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The Rio Kid iz in the hands of the [} agein —caplused without @ fight! Dut s Tareedenil Bifik n 2§
give up hope of escape —he's been in toe many tight corners to qareept defeat Jl'ithmrtta lt::s.lsi('t.:‘ S helldiodesnld

mege
| ﬁy%iph

g LR Y e

THE FIRST CHARTER.
Taking a Chance !

HE Rio Kid rode out of the town of
Niuce, in the sunny morning, with
his feet tied under the broncho he
Four armed men rode with him:
sheri deputies of Nuce: and Jas
McCoy, their leader, held the end of a
riata that was looped round the Kid's
waist, Thev rode northward by a beaten
trail across the wide, rolling prairvie, head-
ing for the railroad depot that was two
days’ ride away, The Rio Kid was roped
in at last; & prisoner, on his way back to
the Frio country. At the top of a riso
in the plaig, the Kid looked away to ths
east, the direction of the Sammson ranch.
The ranch-honse was far ont of sight:
but the grassy plains that lay under his
eves were the cattle ranges of Old Man
Sampson—the ranges that the Kid had
ridden with ihe Sampson bunch. Glad
as the Kid would bhave been io szee his
friends again, it was a relief to him that
the grassy plain was bare of all save cattle
—not a single rider in sight as far as the
rimm of the horizomn.

For the Kid knew that any man in the
Sampson bunch, who had seen him riding
a hound prisoner with the escort, would
have pulled a gun and chipped in to help
him out. And it was to save his friends
irom a conilict with the law, that the Kid
had surrendered to the sheriff at Nuce,

TUneconscionsly, as he looked away across
the prassy, sunlit plain, the Kid had
pulled in the broxncho he rode. The jerk
of the lasso tied round him reminded him
{hat he was a prisoner.

* Hump it, Iid,"” said MeCoy, graflly,

The Kid looked at hirm, with a smile, as
he rode on.  _

“You in a powerfal hurry to hit the
railroad, feiler 7°" ho asked,

# MTha T aol
gou ofi'n my lands,
ithe better Il De
pleased, Kid, You've
been roped in afore, and got away; bub
T guess you ain't getting away-this time.
And them galoots at the Sampson ranch
ain’t going to help you none, 1 guess that
was what vou whs looking for,”

“Your mistake,” drawled
“ X guess I don't waut them boy
into this funeral, Il be glad as you, feller,
when wa're a day’s ride from the Sampson
ranges.”

 Mebbe,” said DdieCoy. ° Anyiow, if
them galoots showed up, they ain't getting
you away. My orders 13 to pur o bullet
through your cabeza if there's any danger
of you geiting lost, Kid.” He tapped the
rifle in the leather sheath at hLis saddia.
“1 sure don’'t want to spill your juice, but
you're & dead galoob aiore you get loose.”

“ 0k, sha!” said the Xid, good-
humouredly.

His face was ecol and unconcernsd as
he rode on with his escort. It was two
davs ride to the railroad from Nuee, aund
in two days many things might happen.
The Kid did not expect, or hope for, any
hslp frorn the SBampson buneh ; he hoped
that his old friends would stand clear.
But he had plenty of reliance upon him.
salf.

He had to admit that it did not look
hopeful.  His hands were free, to use the
reins; bub his feet wore tied, and  the
lasso was securely round hLim, held by
McCoy. The four deputies were armed
to the teeth, with ovders to shoot him
dead if he attempted to escape, or if o
rescua threatened. The Rio Kid was in a
tizht corner, and he kuew it. DBut ho}w
was & pare of Iz nature ; and tight as the
cornet was, he looked, and felt, less auxious
than the sheriil’s deputies who -were
guarding him.

Throwsh 'the long sunny day tha party
rodn onward, by agrassy trails on the

SNGhHoY

id.

tha

“ You've said it,” ansnered the feputy, | peairie, and shady fracks in the tiwber.

|

Ab nooi they Lalled for Lalf-an-hour at =
ranch, for Inod and brief reskt, whers the
outfiy gathered round to stare curiously
at the Id, and the word passed from raouth
to mouth that the prisonar was the boy
outlaw of the Rio Grande. The Kid didl
notb like being made a show of, though his
faco expressed nothing of his thoughts ;
but he wes glad when the parly bit the
trail again.

The party rodz on ai a steady trot. The
irail ren across a grassy prairie, and in the
distance, to the left, was a belt of dark
chaparral. It was scarce hali a mils
away ; and the trail ran parailel, and more
than ouce the Kid's glance roved to hia
ioft, and dwelt longingly on the chaparzmi.
Thers was ample cover there, amongz the
post oaks and pecans and fwisting llanos.
if a galoot could only reach it. But if the
Kid was thinking of making a break, he
did not allow his looks to give a hint of it.
He lolled idly in his saddle as he rode, as
if weary of tha journey, and his eyes woee
haif-closed and looked sleepy.  Bub sleepy
s he looked, never had the Rio Kid been
more keenly on the alert,

Quietly, under his half-clesed Iids, le
watched MeCoy.

Tho deputy had the loose end of the
riata twisted round his left arm. Butb after
six hours in the saddle, he was not ao
wary as he had been when the escort rods
out of Nues., The Kid wondered.

It was a poor chance, for he knew that
shooting would begin the instant he mada
& breal. Dut it was as good & chanee
as was likely to offer, and the Kid was the
tnan to take chances. With quiet coolness
e considered the sitnation, and eslculated
his chances, and when at last he actod iy
came suddenly and swiftly. .

Suddenly, sharply, the Kid drove his
Lironcho into a gallop, wheeling to the lefr
and racing away towards the belt of darl
chaparral. i

Aa he had figured, the sudden jerk on
the rope tors it away from McCor, and o3
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1L tore away, from his arm, the pull on it
im me the saddle, and McCoy
1 in the grass beside his horse with

lasso trailing away
ng like a&n a1 the

the 'Rm Kid ualluped

_'.]Jl‘k =1 !1'1

u ei o ics. MeCoy
cd up swearing furionsly, and
upon his horse and followed,

Da-

‘m K' did not look back., With
o, ha drove on the broncho
ap for the chaparral,

nf tsl.: whizzing bullets, he rode
Onc in the cover of the
06 iree from  the
A few minutes

for h
.11_

cheelk. drawing a
t the wind of another

_T}: "‘"mﬂ me ]

was not easy to hit &
objec’ but the firo of
DUrsuers as very cloza.

The broncho, stretehing hiraself
'1”0}) toro on to the chaparral.
bulleat whizzed close by the Kid.
ut looking round, hie knew by the
that auly three of the deputies were
they rode. What was

to the

Bullet

a8

was

mnost

on tht. efzn of ﬂm chaparral
sow, and a few more second would se0
fiim in covor, fast ss hig D

rifle {o his
standing maotionless ;
farther and further awa 3 fmm
w2 diwelt on his aim. But he dwelt
h coel pr LCHIOH‘ knowing thab if
outlaw :
would

lifted his

Meloy

the chaparral.
I have taken

ext leap w

Lim ints eover. And in that very in-
stant, McCoy's rifle rang 1 knell of lis
hope, and the hrone and bhis rider

plunged heavily to the earth together,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Prizoner!

HE Kid lay dazed,
\ a clatter of hoofs, the four

depuiies of Nuce dashed up and
rrounded him 23 he lav.

y YOpe securing feet under the
10 Kid had been unable to leap

1

s the anim: =!. zhot dead by MeCay,
down on the grassy earth and Iay |

wasg fortunate indeed for the Kid |
ho lay still where it had |
for, tied to the animal as he was, |

over,
a3 it wag leapi

Dut the bullet had killed it instantly |
into the chaparral, and |
stirred aiter it struck the ground.
ay with one leg under the Liorse, F
ead di zy from the fall. And four
en riding round him, with angry
oaths, aimed rifles ot Wim as he lay, pm-i
pared to viddle him with bullets gt the
first sign of further resistanee. !
But the Kid was in nio state to resist,
He had made Lis Lid for freedom, and he
hed failed. Fortune had seemed to smile
oi bim, only to betray him ot the finish.
He was too dazed by the crash to stir,
svin had he been free. Ho lay helpless,
ing dizzily up at the angry fnces of
) erifi’s en of Nuce.
AHE POPTLAR.—No, 526,
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“ Yon durnad pctsky seallawag | roared
Jag MeCoy. ** You're asking for hot lead
through your gabeza, TEUE T
Bide ! 7

The tlesslxtv'
escope was only &
failure,

The Kid panted.

