and vamoose, considering the
extremely unpleasant looks of that eross-
eyed moan. The Kid had seen him take
boat for the schooner ard heard his

profanity floating back across the
sluggish water. After that—

After that the Kid's mind was o
blanlk.

He

had a vague recolleclion of the
earch and the sky suddenly failing 1o
pieces round kim, and that weas all,

That, ol courze, never had happened.
But that recollection, coupled with the
big bruise he could feel under bis bair,
aand the pain of it, put him wise. He
had been knocked on the Lead and
stapned.  Some sneaking coyote had
dealt him a sockdolager from behind,
and the Kid had failen like a roped
steer, insensible, He knew that now.
The blank that had followed was ex-
plained; he bad lain insensible since
that fearful crash on his head. And
now-—the Kid's brain jumped to it~
e was on board one of the vessels he

had seen lying in the inlet. His
thoughts, working further, figured
it out that the  vesszel wag
now at gea, ‘The Kid Lkoew little

of ships or shipping, but he knew that
a ship would not be pitcking like this
in the waters of the San Pedro inlet.
He was on one of “hose craft, and the
craft ne was on had put to see while
ke was unccnscious.
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IMow long it had taken the Kid's
aching head to work all this out he never
knew—hours, as likely as not.  Bus he
hac it all clear at last—he had been
stunned by a biow from behind in San
Pedro and roped in on boa:zd a ship,
and the ship was at sea. The reason
was stii! to seel. Tt couldn’t be rebbery,
he reckoned., The Kid's roll was sate
at the. ranch, in Old Man Sampson’s
ivron safe. He nadon’t more than half
a dozen dollars about him, and, anyhow,
nobody at SBan Todro knew anrthing
about his voll. Besides, if they robbed
bim hey would leuve him where he was
robbed. What wounld be the use of
carrying him off to =ea? Tt sure
wasn'l that, But what was it?

“Ol, shucks!” murmured the Kid,

Ty rhut corner of Veves, an the coast
of tha QGulf of Mexico, thrce hundred
miles and more from the Frio couniry,
the Kid had fels certain that he was
unknown. unsuspecied. Nobody in that
section knew that be wes the T_{i{) Kid,
with a thousand dellars reward offeved
for him at Frio. To all whe knew him
there he was just Carfax, a puncher on
the Sawpson ranch. But had somwe
caloot from the valley of the Pecos or
the Rio Grande happened into town aad
recognized him?  Had that guloot
knocked him on the head, as the easiest
waz of cinchiny him, to carry him back
10 where he bt:ionged, a prisoner, to be
handed over to a sheriff 7

1t scemed L\nlikeli, yet it was the culy
e.‘f:_nlanalion' that the Kid ecould think
of.

He was a prisoner on this vessel,
that was certain, and it wes only os
the outlaw of the Rio Grande that he
could be wanted.

His hand weni to his belt. He was
not susprised to Bnd that his guns were
gone.

" Sinee he had joined the Sompson outfit
the Kid, outlaw no longer, had still
packed the old walnut-butied guns that
wad served hiwm o well, though he had
packad them chicfly for old times’ sake.
They were old [riends, with whom he
couldn't bear to pari. They had been
Lolstered to his belt when he came down
io San Pedro, and hey had been taken
from him. The Kid was disarmed.

These galoots had lifted his guns, but
had not taken the troubie to bind him,
having him safe on the ghip. Put any
man who ‘had roped in the Rio Kid
knowingly would have bound him fast
enough. Ho conciuded that 1% wasn'c
that, after all. It was ro sherill's deputy
or rewerd-hunter who had einched hin:.
But what, and who, wus it? The Kid
had to give up that puzziing problem.

But bhis strecgth was returning now,
and he rose {rom the havd foor on
which he had Lecu lying. There was a
slightly uneasy feelin% inside the Kid.
Ho was not accusiomed to the motion of
a ship. Thn smell. too, was nanseous,
He reckoned that this ship, whatever it
was, wasn't a clean ship.

Havine gained his feet, the Kid
groved his wey about carefully. Ia the
darkness he felt the outlines of severz!
Bbunks, not unlike those in a ranch buni-
house, bnt close packed. Ha stumbled
at lasy on scme wooden steps. and
groped his waoy up them, and felt the
outlines of a door. But the door was
fast.

A” lurch of the ship sent him
stumbling dowr: the stens, and he found
himself on the floor again.

“Thunder !’ eiaculated <he Kid.

He picked himseli up.

- His head still ached, and he
dizzy. To get at the men who
made him a prisoner he had tg
through that locked door. The K
sagely opired that he could wait
Sooner or leter they would come te

was
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aim; and then he would know what to
do. Whoever they were, and whatever
shiey intended, they would “nd a {ough
monihful in the Rio Kid. That uncer-
tain feeling in his stomach troubled
him, too. The Kid groped to a bunk,
erawled into it, lay dowu on w rough
mattress, and slept.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Shanghaied I
HAXT, shake, shake!
S The Rio IKid opened kis eyes,

He had slept soundly.

The strange position in which he
had found himseil hud ne: disturbed the
Kid's slumbers.

The Kid had slept soundly in a
calaboose, with 2 iyneh meok srowling
round ihe walls, Ile had alc{vt soundly
in a dug-out in a chaparval, with o
sher:¥'s posse huating him, passing arnd
repassing.  And he had slept soundly in
tire bunk on the unknown ship o which
he had been brought a kidnapped
prisoner,

ITe opencd his eves on the light of
day, as a rough hand shook his shoul-
der, and stared up a: the man beside
the bunk, With the first glagce le
recognised him ss the crozz-cyed man
who had gone off in the boat swearing
over the mwissing seamen. J

The man glared down at him.

“You want to sleep zil the way to
Jamaica 77 e bawled. “&ay!”

“Oh, sho!” said the Wid. “I guess
not! If you figure that I''mn going to
Jawuaica, feller, youw've got
guess coming, Dog-gone my voots if 1
know where it is!”

“(3et out !

The Kid
yawned.

There was still an ache in hiz head,
bu$ it did not trounle him very much
now, The Rio Kid was as hard as
nails.

He rolled out of the bunk.

The crosseyed man pointed to the
steps, on which the Kid bhad stumbled
the previous might. The coor at the
top wus open, leiting in light and air

*Get on deck, you !”

“On deck ?” repeated he Kid.

The IKid was quick enough on the up-
take. but he was unaccustomed to
nauiical terma.

“Blue blages!™ howled the eross-eved
man,  “You pesky puncher, don't you
know what o deck 1577

“I guess I've handied a deck of
cards,” remarked the 10id.

“A deck of cards! Holy smoke!
Git!” roared the oross-eyed meon; wnd
he followed up the cvder with a string
ot caths, .

The Kid eyed bim for a moment.
The cross-eyod man was a poworlul
fellow; but the Kid would have had
no lhesitation in handling him. But ne
decided to Lunow moze about this
sirange matter before he siarted any-
thing. Iie tramped up the steps, and
came out on the decl of the schocner.

