OUR ROARING WESTERN YARN!

The Rieo Kid gets the shock of hia life echen he
him for o long chain of offcnces with wokich he is

. W,

THE FiIRAST CHAPTER.
i F ALT
Tho Rio Kid pulled i Lis
Tiat sharp coramand rang
nnpieasantly encugrh in Lis ears; but the
levelled Wianchester, X

He Jalted; o faist swile on his sun-

The Kid had to admit that he was
raught uapping for ouce. Certainly he
then, The grassy path through the
chaparrel, on the bank of the Rio
as the sun et in tho wesl.

The Kid had Leen thinking—though
idly on the glossy nock of his mustang,
and the horee followed the dusky pat
stroam of the Rio Claro townrds its
junction with the mighty Rio Grande—
Merxico. And the Kid was thinking
that, on breaking camp the next morn-
Mexico, and try his huck in a new land,

Tio Kid had no hueel to live among
tho eun, in his estimation, like his own
land of Texas, Bul he was tiring, as
liented lifc on lonely trails. Ho had
found rvest, for a timge, at the Sampson
driven la the trails sgain at last; it
ecemed that in bis ewn land there was
* Mexico the long arm of the law would
not Le stretched ont {o seize him,
denly interrupted, he the order to halt,
nttered by the man who stepped out of
vifle ab bis shouldrs.

The rvifle bore f ou the Rie Kid,

05, fet in @ cow-
puncher’s bronzed fuze, looked along
the harrel

V3

Strange News lor the Kid!
‘Ill'l]'-tfll'lg.
Kid was not the men to ergue with 2
burnt face.
had not Lecen thinking of danger just
Claro, hiad looked deserted in the dusk
not of danger., His reins had fallen
unguided. The trail led down the little
thie border-line Letween Texas and
ing, he would cross the border into
areaseee; anil there was no land under
Le had tircd bLefore, of the cutlaw's
ranch down at San Pedro. or:lf' to be
a
no rvest for the boy cutlaw. Over in
And then Lis meditations were sud-
the cover of the pest-onks, a levelled
A pair of keen ¢
“Put ‘em up!

rides to Gunasight.
P d to be o

¥

For all the corw-foion {8 up in srms ageinst
P

o IINKNOWN

J

The ordevr came tersely.

For ¢ sccond, the Kid paused. The
rifle-tnuzzie bore on him at & distance
of six or seven feut; but the Kid was
lightuing on the draw, and the surest
shot between tlic Rio Grande and the
plaing of Kansus. But his hands went
up. It was na rustler or chaparral
bandit who was holding him up; and
the one-time punchier of (e Double-Dar
Ranrh had no bhunch to pull trigger on
u cowman, Lo put his hands above his
head, rogarding tho man with the rifie
with a faintly smilivg face.

“Up ther goes, feller I dranied the
Kid. “Anytlhing more o galoot can do
to olbligo?”

“Keep 'em up!” faid (e cowman.

“Bure!” aszented the Kid.

The man came a 'ittle closer, his eyes
fixed on the Kid's handsome, boyish
sunburnt face, He had lowered the
rifle now, Lut Leld it ready for instant
use. He peered at the Kid's features
in the failivg lighs.

“You'll sure kuow mo agin, feller,”
the Kid rcmarked pleszantly.

He wes wondering what it all meant,
anvhow. The man was evidently no
robber; aund it was equaily eclear that
hie did ndt kvow the Kid by sight. So
his reaton for helding up the boy-
purcher was Ligrd to guess,

“1 greess you ain’t that ell-Lred pezky
fire-bug,” the cowman rouacked, afler
a long stare iu the Kid's hand=cine fuce,

“1 sure gress L ain't a pesky fee-bug,
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nohow,"” the Kid agreed amiably. “ Yen
hunting for one?” '

“ S"I.'Q‘"

,“Then I reckon you're wasting your
time on me, feller,” said the Kid.

“You keep them paws up.” answered
the cowman grimly. “I sure want to
know. I'm watching this hyer trail for
the Rio Kid, and I ein't tsking no
chanees,”

The Kid started, over so litlle.

“I'he Rio Kid ! ho repeated.

“You've said it.”

“1 guess I've heard of that galoot.”
the Kid remarked casually. “Up in
the TFrio country. 1 reckon.”™

“I guess he lelonged to the Frio
country,” assented the cowman, “Dut
he's Leen cavorting a pieco round hyer,
and I guess cevery galoot in Gunsight
i* sure humming to draiv & bead on
hinm.”

The Kid's eyes widened.

Gunsight, he kagw, was n cow-lown
on the Rio Claro. Dut it was a new
covntry to the Kid; it was the first time
he had ridden the trails by the waters
of the Claro. He had picked the Claro
country for his ride to Mexico, simply
beeause Lie was unknown thero, and Le
did not want to horn into trouble ou
Lis way. There were many places in
Texas where tho Kid wa: well kiown,
pnd where the sight of him would have
cauised guns to leap from their holsters,
Dut Gunsight was not ono of them, So
far as the Kid kuoow, he had neves
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beforo _ridden within thirty  miles of
Gunsight. : )

S0 it was a surprise to hear his name
on iho cowman’s lips, and above all, to
hear that he was supposed to havo been
f'canrcrrnin%| around.” i

“What have the folks at Gunsight got
agin tha Eid7” he od.