3 4
gurn

the aitemp
mwilified by

“Let drive yeur hoi lead, snd ba
durned to you!? hie pantesd.  “1 ain’t
asking you to go easy with me thet I know

of, clmz-- one you !’
chov lnoked as if he were tewnpted to
take the boy outlaw ab Lis
word. Instead, he dismounted,
putting up his rifle. But the
other three deputies coverad
the Kid, ready to pull the
trigger. The Iid strove to
¢ his leg from under the
fallen horr-e, and failed. Jas
Metoy  helped to shity the
carcase, eus the rope, end the
Kid mulled free. Ha
her painfully to
and ran his finger:
bruised leg.
ur own
there's bones brulke !

n've
tho Kid. &
t any 11011(.3 Lrol\ewun 7
more bruises’'m you eou
count in a month of Sunda
But I ain't howlin® about it,
feller. Yon got ma by phig-
gin' the |
hoss was |
You sore '\.1. s0TAC u ri{smnl‘
and T allow you could hit thae
side of s L‘("\ eo 30 16 wasn'
teo far away.”

“Quit chewing ihae
snapped MeCoy, °
ancther bu:'}i\., S
and you'll g
use H suro

113
rag .

Yon raske

hit Jona "'ur{l'——
Be this side of
got yoursell in Bla

The Iid shen
shoulders,

“1 uin't
coming.” h
fully.
me, and you
me if you ean.
got me t
sure shall lig
chanee, I was wighty
it that time, fellers, and m
T'll be nearer next time.”

* Next time you'll be go near Jordan
that your friends hack ot the Sampsosn
ranch ecan put on mourning for you,”
| retorted MeCoy.

He took a turn of ths riate round the
Kid, fastening his arms to his sides, ond
knotied it. T'he Kid made a grimace., He
had h';rl his hands free till now, only his
: feet tied. Now he had to have his {eet free
to walk, and the deputy was making suro
of his handa.

Like every eow-puncher, the Kid hated

me,Id have fared ill had it rolled walking any distonee, but he did not

grouse. He had brought it npon himself
by attempting to escape, and there was no
| heip for it. None of the deputies cared to
burden his horse hv riding Lf“'lbl(‘, and the
Kid had to hoof it, And in their alarm
and resenvment at their narrow escape of
losing the prisoner the Nuee deputies were
«,.my ard savage and not disposed to
make things easy for the outlaw. as
MeCoy vemounted, talking the end of the
riata ‘and this time fostenin g b seourcly
to his saddle-horn, s0 that no sudden jerk
could tear it away. Then the horsemen
turned awey from the chaparral and
rode along “their former ifrail, the Iid

tramping on behind.

But there wus cno thi
the Kid, tired as he z3cn

z thet pleased
o meplr L

A TENSE MOMENT !
rawhide that fastarnpd thapa,

s rode 03 fest &3 was possible
on fect to kesp pace. They
foreed the Kid to T
dragging him savagelv when he I
HNevertheless, the pare
compared w i 3
his fastest the Iid eaul
enough for the horses to
And painiul as
he Kid was glad, [

thas, i

aware

stecd there wai

was to escape, it wonld have to Le hefore
he reached the railvoad, Unless the depu
ties picked up a new horse for
prisoner, thoy surely would not kit the
raiirnad by scheduled time,

That :0]1t. they had mrcudcn] o camp
at Lone Ford, w FLE B COW-
town and a corrn lro0ze in

which the Kid would have 1 - lock
safely for the mnight. Bui with the I
drageing behind the riders on foot, thev
ware nowhere near Lone Ford when the
sun dippod to the hills in the west.

Jas MeCoy gave him seowling leoks end
_1 erked savogely on the rope as the sun sank
lower and lower.

“ Bump i, durn you!
“ Hump it Ilv{‘]y
hvimp ik smarter,
ihe end of the rope,

The Kid's cyes gie
did not answer.

He was trompinz as
avoid being dragged ave , andd
he eould do no more. nm‘y
a3 he was, }‘ﬂd to realise that 1!1{3 I‘nd. Was
doing his best

He scanned ihe dorkening pilin ahiead.
Eut there was no sign of the houses and
smoke 6f Lone Ferd, and the darkn
down on the pr.uirie. The Kid, aching now

' d ag vou slong at
-gona }.]‘1 A
,m(,fl av i, but he

s he c‘,n'd o

z very iast, the rope

=3 shus.

Slowly, with 1nl"r~1ta caution, the Ki
W er

PRy
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He reached down te his feet and drew locse the wet
H e eS8 Lo Gis Teel and

wee
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with weariness, was stmmblinz as he
wallsed, and at last he pitched forward end
fell. For several yards he was dragged
bodily at the end of the rone, till McCoy
pulled in his horse and turned back to him.

“ Git up, durn you !

T'he Kid stagrered painfully to his feet.
From the darkening sky a few heavy drops
of rain fell. There was o distant roll of
thunder in the hille. Rain was coming
+ the night, and Jas MceCoy, as he
ed angrily at the Kid, handled his
quirt, as if disposed to lay it nbout the
outlaw who had given him so much
trouble.

He looked ab the sky and cursed the
raindrops, and then stered nacross the
plains in the dircetion of Lone Ford, Bub
not & twinkle of light broke the darkness
of the prairie,

“Thunder | ¥ growied McCoy. * But
for that pesky scallawag driving me to
plar the hoss, we'd have been zafe in Lene
Ford afore pow, under a roof ! I guess it’s
more'n five miles, and iFll be reining
coyotes and gophers afore wa get there,
aven if I take tihat galoot on my hoss,
We got to camp.”

For a moment the Kid's eyes sparkled.
He had gained that much at least ; a camp
cn the solitary plains, five miles from the

e

cow-town, allowed him still to
hope. There would have been
little hope Yor a priscmer
incked in thz calaboose at
Lone Ford.

McCoy eaught the loolk
tho Kid's face, and swore.

on

beating it, vou pesky fire-
bug ! he sparled. I guess
Tl make plumh sure of you.
You bet your boots on thas ! ™

The Iid did not speak.
The deputies moved oxn again.,
looking for u snitabie spot to
camp, The rain was coming
down now, and they weore
anxious to get into cover;
both the riders and horses
wera weary from the long
vide. Woao Wil 80 wéi
the Kid, however, aching in
every limb from the tramping
of many long raniles across
rugged prairie. He stumbled
as hoe moved on ofter McCoy's
horze, but kept his feet, ﬁis
teeth seb,

At a little distance MeCoy
drew rein on the edge of a
small timber-island, Half a
dozen big cottonwoods grew
in a group by a littls spring,
with & thicket of post-oaks
and mesquite. The weary
riders were glad to get into
the shelter of the trees, whers
they dismounted at last and
gathered brushwood for a
cormp fire,

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Kid's Chance!
£ HAT fixes wyou, 1
rackon ! 7
Jas MeCoy spoke
with bitter emphasis.
The night was blacl, a keen
wind howled over the preirie,
and the rain fell steadily, per-
sistently. There was shelter
under the trees of the motte,
but the rain soaked in, formn-
ing pools in all the hollows of
the rugged ground, and every
branch was weeping and drip-
ping. The camp fire spuitered
and smolked. The Nuce depu-
ties had eaten their supper
and handed the Iid a share.
loogening one of his hands
that he might eat. But when
he had eaten,
behind his baciz with a rawhide theng,

wound raund and round and knoited with |

meticulous care and so tightly that the
grip almost arrested the circulation. His
feat were hound together in the same way,
and, for additional security, the riata was
knotted round him and the loose end tied
to McCoy's belt. MeCoy bent over the
Kid, examining the rawhide ropes to maka
all sure, his face dark and surly.

“ You sure won't break out of that in a
hurry, durn you ! * he commented.

“1 guess mnot!®” assented the Kid
amiably. * You'uns got a blanket to loan
a galoot 17

* Nary blanket,” aunswered McCoy.

“Your own funeral, darn wyou; wed
have been in Lone Ford if that hoss hadn't
been plugged. Yon asked for thisz, and
vou ain’t got no kick coming now you've
ot it.”

“ Sura ! ¥ assented the Kid.

“1 guess yow're safe now ; but you try
to get loose, dog-gone your hide, and you
get yours, sudden,” eaid McCoy threa-
teningly. s

Evidently, in spite of all his precautions,
the Nuee deputy was still uneasy. The
wyeary Kid smiled as he noted it.