Sunlight was on the rippling waters
of the Gull of Mexico, lFcl:‘ sway to
the west was a dim purple line, which
the Iic fizured to be the coast of Texas.
Somewhere beyond that purple blur lay
the Sampson ranch and the outfit he
had been riding with, They wers far
enough away row. The Kid hoped that
Santa Fe Sam had token his mustang
safely back to the ranch. It was like
tiie Kid to think of his hcrse at that
moment,

Buy his thoughts came guiekly back
to his surroundings.

The Kid knew a lot about horscfiesh
and saddlery and ranching and cows;
but ke knew little about ships and their

1 manle

steetched  Limself  and

ancther:

‘s good rate over the shining waters

sharp eyes deeply sunken, and

-

ways, SHIL ke knew that hs was on o
sexooner; Bante Fe Sfam had poinzed
out thiz crait to Liny in the inlet, and
toid him it was a schooner, rather
proud of pis kuowledge,

Muinzai:, topsail, and foresail wers
spread to the breeze, and were draw-
ing; and the schooner was pitching ak
, of
the Guli :
 Five or six moen stared curiously at
the Kid and grinned. A cowboy in
woatskin chaps was doubtless new on
board the schooner.

On the afterdeck was a fat man in a
peaked cap. He had a face tenned to
a mahogany colour, & pair of fierce,
o big
Mexican eigar stuck, unlighted, in a
CoiNés of s wudik,  Toe Bid, glaneing
at him, guessed that he was a man in
authority, The far man, for the
motucnt, was staring up as the canvas,
and aid not heed tae XKid,

A buely muin whe carried a whizila
slung to a lanyard, ecame seross to tho
Kid and stared at hirm.

“ You been punching cows 7

Sure ™
“Oh,
™

“I'he old man " repeated the Kid.

“I'ke skipner, you aurned hobo!”

“Shipper I seid she Kid.

“Carry me home o die!” claculated
the hoatswain,  “The captain, you doz-
goned cowman!”

*Oh 1Y zaid the Kid.
Who's the captain®”

f'i“hc boulswain pointed to the fat man
all.

“That’s Captain Mind how
vou speak to him, if you don't wan!
ovlages lkinocked out of your carcese!”

The Kid's eyes glinted.

“I guess there'll be loose hair flying
around, afore blazes are knocked out of
me to any extent,” he remavked. “So
that's the captain, is it? I guess I'li
ask him wiat this stuct ‘means, any-
how.”

The Wid walked aft.

On the pitching dick of the schooner
it was noi enzy for a landsman to keep
a steady footing. The Kid was accus-
tomed to something mere selid urder
ais nigh-heeled boots. He gave a lurch
as the schooner rolled and unexpecledlv
tumbled ever, and there was a chuckle
from: thu seazaen who were locking ut
him.

The Wid picked himself up. a little
preashless. e glanced at the crinning
seamen, with gleaming eyes. The Kid
had never felt elumsy before; bhut any
‘andsman tequires time to get on kis
sea-legs, on a small sailing vessel on a
ehoppy sea. The Kid wished he could
save had that bunch en cow-ponics on
the Sampson rauch: he opined shat the
c;mckle would have been on his side
then,

But he was anxious to know what all
this mean?, and he continued on his way
aft. A grip on a rail belped him to the
after-deck without another tumble,

Captain  Shack withdrew his  paze
from the canvas ulofs and shifted it to
the newcomer.

He stared at him blankly.

“Who the thunder are you?” he de-
manded.

“Vou can call me Carfax,” answered
the Kid. “Dut I reckon it's me that's
going to ask gquestions. I wani to know
what thiz bhyver game is, and 1 yant to
knovr it quick!” ;

“What?” roared Captain Shecs.

“I've been knocked on the head and
brovght here,” said the Kid. *I belong .
to a ranch back of San Pedro, and 1
recken 1I'm noning to get there, pronio.
TaeE PortrarB.—No. 520,
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I want to know whe brought me heve;
I muess I'm going to make that galoot
feel pretty considerable sick of  him-
gaif 1"

The captain glaved at him and then
shouted :

" Starboy !

The eross-eyed man, who hed cotne np
oitb of he forecas:le, hurried aft,

*Av, wy; Eirl?

“What's  thisi” roared Captain
Stack, pointing at the Kid. “Mean to
sy You've shanghaied a gol-darned
puncher on bouard this Looker?”

“Ain't  we four men  short?
demanded Sterboy, “Was it a time for
]ln'r.-!:ing and choosing 7
fud, from the iook of him, aud can Lo
livked inte shape.”

Captain Sheek poured out a stroam of
profanivy.  The Kid locked at him. IHe
fiad henrd some tall langwage on the
ranches, but no had never heard any-

ihing tc equal this scafaring man's flow |

oi clogitence,
"I'Lu:lr-.\-ﬂ intos shape!” snoried he
siipper, when be had come to an end
ol his expletives, “Iow. long is it
going to take to lick o cowboy inte a
staman ?

Caln guess he’ll be trying to
cinch the helm, and hog-tie the uin.
nnele,  You durned goat, what's the

good o a puncher on & ship??

“laive me two days, and 1 guess I'L
make @ bhaudy mian of him,” answered
Mr. Starboy. “I've made o secaman out
of a Jamaica plastation nigger. 1'q
minke a seetian out of the Governor of

Loxas, i had bim on this hooker,
with a lengil of rope. That hoy's all
right.”

“Well, tha job': yourn,” snarled

Cantain Shack.
u “Leave him to me,” said tne mate
I guess he won't look o durned une
handy when he's gol. them rags off, and
fome scaman’s clothes on. ~ Git back
1o the fo'c’sle, my marn, and T tell the
bo'sun to chuck vou some dungarees,”

.The Rio Kid had listensd, almost
like a fellow in a dream. Ile hadn't
knewn what to make of this stranee
win ef affairs. and even vet he did pot
yuite know what to make of jr. Of
what went on in the rongh coasting
towns of the Texas seuboard, the bu?
puncher was guite 1griorant,
Let up a picce, yon'nuns,” suid the
Kid, quietly. “T don't rightly get on
ro_[:his. What's the game ™

Be epptain, who was turping nway
tumed back and stared ag hiin.g L

Yon don't savvy, rou mosshearded
puacher. You're shanghaied !*

Shanghaiea? repeated the Tid.

% ae word wes quite new to him,
E‘HB:ue p;azcsi" gasped Mr, Starboy.
*Ho don’t know what shanghaied is”
LUt pilgring wise,” suggested the

" You pesky mosshond,

2
! ou're u sea-
man on tis  hookor 2 Yo

BOW—Ca,  vou
mrderstand thai® o
reckon rnot” anid the Kid, 7T

ain't looking fo. a_berth on any hookor,
I sure belong to the Sampson raneh.”

“You belong to the Pond Lily, now,”
grinued the skipper. “¥ormer all nhour
that ranch, my man and turn to and
obey orders.”

* L guess I ain't obeying any orders in
this outfit” said the Kid. I reckon
I ain't going to sea. neither. T'm
asking yon to turn this gol-darned tub
round, and take me back to Sen Pedro,
pronte.”

Captain Shack eyed him for some
moments, in dumb amazement. Then
he burst into a yell of lsugiiter.
"y 1 ake him away Starboy,” he Fasped.

ake him away! FHe's yourn.”

Tue PoFrLar,—No, 520.

He's o handy |

Starhoy the Xid on the
shoulder,

Y Git forrard 1 Le rapped,

“(io slow a picce,” said the Id.
I'm asgking you now, which guloot it
was tapped me on the cabsza and roped
me ia"”

“ Here, Huckeor,” ealled out the mate.
“This beoh wants to know who tapped
Lima one in the cross-trees,”  The boat-
swein came up gripning.  “Give him
unotier of the same, ii he keops fresh.”

“Vou het,” said the boatswain.

The Iid looked at him.

“Tt was vou that: gave me that sock-
colager, and roped me icto this cutlin?
he asked

“Bore,” answered Hacker,

“Then I reckon you're she galoc: I
wiaid {0 s, gald we Kid, .

And with the spring of a tiger, he
leanod. at the boatswain of the Poud
Lily.

tapped

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Hurd Measures ! |

RASH! . i

The buily hoatswain of the!
schooner Lit out sévagely as the

IKid came at him. ) .

Dut that did not save nim.  The Kid’s
leit came like a lump of irop into his
eve, anc. a3 he steggered, the Kid's right
drove on his jaw, and he went to the:
deck with & tevrific erush.

He oy where he Laa [ailen
fuintly.

There was a bew! from the haunds
forward on the schconer. I seemned
like o miracls to them. to see tie burly
boatswain  handled in  chat  style. |
Hacker, powerful as he wns, was auite |
knocked oui by these two fearful blows. I
He lav on tbe deck balf-stunned. 'F

The Rio Kid turned to the captain
and mate, who stood rooted, as if in
a tranco with astonishment. :

“Ii you'd left me o gun,” said the
Kid, between his teeth, *I'd sure wade
in and wipe out this durned rustling
outfit to the last dog-goned seallywag
in it. Make mc a seuman, will you.
you dog-goned ginks! You'll rui)e THE
in and put me into this outft whether
I like it or not, will yon, you gol-
darned loceed jaspers! By the great
horned toad, I reckon you've got
another ouoss coming”

Captain Shack, gasping, drogged a
rovolver from ais hip pocker. He
backad off, cnd leveiled it at the Kid.

“ Hold on,” shouted the mate. “Leave
nim tc me.” .

“Ain't this hyer mutiny ™ yelled the
enraged Sheck.

“1 guesz Ull 'arn kim to toe the ling,
captain,” said Mr, Starboy. “We ounly
zob six hands on this hooker, and we
sure can't afferd io throw a man inio
the Gulf*

The Kid was tensed ior a struggie.
| Ile was watching the captain like a
eat, ready for the shos if it came, rcady
to make a desperate attempt lo seize
the tevolver. Ouwee he had a six-gun
in his grasp, there wers no:t enough
men on the Pond Lily to hold the Kid,
The Kid wonld have given all the roli
that lay in Old Man Sampson's safe at
the ranch. for a loaded six-gun, at that
| moment,

Dui Capizin Shack was not intendin
to pull the trigger on the shanghaled
cow-puncher. It was fear for his own
spfety thai had made him drvaw the
weapon,  Undoubtediy. he would have
shot the Kid dead aon the deck, had
the punchev advasced on him.  But
the Kid kaew too much to rush on a
levelied six-gun,

The boatswailn was sirting up on the
deck, bolding his head in both hands,
“He rocked himszelf dizzily, and gréaued.

Tasping |
)

SnoAw,
A7

“You sire can nse vour hands some,”
snid the mate, w2 if hall admiving the
prowess of thke vow moember of the
sehooner’s grew, “ But you're too fresh,
bor, vouw've zot o Uarn. Git forrard,

* Guess again,” sneered the Iid.

Sturboy grinned.

" You a‘n't obeving orders?” he asked:

“Not any.”

“Hver, you loafin' lubbers,” shouted
the mate, addressing the staring crew,
“Ces a holt of that man, and tivice him
up o the rigging.”

And as ths seamen cawme forward,
the mate led them, wich a Lumﬁ at the
Kid. The pext momen:s the Rio Xid
was mixed up in a wild struegle.

Thers wora six men tc him, and all
of them were husky fellows, rough and
MUSCHIA L. Dl (e Bt wws line & Wild-
cab in their brods

By tho timie he was got down on the
deck, every man in the crew had
damaggs 1o show.

But he wai gor down at last, acd o
rope run round bis limbr snd drawn

tighs, and knotted. i .
Tolpless row, the Kid was triced 1o

the virging, and hiz shiet was torn away
by a rough hand. leaving the back bave.

“Git a move on. Hacwer,” snapped
the mate.

Fogker had stagegered up now., He
still seemed dazed, and one of his eyus
was blockening fast, and aimost cloged.
His rough stubbls fnee was convulsed
with fury.

o kusited a length of rope, and
stepped up te the bound Kid.

What followed was like an  evil
dream to the Rio Kid. He had been
in meny o ‘rough honze” in the

ranches, in the cow towns, ip the round-

15, But he had still something
and he was learning it now.
The roughest bulldezer on a ranch, or
in a rodeo, was a gentic Rube compured
with the boatiwain.of the Pond Lily,
The boatswain's sinewy arm rose and
fell in incessant blows. The Kid was
hard as nails, and he shat Lis teeth to
keep beek nocey. But the pain of that
fearful lashing was too mch for fesh
and blood. and at last the shanghaied
puncher hung fatnting in the ropes that
secured hims, and the mate signed to
Hacker fo quit

“Cive him salt water.” snarled ont
Captain 2hack, “Give hin plenty, end
chuck bim into the foe's'le.”

Salt water was swumped over the
Kid's scornii kack, and he was roughly
dragged away and to:sed irto the fore-
castle. Fle was only  half-conscious
and he lay where be had fallen,
Mr. Starbor waiked hack aft. smiling.
“That bor'li be vseful yet, captain,”
ke opined  “U've hed 'em az frosh
before, but in two days, 1 got *em to
feed ot of my hand! He's sure fresh,
but he'll toe the line, T'il tell & man”

“If he don's tos the line,” said Cap-
tain Sheck, with a string of oaths. “I'll
make him belirve that the deep pit is
2 pleasavt place to this hooker. Ipsm-e
will, and vou can -bet wvour bottom

dollar on that!”

T for the cest of that day, undis-
p turbed. When the rough crew
ot rh_e schooner came down, they looked
at him and g\-.'i_nned, but gave him no
other heed. With a captain and mate
iitke Lisau Shack end Bill Starboy Uie
schooner was not likely to have a choice
crew, and her company was made up of
the roughest scum of New Orleaps. The
Kig ernwled painfully out of his bunic
for fond snd water, and crawled back

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Getting a Qun !

IiE Ric Kid ley in a bunk in the
dirzy forecastle of the Pond Lily,
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again, jeered by the crew, and angwee-
ing no word. Tt wa: not tiil sundown
that Mr. Sturboy locked into the foca-
caztie, grinned at the Kid. aacd lookod
him over,

“You've sure a resg,” he re-
marked. “I guess we ain’i runaing a
nospital saip.  It's you for dury.”

The Kid made no reply.