* He's sure saie, Jas,” said on2 of the

*“ Dog-goue you, yow ain't |

both his hands were tied.

th alaugh, “Yo
s througzh thatras

¥ou galcate
hear him s

* ¥You bet.

And the tived depuiles, wrapped
blankets, coversd by their slickers
down to sleep round the smoi %
the midst of them
Hisz limbs ache:
would not L i)
making another, etfampt to escape
chance offered.” But he waz boun
fast that he could not move hand op ¢
hardly a finger or a toe; o
bonds, helpless as a tr
MeCoy had made sore of
night, the Kid had to admit

e Rt B v3 i fh
the iour deputies of Nuce were soon gsleen
round him, But the Kid was tao eramned
to sleep, and lis eyss did not elose,

T GOWT

Sia vadw GGlLEGaT,

ere busy as he
1 rops of =
riv

waterproog =

but the Kid had no
i a MoCoy had

and

4 Lone Ford
it was his own act that had for
camp on the plains, The Fid w
grousing, thovrh he was wet and ekbiil and
cramped,
He was think
and hiz hap
Sa )i,
Barstow,
the men
bunked H
and who had
Was ne
was lnows
To save th
conflied w
himself up;
And glizn ss hiz
he was glad that
the San
little It

at

ridden vouge wi
rod men e had
and whom
, now that
San Pedro .
ted iriends from a
the 4 had given
aid

trouble.
He thouglhy lte Dlack-muz N
tang, the faithin d that had cax
him by so many dangerous trails.
would care {or the
for hig d
Kid,
and guns ab t
had never ne
The depu
slept scundly.

o think of
] ch so fav awey;
ed them so sorely as now.
veary {rom thei i
The Hid, wakeful in the
fstened o their ;
e cramping of the rawhide
: srowing almost intolerable ;
hut the Kid hove the pain of it quietly.
a veesonabla hombre, was the Rio
nd he did not blame the dsputies

= sure of him.

But in the late night he began to strai
at Iis bonds, with s faint hons of working
his hands locse. He sirained at them in
vain ; they were like iron ¢ Hinba,

Bug presently, to b the il
realised thot the avi
round his ankles was not
ag before. Hi igelad h
that they were losser,
enpugh to puil Ire
MeCoy had exami every kmob
sedulous eare, and they could not hav
loosencd, Yet the rawhide was no lopger
gripping him es it bad gripped.

The IGd realised at lash wi
happened. ile wa3s web with L
which dripped steadily from the
overhead. Lt is in the nature of rav
i contract as it dries, and to cxpand when
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o rain that lad
de stretehing.
wedd on
day

the

SEE

i biss z-ptll‘.\,
witii renewed hope.

[o had been ]ljv. g on hiz side, Now
g with infinite

. Inch by inch he
o, tiil he felt beneath him a puddle
s in the ruzged ground, Aad
: sank down o oni.‘mvdh. hiz
and arma resting in waler, Ha was

illed to the wvery bor bui he havdly
hieoded it.  The rawhide rennd his boand
arras was soaking in water, and that was
wihat ke wants

e wa iti iron pat
lnst ho tried hiz stronszth o
anet hiz heart boet faster
rawhide stretohing under his

It gave but a trifla;
potient.  Scarcely  stir
sound, ho strained all Li
topo, the sweat pouring do ¥
hizefforts, And at lon o last ie draw one
hand from the tope, anid the other guickly
followed. Wet i cliilled. bhuat with
teating heart, the Kid lay in the darkness
with his hand
He listened
The deputies

'i not

ee, But at
the rope ;
he folb the

efforts.

but the Kid was

,  making no

trennth on the

(=5

They were

i
warm and dry in ‘their blankets and

slickors.
Slowly, wi:h infinite rauation, the Kid
s res L down to his feat and

sab up.
trew looza the rawhide that
Still slowly, still controiling
i I iy .t,'||pp=..1 off the LI“.‘(.‘ l'huh
oirel now
Soaked with rein, wot and
Yet he was in no hu
was inoh by inch that he
to Lis feet. Ia ivas
and he had forzoftan the
the deesp weariness,
s wwab and the ehill
The four deputies
wers 'a‘r-'-lrmﬂ‘: but
only too likely to
awaien as soon s hie
mavod from the spot.

fod

to move. It
raisedd himself

Tha

burne

(ml'. J. 11
smolka ascended ;
gnd  the dorioess

thiek,

Thn
under the trees at a little distanco.
could reach them——

iz haraes  wera  tethered

If he

Cantious as he
a slesper in the
ckness, and there was a startled voice—
> voice of Jas MeCoy.

* Thunder ! Who—"

3feCoy leaped te his feet, dra
revolver, Ha had  awakened
anxiety for his prisoncr.  As his shadowy

lraped up, the Kid's clenched fist
:ed, and \lrb v went sprawling over
aoly fice, haif-stunnord by tha blow,
e Fio Wil leaped away in the dark.

He moved eautiousl:.
was, his foot touched
i

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Fallen Among Friends!
CR;L 3K Y orack 1
Flashes lit up the
under the cortonwoods,
All four of the Nuce denutias
" TEE Popvrin.—No. 526. .

davkness

eo from |

weve on theie feet now. DMcCoy's voice,

husky with rage, was shouting,
He's loose ! Plug him ! Shoot him
ni™
* How the thunder gasped another
vaiee,

* After him ! Plag him ! voaved MeCoy.
Fis face bruised and bieeding from the
Kid's blow, the deputy rushsd towards

the tetherad hovses. He knew what the
Kid's object would be. Onee on a horse
the prisoner was lost.

One of the deputies kicked the fre

flame sheot up, flickering
with daneing lights under the trees.
Tha flickering ]wit showed the four
startled horsc.a, and the Rio Kid rrro;:-t

at tho traii-ropes. McCoy fired at the
firet glimpse of him, and the bhuilet,
Hasuy Bs iv was, grazed chie Did's cheek,
and therz was a sgueal of pain from the
horse he was loosing, as the ball struck
the animal. MceCoy rushed om him;
and the Kid, Inmowing that he had no
chance of loosing a horse now, leaped away
i darkness, oulv in bare time to cscapo
patiering of shot"

to gcther'. and a

Crack ! erack ! eracl ! orack !
Rifles and revolvess were ringing behind
im as he leaped pway; and the Kid

plunged down on his
ftaco in the wet
thicket of mesquite,
and let the sereaming
lcad whiz over him.
Ho was not six vards
from the deputies,

but the darkness
coveredd him lika a
cloak, The builets
tore through the mes-
quite, tearing bough
and twig, as the Kid
lay motionlesz. Bu
at last, and DMeloy

the firs etupped
sllnuted hioarsely :

“* Gt on your critters !
durn his hide.”

But only three of the Nuce men were
abie to mount; ene of the horses lay
}iw._um"!er_i in tho grass by MeCoy’s hasty

riner.

“This way!"”
shoot on sight !

The Rio Kid had never longad for the
grip of & gun in lis hand as he dld at that
maorment.

There was little cover in the thicket,
as the horsemen rode through and through
it firing ab every shadow that stirred,

The Kid leaped up and raced for the
open prairie, and the crashing of the
mesquite as he went drew the fire of the
deputies in his direction. Guns cracked
and flashed in the darkness,

** This way ! " roared McCoy.

Thd Kid left the clump of trees behind.
Tie night was pitchy black: not a star
gleamed in the rainy sky. The boy out-
law stumbled over rough prairie through
thick, wet grass. Ha -;hppx,r.l in a thlow
and fell-—and remained where hLe fell.
He was a scovo of yards from the timber
invisible in the darkness, undiscoverable
unless one of the riders fairly rode upon
him as he lay in the grassy hollow. And
he had to take his chance of that.,

Thui ! thud ! thad !

Round him, in the darkness, thudded the
hogts of the horses, and the ashes of the

He can’t be for,

yelledd MeCoy. * And

revolvers lit wp the night incessantly.
The Kid lay silent anc stiii. qhﬂtﬂ‘]ﬂ’
to gone another, firing at every shad
the Nuce men rode to and fro, hunting for
him. A shadowy horseman passed so
close to the Kid, that it seemed ihat tie
crashing hools must come down on him :
but they psssn"t him by a ecoupls of feot,
the Iid unseen in tho biackness. And he
smiled in the darlmess as the horseman
careered on.