He had learncd o school his emotions,
and he gave no sign of the fierce and
deadly rage thut wus burnipg like a
flame in his breast.  With his hands,
good as they were, ne could do nothing
against the odds; he could do ncthing
till be got & prip on a six-gun. Unt
that happened the Kid had to talk
turkey, and he knew it. But when once
his grip closed on the buit of a gun

““You cbeying orders now, Carfax??
chuckled ihe mate,

hagd

STRAIGHT FROM THE SHOULDER !
said the Kid.

‘Sure!” said the Kid. “What's the
good of a cayuse kicking agin the wall
of = corral?®

“I reckon that’s boss sense.” said the
mate, with a nod. “Yow've had yours,
and yow've had it hard; and if it's
taught you manners alveady, so much
the better for you. I'm goin' to make
a seaman ont of you, boy: and afore we
hit Jamaiea T'm goin' to have you
feedin’ ivom my hand. You get me?”

“I sure get youa," enid the Kid.

“Tumble up, and get on deck.”

“It's your say-so,”” said the Kid.
_He rolled out of the bunk guictly,
though every movement cost bim pain.
The mate eyed his cowpuncher garb
contemptuously.

“Strip off them rags and get into
these,” he suid, and he thraw down a
ditty suit of dungarees. “Sharp!”

§ wag bitter to the Kid to discard his
puncher outfit, But, for the present,
the Kid was playing o soft geme. There
was nothing “else far it, until he could
get hold of a gun. ;

He stripped off the cowboy elothes and
dressed in the dungavees. The change
they made in his locks was remarkable,
L “DBring them rags on deck,” said
Starboy,

“ Then | reckon you're tho galeot 1 want to sge |

The Kid followed the mate on deck,
with hiz cowbay garb under his arm,
Starboy waved his band to tac rail,

“Chuei them into the Gulf.?

The Kid hesitated. A moment’s hesi-
talion wa: cnough for the mate. He
clenched hiz huge fist cud drew back his
arn.

Splush!
the ‘sea.

“Jest in

The cowboy garh weat into

time!” said Mr. Starboy

watch, and he eved the Kid malevo-
lently. Sick and wealk as the Kid was
feeling now, there was a look in Lis eyes
that werned the bully to keep his hands
off hitz.  Dus all theough that weary
watch his savage voice was heard curs-
irz nud threatening.

The Kid saic no word.

What he was told to do he did, bat
his thoughts were elsewhere. Sume-
where on the echooner were the old

** It was you that gave ms that sockdolager and roped me Into this outfit, was it 7

grimly.  “QOnly jest! You're l'arcin’,
boy—yeou're 'armin’ fast, How's your

back ?”
 Purt considerable painful,”
answered the Kid.

The mate chuckled.

“Nothin' like what it'll be if you
don't jump to orders,” he said. “I
ain't holdin’ it agin you that you was

fresh when you come aboard. That was
nat'ral, seeing as you was a puncher
afore you took to the sea. But if you

don’t jump to orders now you're a Sea-
man, [ pity yvou, T sure do. You're in
the port wateh, if youw've gut savvy
enough to know what that mezns, and
you're under Hacker's orders. Chew
on that!” z

The mate strode aft,

It did rot tuke the Kid long to learn
that the crew wus divided into two
watcnes, port and starbeard, alternately
on duty: though he lcarned also fhat
the Pond Lily was so shost-kanded that
both watclies wore sometimes wanted
together. Theve had been desertions at
otaer places as well as at San Pedro;
and the Pond Lily was large for o
schooner, and needed a good many more
hands than eniled in her ot present,
Tacker, the boatswain, was in the poct

1 ¥ And ho leaped at the boatswain.
left came Tike a lump of iren into the rufian’s cves, and the man went to the deck with a crash !

Crash! The boy outlaw's

(See Chapler 3.3

notebed, walnut-butted guns that had
been taken from him. The Kid thought
of the guns with a fierce longing. Once
they were in his hands he was ready to
faco the whole crew of the schooner,
with a smile on his face, and show them
how he had learned to shoot on the
Double-Bar ranch in the Frio country.
The captein and mate packed guns, ke
knew, but there was little chance of get-
ting hold of them, Moare than cnee,
during the watch, he oved the boat-
swain, Hacker berthed forward with
the men, and if he packed a gun—
The Kid's thoughts ran on that.

The Kid heard cight bells strike, wizh-
out knowing what it implied. The star-
board waten came up, and the port
watch went to their bunks; ond as the
Kid went with them, Hucker, who was
going in'o the forccustle, shoved him
raug%fr aside.

Tor an instant the Kid tursed on him
with a blaze in his eyes, The boatswain
caughs that binze and juraped back, his
hand going to his hip.

The Kid went quietly into the fore-
castle.

His heart was beating [asb.

Tae PopuLar.—No. 520.
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The boatswaio packed a gun; that
instinctive movement tow.,trt..-, hl.‘l hip-
pockei told as much. There was a
gun in the forecasile, where the Iid
bunked; and if the Rio Kid had not lost
all bis cunning, that gun would be in his
grip before the night was out.

There were four men below—ihe boat-
swain, the Kid, and two seamen. There
were bunks for twice as many, but the
Pond Lily was short of hands. The Kid
turned n very (u.lLt]v but not to s.cep
The boatswain had ﬂuntr himself into
his bunk fully dressed as he was, and
hiis deep breathing scon announced that
L‘C Wwas Eb]e\.

The Rio I\_:u eyes were closed, but he
had never been wider awake.

A dim, smoky lamp swung in the foul
forecastle of thP =chooner, °heddmg o
dim light, Frowm his bunk the Kid
watched, while he waited. But he did
not wait long.

The three men slept very scon. The
night was warm, and the scuitle was
open, and at intervals a sound of voices
-ame from the deck. The Rio Kid
slipped from his bunk.

He knew that he might be seen from
the deck, but he had to take chances.
Taking chances was not a new experi-
cnee to the boy outlaw of the Rio
Grande.

-He stopped beside the snoring boat-
swain,

The ruffian was lying half on his back,

look en his face, a glitter in hiz eyes,
he bent over the boa.tsw-min.

Hacker suddenly awa d, with a
grip of iron on his tf:ro‘ Hi: eyes
came wide opean, and he g;aled at l.]m
Kid. Betore he conld utter the yell
which trembled on bis lips, the Kid had
lifted his head and dashed it with fear-
ful force against the wooden head of
the bunk. It was a crashing blow that
might have cracked a thinner sku“ and
it stunned the boatswain of the Pond
Lily. One faint groan came from his
bearded lips, and ﬁ ¢ollapsed insensible
in the bunlk.,

“1 guest 1 owed you that, feller,”
murmured the Rio Kid “Vou was
altogether too handy knocking n geloot
on the eabeza from behiud I kinder
reckon that pufs paid to you, you dog-
Bl od LU\OI‘-

He rolled the huge body over, and
gmp\,d for the lmol\'vl in the hip
pocket. His eyes danced as his fingers
closed on it and he drew it out. He
stepped back from the bunk, and
examined the weapon swiftly. 1t was a
heavy Navy revolver, six-chambered
and loaded in every chamber. The Kid
hummed a tune as his grasp claacd hard
on the butt. Two startled faces stared
at him from two bunks. The seamen
had been awakened b?’ the crash of
Hacker's hard head on the solid wood.

The Kld smiled at them pleusanni&.

“You 'uns want to keep quiet,” he

TS

dumpin' Moses!” murmured one of
the men. *“What do you reckon you're
goi’ to do with that gun?”

“Y kinder reckoen I'm goin” to talk
with the galcots that shanghaied a cow-
puncher, as ther call it,” said the Kid.
“T've got a hunch that thzs outfit is
goin’ to turn r1gnt round an’ take me
back to Sau Pedro. I reckon that is a
sure cineh, feller; ‘and if you want to
take a hand in the game, you Jonly gou
to get on your iegs and say so.

“XNo sugar in mine!” answered the
seaman, with a grin; and he settled
down in his burpk again, the other fol-
lowing his example.

“Yon're sure w(; . said the Kid
agreeably. “You're an arnery bunch of
dog goned coyotes, but I ain't got no
thn to sp1|1 _your ]mc‘.e, 1f you stand

alear

TP awm spre
honing to vat a bea.d on that dog- “aned
mate and skipper.  If you don’t “want
FOUrs, f'eu) where you are, and don't
horn in.”

He stepped to the deor of the fore-
castle. From the deck came the sound
of Starboy’s rough voice, eursing one of
the waich. The Kid listened and
smiled. Overhead sailed a full, round
moon. The schooner floated in & sea of
silver. The Rio Kid ran lightly up the
steps and stepped out on the deck.

THE EKXD,

(Captain Shack has ecriainly caught @

Tartar in the Rio Kid, This young out-

the hip-pocket beneath him. To get at | said in a soft drawl. “T ain't got any | law 4s no! a fellow to take a defeat, as
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A3 SHANGHAIED PUNCHER!

I's cae thing to shanghai e v KTid abourd e sehwoner, Pony Lily. but quite another thing 1o Leep Iuim theve,

s Captain Shaek learns o his cost!

THE FIRA3T CHAPTER.
The Missing Punchap !
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0 THE
awpy and were safe
Noi that the mato
any more from the shas
puncher. <id had given troublc
i cncing hasd, My
¢ freshness oui
e mighi nzed a few more
ings, and a blow or two from a
capstan  bar—which Mz b.mbcv was
read¥ and willing to har 2
Bill 2 had ot the :
that ke had mes with his first failure

breaking in a s..:lngha_lf:u man.
He was about to make that interest-
ing discovery.
Had MMr. Btarboy only known it, the
boatswain ley stunned in his uun!\ in
the dingy little forceastle of ihe
soneonm- and his gnn was in tha ovin
of the kidnapped “puncher.  And “the
two seamen in the foc's'le had only
needed a glimpse of thai gun, and the

glint in the Kid’s eyes, to make them
decide to remazin very auict in their
bunks. They were not looking for any

trouble with a reckiess puncher who
was on the sheot.

So thers was wo alarm from ihe fore-
eastle when the Rio Kid got ready for
businoss; not that the Kid would have
cared if there had been. Onee he had
Lis grip en the buth of a six-gun, the
Wid - was prepared to wads in and
handle the whole crew of the schooner.
There was a lmn'ermg ache in the Kid's
head from dhe sfunning biow he had
received at San Pedlo and his back
was sore and burning frem the flog-
gine, o frst sample of Mr. Starboy's
mei.ht\(l._ of breaking in an unwilling
recrnit.  That had to be paid for, ‘and
‘the Kid was ready to exact payment,
now that he had ihe boatswain’s six-
gun in his grasp.

It was with a light heart. and with a
smile oa his fuce, that the ®id stepped

on deck from the forecasile, The Kid
vas on the prod npow with a wven-
geance. In a suit of dirty dungarees,

the boy puncher looked very little like
the handsome, natty Kid, but when it
came to shooting, he was the same Rio
Kid who never failed to ring the bell
every time he pulled a trigger.

The Kid kept his right hand down at
his side, the revolver hidden in the
baggy rdungarces, as he lounged coolly
on deck. The men in the waich on
deeck stared ai him  without interest,
but they looked rather curious as ihe

punchey went aft, Aftcr what he had
ahca.t'.,’ had from the bucko mate, they
cousidered that the shanghaied man
would have done wall to keep clear
nt Mr. Starboy: yet it looked as if he
was h ng trouble. They looked on
with interest to sce what would
happen.

-Aly. “‘-!;.Lbo s eyes fell on the Kid,
G the beight mooulight that made
almost day on deck, and he stared.

*“ Hyer, vou!” he barked.

“allo, feller?” drawled the Kid.

The mate gimed.

“You pesky land-lubber, don't you
now you don’t come on deck till the
next watch *” snorted the mate. “You
got a lot to leam about the sea, you
sure have, and, by the holy poker, Im
the man to tcac yeu! Now you're
hers, vou can turn to, and Il sure
give you o jobr that will keep you busy
tl]l eight bells in the morning watch.”

“You don’t say,” grinned the IKid,
still keeping the revoiver hidden in the

baggy dungarces

“1 sure tio barked the mate. “You
see  that chain piled~by the hawsesr-
hole?”

5 W 2

{‘Y'p 1 2

Cet down *u scraplug i, said Qe

Starboy grimly “1 guess you can see

sty

that that enmn is some 1
&1z PorCoLaR.—No. 521,

’”" "'e I-.‘m, on if
by e.g]:: ny waich.
iook out for blue blazes,” said the
mate. “Get dowa to iti”

The Kid smiled cheorily

The Kid smiled cheerily. )

Seiting o man to secrape fhe rust

from a chain was one of Mr. Starboy’s

i m!s o; lncakmg, the heart of an
i . \n cdoubs i was a
d, from M. Starboy's point

The mate came a few steps nearer to
the Hid. Thera was some g in the
shanghated muan's manner ihat puzzled
him. e had reckoned that the man-
had
m wise, and Lhat ha had learned
) L s was teld
to jlu:up But i ae Mmten another
lesson  Mr. Starboy was the man to
give it him. Indeed, he rather wel-
comed the task as a relief to the
monotony of the night watch. PBreak-
ing in a rebellious spirit was pie to
Mr. Starboy.

“You suro was fxuh when you came
on board this pucket,” said My, Star-
bay. ‘Yoa leok as if you've zob it back
agin.”

“Then my looks don't tell no lie,”
said the Kid, “I'm sure as fresh as
ever I was, feller.”

The mate grinned savagely.

“You reckon yon ain’t obeying
orders on this hcnkel " ke asked.

“You've said it.™

“I muess I'll give vou something to
cure all that,” Starbey, “I'm
the very man vou want to meet. I've
broke in swabs thet was as full of
fght as a wild Jeat, in my time, 1
reckon when vou've polished that chain
you'll be ready to iced out of my
hand.”

“1 ain't polished that
yet,” drawled the Xid.
ain't honing for the job.
is, to have this pesky
bacl to take me to Ban Pedro.”

“Blue  blazes!” gasped the mate,
more astonished than enraged, and a
snicker ceme from the men on deck.