Ono of the deputies—ihie nwn whose
horse was injured—remained i the timber
island, Fa was building wup the fire:
ond the light blaz-_:cl far in tho mighe
Tho other i i
ssarchine in the bafiling da
ouuimv who had "1\9" therm :
knowing that all thc time he mis 'Eu b

nnles

o Pavy yeasda

«-tf’"t. The Kid
]i‘l}" silent. Tt was

Iud and tho hunt went on unsu c..*aat.nlv

He heard Jas MceCoy's voice ab last,
calling to his companions. The thrca
horsermen halted within o fow vards :

grassy hollow where the Kid l.w doggn.

o Lnrr--mm. him ! " said MaCoy be twoon
his toeth. * He's beat it! T guess 1
3aw ]‘:m safe fixed for the night, but he's
beat ik,

“Ilo can't ba fur away, on foot,” said

unuti-r.. If. it wasn't so ;,old-‘.- sk
dark, we'd ¢inch him easy enough.

McCoy spat out an oath.

“We'll get him wyet! Mebba he's

close enough o hum‘ us chewing the ra
this peskv minute,” The I{wt @i
** Anvhow, he can't be fur—and as soon
as it's light, we'll raiss his trail and run
him down. Tt ain't an houvr to dawn,
and on web ground we'll raize his trail
easy. 1f you "uns see hide or hair of him
shoot on sight—I muess wa nin'i takine
any more risks with a slippery cuss like
thub Rio Kid.”

‘ You bet.”

The horsemen vode back into the firaber.

The Kid raising his head cautiously
from the wet grass, watched them gather-
ing round the fire, mu ttering together.
the angry murmur of their voices res whm«
his ears where he lay.

The Kid did not linger now.

He wormed his way through the thiels,
wet grass, not »cnl.uurw to rise even to his
hands and knecs, till he was at a zood
distance. But the red glow of the firn
uitder the cottonwoods grew dimmer and
dimmer behind, and at Tast the Rio Kid
rosa to his feet, and tramped actively on
his way., He had éseapad, but dismounted
and unenned, he knew that he was not oug
of the “ood vet, by a long challk, At the
first sireak of d wwn, the Nues deputies
would be hunting him—and they would
not fail to pick up the sign he left. He
was in a country that was strange io
him, and the distance he was .l*blng be-
tween himself and his foes wouﬁl couns for
little when ones horsemen were riding on
his trail, To find sorae safe sover whers




Every Tuesday.

T_H E POPULAR.

Price 2d.

ha eould lie low, in concealmant, till sorne-
bow he counld sugeesn in vostling a liorse.
wag the K enly chane

In the exeiternent of the czeave, he had
forgotten hiz wearin But he had to
remember it now., That long, long traanp |
on the ruzgod iria had told even on the |
Kid's iron limbs, and he was aching with
fatigue. With grim resolution he pumeu.l
on, bL-r. in spite of resohution, his steps urew
o ——saveral m.]ﬂc at least—
ay I\\.ween him ond the timber island,
when at lass the Rio Kid stopped, from |
sheer weariness, and sank down in the
t grass to rest. Far in the east, a pale
glimieer through the rain told of coming
dawn. At dawn his foes would be on his
track, but the Kid lay resiing, too weary
to struggle further,

r'.,n,m! callon | sallan |

The Iid" s.arted “and raised his weary
head. Horsemen were riding down on
him in the gloom., He drapged himself
to his feet, but it was futile, his tired and
aching limbs rvefused to serve him. The
int twilight of early dawn showed him
the Ehado\vi figures of riders, coming from
the east. =[] hea"d a shout, nml knew
thaot he was seen standing there in the dim
shadow. He did not stir. His struegle
hind pone for nothing, and it was useless
to run, With a elaiter of hoofs the horse-
men rode up and surrounded him, with a
whoop that made the Kid stare and catch
his breath. Wor they werc not the Nuce
deputies who were cavorting and whoop-
ing fully round him. Like one in a
dream, the Kid looked on familiar faces,
and recognised Santa Fe Sam. and Jeff
Hm‘sto“. and Long Bill, and others of the

HBampson bunch. His luck had turned at
last, and he had fallon among friends,

THE FiFTH CHAFTER.
The Rio Rid Rides!
HE KID!™
¥ Great snakes! It'sthe Kid!?”
Jed PBarstow threw himself
from his broncho, ond grasped
the Wid’s hand, and wrung it. Santa Fe
Ham slapped him wildly on the back.

The Kid g‘lﬂ’ll at them dumbfounded,

“You-uns ! he gasped.

* You bet | chuckled Jefi, “and we've
sure found you, Kid! Tooks like you
got away from them Nuce scallawags.™

“ It sure does!” chuckled Sante Fa
Sam., “1 guess we'd have found you,
Kid, if we'd had to ride all the way to
I-uo.

* Well, carry me home to die ! 7 gaspeda
the Wid. “ What you geloots doin’ here,
all this here way from the ranch ¥ '

Jeff grinned.

“ You figured that we was kcttmg them
galoots tote you away to Frio 1 he'asked.
“Not oa your lile, Kid! Old man
Sampson sent us efter you, and I reckon
he'd raise Cain if we went back and told him
you was still in the grip of them Nuce
jasperas. 1 guess we was going to trail
down them rubes end get you away, if
we had to wipe every g -'Iom of them off
u'e face of the earth, feiier.”

*You sure are a white man, Jeff, and
eo's the Old Man,” said the Kid, grate-
fally., *“ But I'm powerful glad you ain’t
hit on that Nuce bunch—I ain’t letting
yoa buck agin the law, nohow. But
U'm sure glad to ses you—and if one of

ou will lend me a eayuse, I guess I'll
it the trail so fast thai them jaspers
will never see my dust.”

Santa Fe Sam chuckled.

* Ain't we got your erivter along, Kid 17
he said, “and your guns, too. Wo
b:nucht them along all mady for yon.'

* Ch, great gophers,” said the Kid, his
face lighting up. * You sure are some
pard.”

His eyes danced as one of the punchers
led the hig grey mustang to him.
Weary as he was, the Kid vaulted into
the saddle with the lightness of a bird.
TWhe sight of the walnut-Duited guns’in the

holsters gladdenad his heart, If the Nuce
inemme.s Lit hn trail now. theyv were not
! likely to rope the Rio Kid apain,

Over the roiny prairie the sun eame up
with a '.""Lterv plimmer. Far in the dis-
tance, the tall cottonwoods of the timber
island could be seen, topping the prairie,
and in that direction, bobbing Stotson
hats showed that the Nuce de put.es were
already in tile saddle, and picking up the
Rio Kid’s traii. The punchers iollowed
the direction of the Kid’'s gaze and grinned,
| "1 reckon them jaspers are going to
| get some surprise,” chuckled Jeif,

“They sure are ! " said Santa Fe Sam,
loosening his revolver in his belt.

“ Fellers,” said the Kid, earnestly.
“You'vo saved me, vou sure have—and
I guess I ean’t tell vou how good it is to be
sitting in the saddle again, on this old
hoss o' mine, But you don't want any
gun-play with the sheriff's men—that
won't buy you anything. I guess I'm
luttmw the trail for the west—and you
want to ride back to the ranch, pronto.”

* Kid, you ride back with us, and we'll
stand In; you till the cows come homea | ™
med Santn Fe Sam,

‘e sure will | said Jeff.

Tho IKid shook his head.

" Why, you durned mossheads, do you
reckon you could hold an outlaw, at the
ranch, agin all Texas ? ” he asked, smiling.
“I sure don't want to lose you boys—
but I got to hit the trail pronto, and I ask
won to ride back without burning powder.

-his  tre

You've saved me, and that’s all vou can

do—you ain't drawing a bead on tl.um
jaspers from Nueo ; you want to reme
that they're standing for the law. &
—and beat it.”

And reluctant as the bunch wero to lose
the ICid, they knew thet ho was rig
and the Kid gripped hands all round,
awept off his Stetson in a last salute, amd
put spurs to the black-mauzazled mustang,
and rode away to the west. The bu
sat thair horses, -1 aving their hats an
‘;nmlfm" la:'encl- a fold on the pra
hid the Rio Xid r'"cm" sight, and then t
rode slowly away on the home trail,

The Rio Kid rode fast and far that day.

Whether the Nucs deputies picked up
il and followed, he never Luew.
The big grey mustang ecarvied him
swiftly on the way, and before the sun
went down that dey, the Rio Kid was far
from pursuit.

In his camp in a lenely chepagal {hat
night, rolled- in a slicker beside the
sleeping mustang, the Kid'a® thoughis

were of the buneh and the Bampson ranch
and the Old Man—his many friends whem
he had had to leave. Bome day, perhaps,
he might see that echeery bunch agmn,
and .,,..p the hand of the Cld Man—aeme
day., But that dny. lf ever it o \me, was
far off : the way of the Rio Hid lay by
lonely trails,

THE END,

(The Frio Kid's in anoiler stiviing
adventure next week, chums. Look ou!
for: “THE RIO KID'S HOLD.UP!®
a fine tale of the West.)
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THRJLLS GALORE

Slany and varied have Leen Hhe ereperieiecs of e Rio Kid, bog onllaw, Dul e has pever ygel laltei o e vale o

hold~up man—until this weel: !

Ea(jk ea: —

OUR GRIPPING LONG COMPLETE WESTERN YARN, STARRING THE RIO KID,

THE FIBEST CHAPTER,

ot WWise 1

id did not vealize, for
wites, that veoices wern
quite ciese to  him.

the sound of
ned hun from

LG

fay with beliopen
his cf leave
or any atten-

Kid had Leen riding long and
hard, late into the night; and he had
slept on while the new day dawmed and
the sun elimbed higher and higher in
the blue sky over the Rio Graade,
Rolled in his blonket, n the thick bed
ol leav as little to be seen of
the Kid, even had a curious eye peered
into the tangled mesquite round him.
Those who were talking only a fow
yards from him evidently had no sus-
picion that the Kid was there. They
talked with the careless confidence of
men whoe figured that they were far
from all other ears,

As the mists of sleep cleared from the
wrearied Kid's brain, and he realized
that the murmur in his ears was the
sound of human voices, he lay as still
s before—motienless, silent, on his
snard, glad that he had been eareful
to seck deep cover before he lay down
fo vest. With a reward of a thousand
<ollars on his head hg could not ho too
carefull

Only his eyes turned towards the
mustang that lay in the mesguite by
his side. A movement of the horse
svonld have hetraved his presence.

But the black-muzzled. grey mustane,
the constunt companion of the Rio Kid's
wanderings, was too well trained to
Tive sound or sign, Mere thun cnce
had the boy outlaw's life depended on
the sagacity of hiz steed, and it had
never failed hi
! Who the men wern whe were taiking
by the marein of the creek a fow vards
av tha Kid had ns idea: bui he lnew
were more likely to be foes than
rds. In ue lands of Texas
fate of the Rio Kid was like that
Ishmael of sld—his hand against
every man, aurld every man’s hand
ezainst him. The walnut-butted eouns
were elose; but the Kid did not want to
handle them if the could help it. Re
was content to lie doggo till the
sirangers ware gone. Their talk had
Mo intervest for him; and he gave it no
:u:tontmn. But it came to hiz eavs, all
e same, and suddenly a sentence
strnel him, and he had to attend.
i é:e'(’.:ﬂfﬁifllﬁem?bw’ cT]miif out of

o Ehorn ik n place, e hack will

re [rom Malpais hours before sun-
:lf""“i The driver won't give any
Il)gtt:'bt.c'——he ain't palid to handle a gun.
o you go a-shooting, you ’uns.
ere mayn't be any other passengers,

thera

mebbe, besides Honk Sch
i sides 2 hulz; and
guess that driver's got ‘uto W‘it-h s

Tar POPUL.‘T:.—Nag. 7 S thios
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its all fair and
hold-un.”.

A hoarse chuckle followed.

savare—a  reg'lar

The Rio Kid smiled faintly, e lLad
fancicd at first that it might be a

bunch of cow-punchers who had stoppad
in the shade of the chavarral. out of
the glare of the sun. Now ke knewn
that e was listening to the talk of trail
bandits, planning a hold-up of the hack
that ran from BMaipais by o lonely
prairic route to El Cerro, on the banks
of the Rio Grande.

Well, it was no funcral of his, The
Rio Kid, hunted far and wide by Texas
sheriffs, had no call to horn in and do
their work for them. "

But what he had heard excited his
interest & little; for it was perplexing.
He had heard the discussion of a hold-
up: but not, it appeared, an ovdinary
hold-up. He gnthered that there would
be a passenger in the hack—one Hank
Schulz, in league with the outlaws,
The Kid gave attention mnow.

“The widder must sure be loco to

STOFPPED ON THE TRAIL! The Kid

pulled in his mustang, and like maagic one

ia guns leaped into his hand. ' Haltl'
::ihc:igd. w th ‘e up ! " The t.lrn.'elt;
of the hack jumpad. * Waal, I swow!
he ejaculated, and then he
dropped tho reins, and elevated
his hands above his head. From
the passenger came a startled
exciamalion. (See Chpepler 2.3

(Copyright in the United States of America.)

titust o thousand dellars with ihad
erafoot Schulz.” said anether voice,

“1 reckon he's been her {oreman cver
since Old Man Cassidy went over the
range,” answered ‘tha first spesker,
“Bhe reckous he’s white all right.”
"The Kid heard a grunt.

“1'll say he's o dum
piay it low down lika th
widder woman, Hanson!”

The Kid starced a jictle, ever so liiile,
at the mention of that name. He knew
che name of Black Hanson, the outlows
and he knew now that it was the
Hanson gang who were ialking in his
hearing,

il rcoyote ifo
hyer, on 2

There was a scofliing langh from
Hanson.
3

-

)
.

U
flliA
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i, Iunsas, i you
doa’t wiaos 3¢ soush your y you ozn
suatd owi.”

Auoiner gry Appareatly the man

calted iunses did not want 1o carry ais
Ob,en.uom: to that length,

*1 gos word trom benulz last nigh
wont on Bluck Hanson. °The widders
sending him to the bank at Kl Cerro
Ly the hack to-cday, wit thousend

o

dollars in a bag. 1 guess . Uasaidy
hns been salling st durochs
aln't going to sece vault at
Bl Cerro, and don't Yyou forget it! But
lta got to be a reg'iur hold-np—Sehulz
is [,a.it.‘_"cl.., cmout the look of the
t:.lrm‘ He ain’t Bnished with the

i\ia.ipni?. ranch yei—I aliow he makes a

rood thine nut of it—the widder trusts

bim, and 1 guess he makes it poy.”
<7 allaw Lo does,” said another voics.

“All faivr and sguare,” went on
Haucr “The hack will be held up
in tho timber abeut o mile out of
E] Cenu. and wa cover Scl with our

guns, and the driver’a o witnesa that be
hadn't o enenee to resien, Heo
his tands and wo oo thro‘;;h
find the dellags. 123 ha
Malpais and capl t he was
robbed on the trollb—switnesses and  all
“‘E:w'n emnall . rat?
! that  trail
afore, :mc] long es

we'ro arou

| o

the renuezvous of the
ruffiuns had doubrie

r
-m\d teo soukd
taeir arrival. Now that
\.nu they were, and what they
Bad's mind was in g state

J.I‘u:: aln't the 111“1‘ LG 1“
put us wiso, and 1t
time.  Dog-g you,
hundred oo

he Kney
| Lsherce

deibin,
What

T

fj\.‘u

wo pich
ts tor the treutiis of au

Ll}

did it matter to bim i the

o

hour's ride Cerre heek was held up 1in the
- "1 guess 1'd rather lot ghv | treber, and the falibless foreman of the
through Schuiz and {reeze om to tvho ! Malpaws ronch ha.udad omr w thesa
thousand,” thievea the money he wos entrusted to
ﬁlx.c'; Hanson Iaudhed tuse to the towni
“Buit me bne,” heo andwered, Yonly 1 Nothing | But——

got a lov moroe wso for Hehulz yet. IHe| “The Kid gr
gives ug all the news of thB M.h{)d}ﬁ'- His besetting wenkness  was fnding
country, aud I guess we find it good. | him out agnin, He told himself that
Don't you go &a!lOOLII!"‘. I\me“ or | tiis was not his funeral: but he knew
vou'll surs get yours so sudden youl thot he was '!‘unrg to horn .

ned ruefully.

. . ] . -4 .
won't kuow what hit youl!” 1t was the mention of the widow.
There was o growling an ' that had done it. The Kid
Black Hanson's volee, and th i was pot going to loaf idly by, ‘while a

Kansas did not answer.