“That's what I want,” said the Kid,
with a nod. “That's what's the matter
with Hannper, feller. I'm telling you
to swing round this cutfit and hit the
trail mr Texas. You want to do it

handiing the Kid had already had,

orinned

‘ornery chain

“1 guess I
Wiat I want
outfit  turned

q-L l-'l-
“Loeo,”  said  the mate—*plumb
loeo! Hacker!” he roarved. “Hackeor!

Torn out, there! Show o leg!™

The Kid chuckled.

“1 puess Hacker ain't
leg, to any great extent,
dawn,” he remarkad.
cinched in that hole-up you call a
forecastle. He's had such a seckdolager
on iha cabeza, that 1 sure reckon he
won't open his peepers befora sun-up.’

shiowing 2
this side of
“Ho's surp

“You've handled Hacker ¥ yelled the
mate,

“Sure,” said the Kid.

“Men,” the mate veiled to the watch
on deck, “seize that man! Trice him

up to the rigging!”

There was a forward movement of
the rough crew. The Kid's hand leaped
out from the baggy folds of the dua-
garees, with the 1evolver in it.  The
moonlight ghmmexed on the barrel as
‘lc rmsed ik,

‘Stand pat, youuns!” he rapped
out.

"I_I'n secamen jamped back from the
rovoiver, The Kid had the corner of

his eve on them, but he was watchin
Starboy like a cat. He Lnew that i
would come io sheoting, bus the Rio
Hid would not shoot a man without a
gun in his hand.

e  mate. erimson  with  fury,
reached to his hip- poc‘:et for a gun.

“TDirop that shooter he bellowed.

“ A, forgeb it drawled the Kid.

& let xau
! sutit rou hig
|
| ta l*cn dragged out his rovolvern,
 “Drop thas gun, or Tl sheoot you
dead in your tracks!™ he roarc
He swung up tha revelver, end there
was tio doubt that he meant e word
of it, he Rio Kid had o d: the
gun eor use it, and he fired withour a

second’s hesitation.

There was a gasping yoll from th
wate as he erumpled up on the dnuL
His revelver cracked at random, the
bullzt fiying away through the rizging.
The next moment the Kid na.d kicked
the gun from his hand and picke
ap.

b

d it
Wn.h a gun in either hand now
id Taced the orew, wie Wers
starting forward at him,

“¥eou'uns horning in?” grinned the
Kid. “Horn in ull you want, you dog-
goned scallywags.”

'I'wo lifted guns, with two glinting
eyes behind them, drove the erew
scuttling into the foreecastle for caver.
The Kid laughed,

He glanced down at the mate.

Starb v ler an the deck, his :umcd
face white. He had been s;mt throug
the chest.

“Mutiny, by the blue blazes!” le

gasped, Ho made an efort to rise. and
sank back again helplessly.

“I guess you've got yours,”
Kid egolly. « “You sure ropcd in the
wrong sicer when you shanghaied w
punc“ler ﬂbout my size, fp]‘er' Now 1
ceekon Ui honing o see cie boss of this
outfit.”

The Kid had not long to wait for the
“hoss of the cutfit.” gfhe ronr of the
heavy Nuvy revolver had awnkened the
captain, and he came tramping up the
companion, shouting out angry ques-
tions, wuh a gun in his hand.  As he
emerged on the deck, he looked two
levelled revolvers full in ihe face.

“Put 'em up ! said the Rio Kid.

said the

THE THIRD CHAPTER,

The Kid Takes Contral !
APTAIN SHACK stared blankly

‘ at the Kid.
He made 2 movement iz raise
the revolver in hiz hand, but
f“leckcd t(lat movement as he caught the
cold, bleak glint in the puncher’s eves.
I—{_e chaoked i barely in tims to szave lis
c.

“You—you—-"he stuLthe-]
“T've toid you to put 'em up, feller,"
d].:z.\ued the IKid. “I ain't \w':.mg
g, when I tell 4 galeot o saw the
ir. .
“Yon—you've shot &t stut-

tered the skipper.

“Sure! I guess I'm ready to let day-
light through every galoot in th
outfit " answered the Kid cheerfully.
“Drop that gun and put up your paws!
Pronto 1"

Crash ! went the captain’s revolver to
the deck. Stammering with rage, he pus

1s hands above his head.

I'll hang you for this!” he yapped

“1 guess you ain’t got o mga in
the outﬁt that'll do it, feller,” said the
Wid. “Jest get it into yveur cabeza that
I'm boss of this shebang now, and it
will be good for your health, I'd shooi
you as socn as look at you, you durned
ornery man-stealing thief | Keep them
puws up, if you don t want to hit Jordan
0 .-Ladden you won't know how rou got
there !

“1 puess—"

“That's enough from you!" inter-
rupted the Kid. 1 ain't woke you up
to hear wou chew thﬂ rag. Vou've
! spilled encugh for me.

He belted one of his guns, picked un

"
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ravolver, and tessad

u

he capta

into
. n haodle all the s
me-rons on 5 guthit,” pe rem

“Keep them paws aup, and back aeross
to the fence of the corral
Br which the Kid meant the starboard
rail, The camtain, white with fury. did
as he was bid, for there was sudden
“death in the Kid's gun. and pitiless
purpose in his gliniing eyes. DBack to
the rail. the skipper sawed the aiv with
his hands, his eyes Hamin -
“Vou want a seat
asked the Kid, glanci
man, who was staring ¢
in a deeam.
Sl :

thiz cirens?”
as the hel
t him like o n

an

“Nopo!” gasped the man. “XNot any
in mine, thanks. I sure ain’t hunting
T with a gunman abour your

ol
“*You're wise,” smiled the
Kid. I reckoned. when

was getting that rope on my
back, that T'd wipe out
every galoot in this outfit:

¢ hate to spill a
a't hon-
- trouble,  The boss

foreman are

so long as you other
keep quiet. Chew on
that if you begin any
sthananigan, yon geb yours so
sudden 1t will.sure surprise
you!”

“ Count e out, pardaer,”
said the heimsman.

The Kid nodded, and
turned away from him. He
glanced along the deck o
the foracasile, whers starsled
faces were peering oub ai
him,

“Hyer, you'uns ! shouked
the Kid. “(Come out of
that! I aia’t shooting if
vow're wood  little men,
Pronio '

There was a mutlering of
hoarse vowces in the fore-
castle, but not & man stepped
on deck.

“You hear me toos?”
roared the Kid, “Step
iively, or I'll sure shoot up
that bunkhouse of yourn !

And, as the men did not
enierge, the Kid fired, and
the burllet

2
1%

2

mvee b

A s
SMGEGEG WD le

ta them to see
to the rail, holding
terror of his 1

“MNow bring
that boss of yourn.”
him to that fence.”

“Won dare i

captain backed up
ik :
up his nands,

egan Captain Shacl,
1 a grim look.
told you you've spilled
2" he azked. " Yeun war
bully-beef trap of your
rinched fight, if von Lknow what'a
henithy for you.” o

e skipper lapsed into Infuriated
silence.

“1 ain't honing to spill your juice,

said the Kid, “1 zot other ideas aboub
you, feller. But raise a dust. and rou

The Kid gave
I

Y Ale't
enongh,
to keep €

as the Kid took hold of a length ef

rope and cotled it
.T‘:“-" vope descended

tain's i

; z
11, and Captad
rage and pain.