Tho scent of tobacca came
Kid, on the winad in

woian was robbed, cap-:cz‘}.l'v by a man
{ whowm sbe trustod
[

L}

|

!

the m o, E

Black Hagpson had lighted a Mexican |
choroot. . {
“When wo bitting the irailf” a i
s, after a silonce. !
!

f

|

!

{

|

it

i giet.

needed, ho would nog
to show hiniself, and
-butted guns against the
rufiians a few paces

i
] i it bo
aghed . been

Kar

“Plenty tme yet. We want
the timber soon arter raidday,
sure. 1 muess we can rest hyer

beoin

to

aim,

Bm. i

The Rio Kid lay vers stiil. K:d was not anxious to do

The tall of the outlaws wens on, in u | that. DBlack ]Hi-:huu and his gang were
desuitory way, ss they rested in  the glt.nn}:km:] of tha Brst warer; ¢.11d though
shads, th'ir horses cropping tho grosa € | waz insensible to fear, ho w
b3 I.ho Greal: nct looking kcll" a chanco to h.wk s

The Bio Wil B S1n g BUD g theoo ut r_h:-tu QUATLerS—

o & thres of the most deadly in Texas,
Cortai

1\?. !ud u. 1nvn the only way,
ks \.,.-.,.]u e 1k noa Fr‘l\'trw
ou his B :flnuau ; he hud hll\(‘f}
such chances before, and lived to tell
um tale. Buf it was not t!m only way.

The Kid had plenty of iime to think
the matter over, as fm outlaws smoked
and yawned under tho by the
crook.

A smila broke over his face.

His mind waa made up; and he only
waited for the Hanson gang to vamoose
bofore e proceeded to action, If the
plan that had formed in the Rio Kid's
active mind was a success, the \\«‘ldDW of
Maulpaiz would not be sobbed of her
dollars, And the Kid reckoned that it

would be e success.
“I
Ha roso and stretchod himself,
The outlaws were goue,

Jwoking {rom ihe cover of the chapar.
ral, the Kid could see three Steison
hats bobbing over the grass in the dis-
tance towards the \veat.

Black Hanson and his two companions
were riding for the El Cerro ther,
where they were to lis in wait for the
hack w mio out of she town for which it
was bound.

The Rio Kid knew that country, and
ha knew that the spot for the hold-up
was wellchosen, The hack travelled
twenty milea from Malpais beiora it
struck the tumber, by an open prairie
rmt! where there was little cover for
hiding men. But where the t.rail ran
Llilfxul..u the &tiabor, waa ampie cover;

iroes

THE SECOND CHA

Tha Heold-Up !
AUERS u s time we hit the trail,
old hoss,” yawned the Kid.

TER.

pnd the Hanson gang would remam
unseen until the hack was fairly
thoir hands. Black Hanson knew h:a
bugtness.

But tho Rio Kid Lnew his business,
too.

Thoere waes o smtle on his sunburnt
face as ho watohed the three Stetson
hits disappear in the grass in the far
distance,

150
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e, the black-muzzied
siv naueh

Kid's vo :
rofe  GGHn I 8Y C
i smeothea the glossy neck with
onate haud. .
“1 gu old tess, that that durned
- o ta M I T 1
coyote Schulz is going to meet up witl
3 Jsua‘prisc." drawled the Kuid., “He

Ai tha

- . -
sure is going to have the surprise of s
iife. old hoss.” |

The Kid chuckled.

“Them five-bugs will bo waiting for

the hack et the timber a mile from Ei
Cerro, old hess,” he woenmt on. *But
jest figure if thot haek s stopped u
dozen miles out of Il Cerro, on the
prairie, by a galoot about my size, and
tho dollars grabbed? What about it
old hoss?” )

he Rio Kid sometimes talked to nis
horse as if it were 2 human comrade.
» “that

I

gue gil'awiu(l the Kid,
thein dollara will never get so fur as the
timber where Dlack Hanson will be

wuiting for them, eritter. 1 sure allow
shiey never will. ) gness them dellars
is getting to the bank by sater hands
an Mr. Scoulz’s, I ain’t asver sesa
thot widder woman, old hoss, and |
doen’t figure to; but she's sure going
owe it to this Kid thas she don’t riohc
o, thousand dollara.™

And the Kid laughed.

Ancther glanes oacoross the sunhe,
prossy prawrie showed bhim that the Stet
son hats had vanisi Bloek Honson
and his gang were out of sight.

"That was all the Kid was waiting {or
TZe drew his mustang from the mesquite,
tightened the cinch, and mounted and
rode away in another direction.

Biack Hanson aimed to strike the
stage-trail 2 mile out of El Cerro, miles
south-west of the creek where the Rio
Iid had camped 1o the mesquite. The
Kid aimed to strike it a dozen miles
out of El Cerro, and his way lay ro
norch-west.

Black Hanson and his eomrades had
disappeared, and the Kid was not likely
io see them again, He had no business
with them. His business was with the
man who was carrying the bag of dollars
on the hack.

Therc was a cheery smile on the Kid's
face as he rode ubt an ecasy gallop
through the high grass,

Sinee he had left the Sampson ranch,
down at San Pedro, and his comrades
there, to wande: orcs more by lonely
trails, the Kid had lacked his usual
high spirits. Buat enly action was
needed to restore him to his accustomed
care-free mood.

here was something very entertain
ing to the Kid in the theught of the
Hanson gang lying in wait for the
plunder ihat would never come their

way. and of Mr. Schulz meeting up
with o renl, zd of = pretended
robbery on the stage-trail. The esnres
sion of the Malpais foreman's face

would be worth watching when he found
himself held vp by the wrong party.
The Kid struck the stage-trail at last:
o track that was marked across the
prairie by the trampling of hoofs and
the ruts of wheels. Onee on the trail
between Malpais and E! Cerro, the Kid
looked mumf for what cover might be
found. Holding up the hack on the
open  prairie was rather a  delicate
matter, with the risk of some bunch of
cowpunchers seeing what was going on,
and butting in with their guns—which
was not what the Kid wanted at all.
But there was little cover; the trail
ran over open grassy plains all the way
from Malpais to witgin o mile of Ei
Cerro, where lay the belt of timber
chosen by Black Fanson for his arbush.
That timber was a good ten mile
Tae Portran.—No. 597 -

tromw ihe spot where the Rid bad strack
the stage-trail,

Save for a few post-caks, and some
bunches of mesguite, there was no cover
for the Kid: but he was used to making
the best of any situation in which ne
found himself., The
mustang lay down in high grass, and th
Kid stood among three or four post
ouks to wateh the tralll The haek, he
knew, was not cdue to pass yet; but 1
seldam van on fime. and might easih
be an hour early. or an hour late. Hi
settled down«to watch; and in half an
aour, tha sound of hoof-beats on the
trail warned him of newcomers.

But it was pot the nack. Four
punchers came cantering along the trail
going easy: aud the Nid sank ous i
sight among the post-ouks, lying in tbe
grass till thoy were past.

Thay rode on towards the distanc
town, and thetr hoats vanished 1 the
sen of grass. Then the Kid rose again
and once more watched the trail,

A distant rumble came to his ears.

It was the souud-of & wheeicd veliteie
bumping over a rough track. Tha gomns
was hard on the praivie trail

The Kid watched patientiy

The hack, with two horses tretung.
driven by & man m a grey shire, came
into sight on the trail, round a fold ot
the prairie,

The Kid walched i keenly as it came
His eyes, kocn as an eagle’s. discorned
that there was only one passenger (n
the hack while it was stitl at a distanes
That, undouktedly, was Mr, Hank
Schulz, foreman ol the widow's ranch
at Malpais. The Kid smiled

He gave a long, keen glance round w
the sunny prairie. It was solitary, save
or himself and the approaching hack
Far in tite distance was a moving object,
which might have been a bunch of cows
or horsemen, too fur off for even rhe
Kid’s keen eye to pick it out clearly
Too far off, ut all events, to worrv the
Kid, whatever it was. )

He called to his mustang, and mounred
sand rode out into the trail. The driver
of the bhack gave him a quick glance.
the passenger put out hiz head to loow
at him. Both of them saw a handsome
voung cowpuncher; and the passenger
sat back. and the driver, reassured,
wavea a hand and drove on  The Kid
rrinned, pulled in lis mustang, and
hke magic once of the walnut-butted guns
leaped mio his hand,

* Halt 1™

The drivar jumped,

“ Waal, I swow ! he ejaculated.

* Put "em-up i” said the Rio Kid.

The hack driver gazed at him for a
mement, and then. dropping the reins,
elevated his hands above his head.

From the passenger came a startled
exclamation,

“Keep ‘em up, felicr,” drawled the
Kid. ain’s honing to spill your
juice, but if you let them paws down,
siree, this hyer lLack will sure want a
new driver,”

“This hyer is a hold-up 7" asked the
driver, staring at the Kid

“Guessed it in once.”

“1 sure ain't horning in,” s2id the
driver placidly. 1 guess I'll come
along to see ron when you're strung
up, feller.”

* Yaou'll sure be welcome!” said the
Kid politely.

While he was speaking to the driver.
the Kirl had a keen eye on the man
in the hack.

The passenger was eyeing him with a
strange mixiure of alarm and uncer-
rainty wnd questioning. Hank Schulz.
certainly, was expecting to be held op
on that trail, apd robbed of the widow's
doliars. But this was not how he had

black-muzzled.

0 huppen. This bey
puncher was a stranger fo nim, and he
reckoned he knew all Hanson's gang.
[Chis might be 2 new membesr of the
sang whom he had not yet seen; but
e was rroubled and uneasy. if, by
-ome un.ooked-for chance, a real hold-
up preceded the pretended cone, it
qoar disaster to Mr. Schulz's little
schemes, r

Light down, feller!” called oug the

expected i

passenger stared at him uncer-
tainly.
“Who are vou?” ho demanded.
The Kid laughed. . )
“1 guess m the galoot thai’s hold-
IE(_- gun_:l" n_n'su.re-recl,_ “'.':'.ud‘ :he
= e 23 =3

3 Sors
vou're told.
L}

o

i you
like a gzo little
dght down. I'm telling you.”
And the passenger, breathing hard,
I from the hack into the trail.

stepped
Ei If this was the hold-up he
nad been looking for, it was
tizppening in the most anexpected wag.
ir should have been carried out by a
sang, which would have made it clear,
with the driver to witness, that Schulz
nad ne chance of resistance. And ik
sould not have happened on the open
prairie, where interruption might come

man.

e TRIAD CHAPTER.

The Kid Takes the Dallars.

ANK SCHULZ eyed the Kid
searchingly, savagelr,

*Look here——" muttered the
wman aof Malpais uneasily.

“1l guess you're Hank Schulzl?”
drawled the Kid, “Foreman of the
Widow Cassidy’s  ranch at  Malpals,
what ?"

“Suret” muttered Schulz.

“Then you're my murton, with the
wool on,” declared the Kid., *1 guess
['m saving you the trouble of taking
them dollars all the way to the bank ai
Kl Cerro, hombre. Hand them over!®

“How'd you know I'd pot dollars for
the bank?” demanded Schulz. bending
hits brows at the Kid.

“1 guess these hyer things get out,
feller.” drawled the Kid. “ Black
Hanson has his own way of getting
wise to them.”

3chulz drew a breath of reliei.

IH] foro-

If this onknown rider cama from
Black Hanson, all was well: and the

mention of the name seemad to imply
as much.

In the presence of the stage-driver,
Zchulz dared not ask guestions; neither
did he care to draw the cutlaw beyond
hearing. [t was necessary for him o
keep up appearances, and the driver
was watching the scene curiously, as he
sat with his hands clasped on )}lis hat.

“You belong to Hanson’s gangi®
g sang

asked Schulz.

“¥You sure want to know a lot!”

drawled the Kid. “1 ain't heras to spill
chin musie. feller. I'm hyer for them
dollars.”

Sehulz's eves glittered at him.

The mention of Black Hanson’s name
had reassured him, bui he wanted to
be guite sure before he parted with the
bag of dollars, )

The Kid understood his unecertainty
of mind, but he was not in the least
disposed to relieve him.

“You want to get
hombre,” he said; “T'm
tired of holding this gun.”

Schulz turpned back to the hack, and
lifred out a little buckskin bag. Ha

Pz

a move on,
sure  geiiing

came closer to the Kid with the in
his hand.

“1 guess T want to see them dollars,™
said the Kid, “Open that loetie orim,
feller, and let a galoot look.” T
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Sehudz ovened the string at tho neca
of the bag, and the Kid saiisied him-
self as to the contents. The faintest of
whispers dropped from Schuls's lips at
the same moment,

* Where's Hansoni"

“Teon miles away,” snswered the Kid,
in the same tsue.

“He put you wise to this?”

“He sure did,” grinned the Kid.

“Why didn’t he come?”

“1 guess he’s somewhers else,” said
the Kid. “8Say, that driver will get
plumb curious if hs spois you whisper-
ing, feller.”

“The [ool!” breathed Schuiz. " Thers
should have been three ¢f them at least
—ante iy deel 1ihs wabeing hald
up by a single maa, and handing over
the dellars? The fool!”

“I guess one man is sure able to
hold up a galoot of your heft,” said the
Kid, with & contempt that brought a
flush of rage into the Malpais foreman's
dark faco. “If you want to put up o
rookus, 't sure your mutten, and T'H
give you a chance to get out your gun.”

“You fool!” hissad Schulz. “Arz you
mad 77

“1 guess not!” grinned the Kid.
“Only anxious to oblige, if vou ligure
that you're able to stop this hyer hold-
up.”

Schulz gritted his teeth.

He was sure now that the road-agent
came from Dlack Hanson, and that was
what he wanted to be sure of. But he

was deeply enraged by the Kid'a tm:e

and words, and by the unexpecected way
the hold-up was taking place. The
driver was a witness to tho roblery, as
intended ; but he was also a witness to
the fact that Schulz handed over the
bag of dollars tamely to a single adver-
saty—a mers lad;  which the rasealle
foreman of Malpais had not intended
at all,

“Look here.” Lo breathed, in too low
a tone for tho driver to hear, “you
better let up on this. It sure looks koo
bad for mo. CGet back to Hanson, and
tell him it won't do—yon get me? TI'll
pull 2 gun, and you'll hit the trail like
you was scared—that wiil do for the
driver, Shoot one of the hosses as you
go—that’ll delay the bhack, and give
Hanson time to horn in with his gang.
¥ou got me?”

“1 get you!” assented the Kid, grin-
ning cheerily, “and T ware you that if
yvou touch a gun, you'll get yours, Mr.
Schula”

“VWhat ?” hissed (he DMalpris [ore-
nan.

“ Hand over ihem dollars!™

“1 tell vou o

“1 guess you've spilled enough,” said
the Kid. *“Put that grip in my hand,
and quit chewing the reg.”

His revolver looked the Melpais fore-
man full in the face, with his coo! eyes
glinting over it

“Pronto !” he snapped.

“1 tell you—"" sparled Schula

Bang!

The Colt roared, and the Malpais
foreman started. with a yell, as a builet
clipped by his ear.

“That’s & warning!” grinned the
Eid. “Tho next one will surs give you
vour last sickness, if you don't hand
over that grip.”

Schulz stood trembling with vage and
doubt.  With the tail of his eye, the
Kid noticed that the driver was staring

away acros: the plein, with an inter-
ested expression on his face. The Kid
guessed the meaning of that. The

moving object he had seon in the dis-
tance was nearcr, and he fgnred that
it was a buach of towpunchers, and
that the driver was hopefully locking
for an interruption to the hold-up.

and Schui

“ Pronto 7 he suapped; Sehn
rage, hoended

gritting hiz teeth with
over the bag of dollars.

“Now drop yeur gunl!”

The Malpais foreman drew the gun
from his belr.  That he was thinking
of chanciug a potshot, was evident from
the savazs ghtter in bLis eyes, and the
Kid's face hardened. .

“Don't!” he said quietiy.

And the Malpais foreman did not.
He dropped the gun to the earth, and
the Kid motioned him beck. to the hack.

Then the Rio Kid glanced round in
the diresticn in which the driver was
staring.

: won were crtning towards
the spot, as fast as their bronchos could
fly under the urging of whip and spur.

Two punchers, who had spotted the
hold-up from a far distance and were
riding hard to horn in. The Kid had
guessed as much from the cxpression on
the stage-driver's face.

Nany a time the life of this daring young
outlaw, tha Rio Kid, has bean saved by
his wondecful grey mustang. Always
the Kid's first thought Is for his big, four-
{egyged pal, In and out of danger. And
this horse hes shown the same faithiul-
ness to his master. Through storm and
sunshine these two ride, caftefres and
happy. Meet 'ern every weekl

He laughed lightly.