The Kid paused.

sUrs

let

reuping,
171 - gy gl ] R =t n T pou g
or I he remarked. “ You sure didn's

ont plenty

CAr me 1
was gott
not ! You lettin’
them guns?”
“Fou durned
the skipper.
The eoiied rope rose and fell ag

auping fo il t when I
g 1t yesierday—you sure did
on where you cached

1

iincer 7 his

15
wet yours, same as your gol-darned “Las up ! shricked Esau Shack. " Lot
foremun.”  iHe called o the erew. | up, gol-darn you! Them guns are in
my cabin shell over the

bunk, durn your hide!”
“I'llga seel”™ drawled

TIT FOR TAT! The rope descended across the cantain’s

shoulders with all the strength of the iKid's hefty arm.

the Kid.

He went down the com-
panion. A kerosene lamp
burned below, and by its
light the XKil! found the
walout-butted guns and the
caitridge-belt which had
been taken from him when

he had been shanghaied at
an Pedro, Cavefully the
Kid leaded the guuns, and
belted them. Iis heavt was
lighter with those tried and
trusty Colts in his

possession. The puns he had
taken frein the mate and
the boatswain he tossed
through the porthole into
the sea. Then he returned
to the deck—warily. But he
had nothing to tear from
the crew of the schoonei.
They were bunched forward,
muttering amon g them-
selves, and some of them
grinning.

“Hy vou!” called out
the Kid. “ Carry that galocs
down to his bunk !”

He pointad to the
wounded man, who had laid
unvegarded where he had
fallen. Starboy was un-
conscious now.

The mate was carried
down  and placed in  his
bunk. And the Ki hi=
good-nature in the hour of

¢

Shack

forecastle,
Z{“.':Gre was o howl,
Let up. puncher ! We're

let out a yell of rage and pain.

““ You sure let out plenty of

victory getting the better of

yauping, feiler,’” said the Kid.
when | was getting the same yesterday

e

sure coming !’

“*Pronto, then ! snapped the Kid.

The crew of the Pond Lily came on
deck. Rough and brutal as they were,
the scum of New Orleans, they eved the
Kid wwith uneasy fear. They knew a
gunman when they saw one, und never
had they seen a gunman so dangerous
as the Kid was at that moment.

“Bring out that foreman of yourn—
ihe guy vou call the boatswain,” rapped
the Kid. “I guess I want this outfit all
under my eye.”

“Sure!” gasped one of the seamen,

Hacker, the boatswain, was dragged
out of his bunk, and dragged up the

steps  to the deck. e was still
insensible.

“Now get hold of a rope, some of
vou'uns, and hog-tie that galoot,”

directed the Kid. It mayr save his life
if I}a can’t use his hands when he comes
o,

The boatswain’s arms were bound.
Sonie o he rough orew were grinning
now. The afterguard of the Pond Lily
weore not popular forward, and, rufiians
as thoy were, the ~rew of the schooner
could ~ admire ecourage nnd _reckless
bardibood, It was sheer saiizfuction

“ Pronto, you galoots—ain't you wise to
it that you've got a new boss? Put his
paws along the fence and rope 'em!”

Captain Shack’s hands were tied to
the rail. >

A gesture from the Kid drove the
crew hack. and he examined the roves.
The skipper was quite secure.

“T reckon vou've cinched, feller,” said
the Kid, smiling at the glare of satred
he received from the captain. “Now,
tell me where you cached my guns.”

Captain Shack made no answer.

“I've kinder ot a hunch to handle
my own guns,” the Kid explained.
“You goin' to put me wise?”

Still the captauin did not speak, only
his eves burned with imporent fury at
the I

“Hyer, you'uns!” called out the Kid.
“Bring a rope here and give that galoot
six across the shoulders, same as the
boatswain did me yesterday.”

The men hesitatec. ‘

“You hear me yaup?” asked the Kid.
Then he grinned. By the great hovned
toad, if vou're scared of him, hand me

i

the rope! "
Fou—

e

Yo pantéd the capiain,

i But you didn’t hear me yaup
{See Chapter 3.)

his resentment, bound ‘ui)
the mate's wound with
strips torn from a sheet.
rboy’s eves opened, glaring at him
with hatred.

The Kid nedded to him with a smile.

““I was reckoning I'd make it last sick-
ness for you, you pesky muan-stealer!”
he said. *‘But you've sure kenoed, and
1 guess you can take your chance. 1t
we get to a doe. pretty sure, you may
pull through, and yow're welcome ta the
chance, vou dog-goned rustler!”

And with a deaf ear to the mate’s
muttering curses, the Kid left him and
went hack to the deck, Captain Shack
eved him with bitter malevolence. The
Kid spoke to the helmsman.

“Y guess I don’t rightly know the ron
of this hyer ouifit,”” he said, “*Put me
on a trail in the sierras or the chap-
arral, and I sure reckon ¥Vd find my
way blindfold; but this outfit has gob
me beat. I aim to hif the trail for
San Pedro, and I aim to his it pronto.
You figure that you know how to work
the wifffe 7%

The helmsman grinned.

#1 guess I can steer a course’’ he

Tt . - =~
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“Dus yeu've ot to get the
v a vourse.”

wered.
gdipper to
"r:h“ Wy wed the HAEH
ould ride zm) hogs witiiont a boss o"
Tforeman puthing o But this
outiy is suve new to me, and 1
thery e more to it than 1
You L hiz San Padr on yout

Wik

MY

2 boss will suve Llaze
the Kid, lie
“L gue ou're
the 1 for

il

anid
:sed s0 the cuptain,
to puL that zu ;00' on
Pedro, Pronto.” )
daned  lubbery  lancsmasn!
il the al\'—mc':‘ *liow you reckon
vo to ake Texas in tnis wind 27
Zid '\C-':\uch“d his head.
this game,” he
“*Ships ic swre different fvom
wl that's o cinel,  Bui vou got

EE]

l.t:\.uﬂ and vou gou to do ot
{3 "r‘t & rope Dere that SUNE
some way of dein’ it

.ﬂ\" '\.'
[ u\.u 70!1—‘
“Yea can't do it o

ked the Kig,

“Nope!” hissed the skipper,

The rope rose and fell with o mighty
iash, and the shipper of the 1'ond Lily
howled.

"&ou ficure you cau work the riffic
now asked the Kid,

“T teill wou—keen
ehrmked Cuptain Snack,
can make s tack.” .

“I reckon you can make anything
you durn weli iike, so loug as we hib
'Ic'(aa answered  the Kid. “IE we
don't sight San Pedro mighty soon, you

10

that rone off!
“1 reckon we

won'l have much skin on your back to,

tuke ashore with you, feller. et down

to it and don’t lost time.

Captain $hack, stuttering with rage,
hissed orders ta the cyew. The schooner
swung round; and during the remainder

of the night the whole crew wed kept
busy, for it was only by a series of
toens thay the sehooner wus ablo to
vatraca her way, The Kid, to whom the
zailing of a ship v a (‘&5\ mystery,
wiy suspicious a6 first, & ispased to
take the krotted rope again o the cap-

wain, suspecting Ll “of  deliberately
losing time. But he gathered from the
-"mrls and actions of t‘»e crew that
Jeipper was giving the ht ordnts, and
ded dewa to be paticnt.  Progress
low, bn* he weoe on his way back
and the Xid was satidied with

=
30
wis
to Tezas.
thai.