“Phem galoots are sure honing to get
in touch with me,” he said. * You want
to tell them where to find e when they
get hers, driver.” "

“You put me wise, and T sure will}”
grinned the driver.

“Sure! I'm gzoing to bauk this money
at Bl Cerro,” drawled the Kid. “It
sure ain't safe toting it arsund on the
prairie, with so many bull-dozers and
bad men around!”

“Ha, ha, hal" roured the driver.

The Kid chuckled.

“I'm suro giving you straight goods,”
he declared.

And he rode away at a gallop, leaving
the stage-driver laughing and the pas-
senger seowling blackiv, That the hold-
up man intended to ride into El Cerro
and bank the doilars he had taken from
the passenger appraled to the stage-
driver as a good joke.

The Kid looked back from thoe saddle
of the galloping mustang.

The punchers reached the halted hack,

zand th

1, after o momentary falt, cama
galloping arter the Kid.

The Rio Kid waved his hand at them,
and urged on his mnstang, There was
no bronsho betwesn the Rio Crands and
the Cimarron that could equal the
mustang the Kid rode. Shots i
out hehind him, fui far
for an hour or mare

A 1 pun
desperately on his trail, an: 1
hold of the dering hold-up m

the black-muszled mustang
them his heels, and a2 last ¢
dropped them Lelind on the
And onee out of sight of hiz »o
the Kid changed his courze and 1o
the town of El Cerro. Littie as i
staze-driver had Lolioved him  tha WiA
had stated bis exzel intention—he was
i for El Corro to Lank the
hie kad falen on the i

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
When Rogues Fali Out !

G W ALT Y
“Jumping govhers 7 ejacus

Tatad the stege-driver,

. Held-ups had Lappened on
the Malpais trail befere, but two hold-
ups in one day was a record.

Buat thero was no doubt about it. The
hack, rolling on to El Corro,
reached the belt of timber o mile out of
thoe town. Saddenly from the timber
throa horsemen emerged. amd levelled
revalvers surrovnded the hack.

The driver pulled in his horses.

Prom the interior of the hack. T
Schulz glared at the outlaws. Fo
more astonished than the driver.

Tor this gane was Hanson’s gane. Ha
knew that.  Their faces were masked
with cotton handlkerchiefs, but he knew
his associates. DBut what the hold-up
meant he could not

“Handz up, dr
Black Hanson.

“TUnp they zoes!™ grinned tha driver,
elevating them azhove hiz head. “T'm
amre getting a picce tired of putiing
them up, faller, and T hone vou're the
tast lot to-day. T reckon it's raining
road-agents on this here trail.”

Bleck Manson starved ot him, and then
rode to the sido of the heck.

“Light down !’ ho snappea.

Schulz stepped out

Black Tauson floneished o revoiver.

“T guess vou're Hank Behulz.” he to=
marked. “TPut your hands up. fellert
Hver, KXansas, vyou go through the
galgot 1™

Kansas deopoed from his horse and
“went through” the foreman of
Malpais. The expression en Schulz's
{ace puzzled Black Hanson. All was
going accovding to programme, so far
as ke knew, and he eould not understand
e rage and astanishment in  the
Malnais foreman’s looks.

“1 pusss there ain't nothing in his
dudsz!* said Wan=as

“Look in the hack—T reckon he’s eob
suthin’ ! e ain’t going to Bl Cerro for
nothing.” said Black Hanson.

Kansas hegan to search the hack.

“Nothin’ hver,” he announced.

“T puess vou ealoots are ino late”™
=aid the stage-driver. “This hver
Yrarss has Loen held wo way back om
the trail, and tha hold-uin man sure
waltzod off with the woode”

“(lan it 1" snarled Panson,

“Ti's true!” breathed Schulz. =1
thought it was one of vonr gang. He
ot the heeg of dollars—-"
 *{luess amain ! said Black Ianson,
in a tone of menace, He made Schulz
a sien to back into the timber. out of
hearing of the driver, who locked on

wirth & erin. ) N
# Now, the weame!” ;.-iqed
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Vo

ot hag of d g EI:“’ cl'"v on wang to ha
o (jn»-Eh_ erossad me. you durned of pme I rackon?”
have I.ll' Widder . ’ . . . . The eashier smiled.
ever tell the world The Rio Kid ! the reesiny,” be said.
' '*\mll it, pmmu‘ post cutside the 1 one thousand dollars ‘o
snaried with rage. strolled into the uhl‘dll’:n. credit of Mra C‘ms-.dv of \Ialpal‘ 2

1 square,’ sa,rd he Kid,
2Mlar ! And with a cheayy
nod ha strolled out of the bank, and ten
minuies Iater the receipt was posted to
Mrs, Cassidy, at Malpais, in El Carro
; Post Office.
required to be able to barndls The Rio Kid had remounted il ’T‘
gun as eazily as @ pen. And the grey mustang and rldde.u out of
hehind the counter had an a } town long before the hack from 3la
his eves at the sichi of o fwo-2 rofled in with startling news.
iy wise ! hissed | COTIRE i, ) | o was a nine days’ wonder at il
TN S 3= SIS0 The Kid gave him a ven Cerra.  Tho stage.driver told of wha$
af he was a new rm\l a grin. had happened. How the hack had b
how, he zllowed 2k ¢ ’.Eb;\ﬂf" you g he.d up by a ro:ld -agent wlﬂo 1oo.red h e
| a kid-puncher, who had taken the bag of
dollars; held up a second time by Bin
Hanson and hh, gang, who had
Hank Schulz in their rage and
polntinent at geding  nothing.
'mwn vmrmtnv was folt fnr the \V:dl.w
L6, astmv riil it was fearned &hat ihe bag
of dollars had arrived safely at tho

‘Igl‘s“

“ So-long,

4

‘,h,ffi‘:}\ L t‘-‘?‘”m“c_‘? He glanced round h!m and s

A2 &1 “mt""g‘?ﬂ'” up to the long desk, whera the

sat with books and papers be
o hi

1{“!'.'11"3 hald o the hack, how'd he
To -‘1% any dollal; along?
vrm' oui to

ipals

cashier.
*1 vecko

“And the widder's s

to herd \\111: the H’i\‘l

,z 5 eyes b]-‘z.’"

two rascals glared at cne another. 1 dollaws bank, with not @ dollar missing, Tt was
was firm in the belief that the And the Kid slammed down ibe beg | a strange story, and it ot all thp Texan
was sacking 1o dmm!wuma him. af dollavz. fown guessing, \nd a search was made

fur the kid-puncher who had held up

%mr]od Blaci* “Yon s new hand on the Mal
Ranch?”  asked the cashizr, o5 tha hael zad Lrouzht the money on 1o
muutpd over the contents of the Hﬂe hank. But he waz not found, By
“3 haven't seen you before.” that time the grey mustang had iravelled
“"" ~'-“’3\f 3 ‘!‘fD]\O? \Vd“ “aimed. The Kid smiled. far, and many a long mile lay DLebwesn
“Hand over thun uuum: you double- “Nope! 1 reckon I jest to inh | Bl o and the Rio Kid.

groising  thief! Pr His eyes |on for once.” he drawled. “1l THE END. .
E}M}'d oyer the revol started with them do]hra hut I h,{med (Anasther roaring complete Waostcrn
T a

il you, thay galoot gob them!™ | that they wasn't safe on the trail, so 1 ! yurn of the Rio Kid next week, chums.)
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DOYOU W HIS MOTOR-CYCLE?

This splerd d “* JAMES "™ SPORTS MODEL, two-stroke, three-speed gear MOTOR- CYCLE—a regular beauty—a
light-weight—easy to handle—a machine to be mlghtrfy proud uf——xs offered zs FIRST PRIZE in a new, simple competition in
THIS WEEK’S MODERN BOY!

In addition, there are 110 CASH PRIZES—ail to be won by readers of MODERN BOY: the Most Up-to-Date Boys'
Paper in the world. Buy this week's copy, and make up vour mind to win this megnificent First Prize !  Age doesn’ tcount. You
mazy be scven or seventy  Merit alone will win it !

Thiz week's MODERN BOY also contains the working mechanism of the MODERN BOY CIFT AEROPL \\E, the
fixst part of which was given away with last week's issue—THE GREATEST GIFT EVER OFFERED

And the finest adventure-story of the century, written by world-famous C. ], CUTCLIFFE-HYNE, lmmorla} creaier of
Captain Kettle | -
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