THE FOURTH ChaPTER.
Tit tor Tat!

§é AND™ i
! S Rio Kid's oves
brigitened,

The night, and a whele dey’

Liad possed,

and apcther n

Duriug )

attack on the

conurand of the

is ¢ oexns

52 and so long as he wis walkefu!,
uns ‘,.t hand, ro man on board the

dared to vaise & finger against

an

» all Esnn ‘"v\{,k Ouee the
;‘)'.Jarl qain's hand Lad goved over a
un har. whon the Kid’s baos 5ea‘mefl

e'ner‘ to
icad, for
on the

s be t1r‘|ec7 Bt the Kid
veoeyes in the back of hi
. Flacker eould get o o p

s pwf of smoke came from the
Kld l1i;:, and the boalswain withdeew
his band with a shriek, with a bullet-
hole olean through the palm, The hoat-
swa‘n was new eartying an uarm o a

sl and the less a: not lost on the
erew, if they had neeaeri oue,
lend swas in

v

JAnd m.m i the sunrise,
£: the sclooner \l’{'la approaching San
E‘edw ones  niote, ‘lp*"' Shact had
been s earer to sight the goast town as

the Eid could be, :’Eu" the lonz delay in

veturn Was making the Kid sus-
ous, and the glint that came ino his
5 ohe looked ub the suppel, sent
eold chiily down Bsau Shack's epine.
Ones the IO felt sure taut the skipper
was losing time, Esau Shack was a dead
man, and be knew it, And he dig not
lose time; he was get,mg better speed
out of the schuoner than he had ever
wol before, and he gasped with relief
when Le saw land ahead,

T

LR ] T &

THE LATES
CRAZE!

Are you colieciing the fine
Meial Motor Car Badge-
which are being given away
every week in the * Magnet”
Library ? They're the goods
—everybody’'s collecting

T! he cafyanuor buat dowe to San Pedro,

gnd the I os glistened af sight
uf the rolling puaivie bn' ond the coas:
oW,

“Thus’s sure a fer sova =
'ull.i tue RNid genia ud i ain’t come

I was suze
was icalmg
Ban

ny too soon for ycn, feller,
"JF"'"\I‘ ing io veckon you
How lony before we bed down af
rmhu"
- Jicked his dry Iips,  Ihs
ne with hatred ard fury,

o ) .
<het time Rio Kid bad not closed ;. The humilisgion of sailing his ship v nder
his eves in -leep, That cost tho hardy the ovders of the puncier whom Le bhad
Kid littic; on the praivie, and in the r shanghaied was gzl and wormwood Lo
vhapa vrai, ho had otten passea three: hie, Ile had been shamed before ghe
days and nivhes s dl =ful. In the sunvise | cf all his erew, and Le did not
ha cousi of Te loouwd over the cin g that they had enjoyed ‘"a
wulers to the west, and the Kid's a(l‘l_l'mn iliation, wnd would spiv the
ventures wlloat were drawing near their® povt. Dut thers was sudden Goath
endd,  Aftor the fimst nizht, the crnhml sine the Kid, and l:"w cowed by
Lad been unbound from tho rail, with net premared to face that.

b ing thav ot the frsy sign of dwals longivg the
ne would get cold lead. The L bave & char

wuning w vas miore ithan enougzh for Cap-
tain Sha Tae Kid's waluut-butted

wnns were the anly fircay left on tho
schooner: the Kid had ta

that. Had ke closed his eves in slumber,
Esan Shack might hJ"o aduced L

crew, by promises and thieats, 1o back: les

Tuz Porcrae,~—No, 521.

on cave of’

|
i

wy

He nhd not

the inlet in
answered sul-

[44a]] =

ac Kid.

His eres dwele pleasantiy on sho orges-
tug, dumpa
¥ouerd ol

,\Q\,, ar 1

the iniet, and

Jne‘aor \“‘

a
woonegr

1 ran
ig Ban Padm glided into
the sailz dmpped and the
down to the mud, Hal

ot the bank stered cn M[-‘ az her.
Phe schooner had not bean espected
back ar San Tedro.  Caprain Shac

fixed Lis eyes,

az with hate,

-utho Lo id.

Now get ond of my zhin, ven dog-
goned p: "c‘ue" he said. hetween
teown, I & you a bws 2

Cow've made me l)e three dars au’
mors on my

° T vo g

to lose, Evllel. he said. * ¥ou'r: con
ing off thiz ouifi: with e’

CWhat v

The Kid': eres fsed on hiw, eold o
steel.

“You reckoned vou eould rope in a
puzcher, and maks a steaman of Lim,

whether he siood for it or not,” I_le said.
“INow L ogness you've going fo se your
own micdicine. and et b nhorn \m ve

ssked for if. You' re coming cn the
sench with oo, feller,”

Fsuw Shack stared ab him. open-
mouthed.

“Gey me? smiled the Kid. “You

ain’t made w seaman of me. felivr—ron
sure did slip up on it, nnd slipped up oa
it bad. But I'm goin' to fry my hand
at making a pu'aohr\\' of you, “and I

reckon 1 i aave berter fuck. L Te u'\.ﬂ
three days on your outfit. Yuu're going
to huve three weeks on mine. pnd then

'l eall it squove. CGet me?”
The skipper could ooly glure, There
was a chuckle from tie men en the
schoovner’s deck,
< Yuu—you durn  pesky

puncher!”
;as;)!.‘d the :‘ixippc. al i:lsi

““'Imt you

all that time 7
“1 sure don't cars a coutinental red
cent what happens t3 your schoon
fellex. I rechon rhat by unch of rours y
desert, avd I shan't be surpris
lake aleng with them everythi
they can luy their haads on. 'J."imt.'.-; Foue
fumeral, pot mine. You should sure hav
thought abour it before vou
a L } T A

monch onivs
Foller 'm.i that’

nE

iter, pronta.’
The budt was lowered.

And as s
ving inte the &
Kid ‘-lasped L
erip on his collar,
0‘ hlﬂ h._ll
tossed him
shack lana
oci.ed avery

um a ’-mu\ p. onﬂ

B
the other on the back
ancd
Esuu
taal
ot

"him tc the side,
- into ‘hl. boat.
Ia‘l-.h!? W & erash
ot..n:‘ of breath ou
1 bods. e Kid followsd him in.
Jump, 'The Rin kanew how

a boat, if not a shin: he picked
up pars, snoved off from tht
8¢ hf)m“ and pulled for the shore, From
the ruil of the schooner a r of -
ving facas watched m“m depnri—ihe B
rowin ‘!]\ curei
tha bot‘mu of inot
Lis nd baonp*l fur f.J‘ea xvneL.s ot
cow-pu ng on the Bampson ranch

THE END.

ta lx"urﬂ

(Theree senagdion and gmysemont in
neat  woek's  stivring long  TWestern
@;{n: entitled: “THE RIO KIDX
REY EXGE! Yow'll i fs3 « treal if
wou e this fine dtorp}