“A whole heap, 1 reckon,” answered
the cowman. * Bhootings and hold-ups;
and since he shot the marshal of Gun-
sight, 1 reckon the whole county is up
to hunt for him." . o

“Ho shot the marshal of Gunsight?
asked the Kid blankly.

“He suro did—drilled him clean an'
thorough. I guess we're going to string
him up to o cottonrwood when we got a
holt of him.” .

“Snakes|” said the. Kid. .

“] guess you look square,” said the
cowman. “DBut we're sure looking arter
all strangers in this section jest now,
feller, ‘we ain't taking chances.
What yon call yourself?*

“1 guess if  you put me down as
Jobony Jones, you'll get ss near as
you want!” drawled the Kid.

“Waal, Mister J y Jones, whero

are you o

"inll' out of Post Osk this morn-
ing,” sai Kid cheorfully. “Hitting
the trail for Mexico.”

“You don’t aim to stop along at Gun-
siﬁhﬁ‘l" o )

"1'9'?5]e ¥-rockon you'll stop along a
piece, all same,” declared tho cow-

man. " Boss’ orders is to mako strangers
givo an sccount of thomselves, sceing as
that durned Kid is cavorting around
in the section”

“Who's the boss?”

“Mr. Poindexter.” - _ Y
“Pm gure a strangor in these parts,
drawled the Kid. = “Who may Mr.
Poindexter - be, feller, when he's at

hoame 3 '

“Yoy ain’t nevor heard of Poker
P?.indax't‘or‘l"

“Boss of Poindoxter’s ranch on the
Rio Claro. He's took the matter up
since the marshal was plogged. I guess
I'm his foreman—Tox Elaw. if you want
to know. Light down from that cayuse,

- feller.”

The kid smiled. : . 2

It was an odd situation, and it
appealed to his sense of humour.

ome fire-bug, it was clear, had been
rustling and shooting in the Gunmsight
country, and had borrowed the namo of
the Rio Kid. Many a shooting and hold-
up of which he had never heard, had
beén put down to the Kid, in many
parts of Texas, DBut this was the firat
time he had heard of a rustler actually
riding under his name. And the Kid
mede & mental resolve, on the spot, that
bofore he cro the Rio Grande into
Mezxico, he would trail down that
rustler, and put him wise that it was
not safe to sdd his desperate deeds to
the Rio Kid’s akeady shadowed repu-
tation.

All Gunsight, it appeared, was hopin
to get hold of the Rio Kid—who ha
never been near the country before.
And Te¢x Clew, foreman of the Poin-
dexter Ranch, was going to run him

ilx;to u.(‘l;im’igm on suspicion of being— |

mi
The Kid could not help grinning.

_"_Hold.on & picee, fe!lfr.” bes said
easily. “You don’t want to waste your
time mnhlninmut-.tu. What’s this
el o B o L,

, A8 1
boen sean with & Black rag soross b

" answered Tex. "rl.gi 1 reckon

face,
he's a galoot about your heft, from all |
d D&W!-' S ’ -| 6% in overy limb and mm your ne

& oab, sinuous s o puma. But the Poin- * yow." retorted the cowman derisively,

|sCTI . .
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“Anybody in Gunsight know him by
sight 77

“Sure: " There's Frio men there, and
they'll sure know him, »

The Kid's eyes ghuted, He was not
going to be taken into Gunaight, to be
recognised there by men who koew the
Rio Kid. He had no mind to be strung
up for the shooting of the marshal of
Gunsight, of whom he bad never even
heard till a fow minutes 8go.

"But if the galoot cavorts around
masked, how'd you know he’s the Rio
Kid at all?" he asked.

. "1 guess ho don’t moko po secret of
it," answerad Tex Clew. *“He ain’t
airaid to shout out his name.”

The Kid could understand that. If
some rustler was hiding his own identity
behind tho name and famo of the Rio
Kid ho would be ready enough to let
it ho known that he was the ﬁld

*’Sides, he caverts around with a
band of silver nuggets around his Stet-
son,” said Tex. *'lhat was always a
trick of the Kid’s.”

“I'vo sure heard of it,” said the Kid,
glad thot be had dropped that distinc-
tive headgear oi late.

“Light down |” rapped out Tex. “I
ain’t saying you're anything but a
square cow-puncher, same as you look,
stranger, but we ain’t taking chanoes.
The Kid’s known to be in hiding in this
chaparral somewhere and wo're after
him. Any stranger .who's secn around
is going to be run into Gunsight for
questicns to be asked. .You ain't got
oo kick coming if you're fair and
square, -I guess overy whito man wants
that durned rustler roped in.  Light
down offn that cayuse, and I'll sure
take care of your bardware.” :

“*It’s your say-sol’” assented the Kid,

Ho nhgped from the saddle and stood
besido the mustang, bis hands over his
head. His manner was one of careless
submission, as of & fellow who had
nothing to fear. His smiling face did
not betray the thoughts in his mind.
But it was not o amiling matter, and he
knew it, for e was no shadow of
& doubt that if the Poindexter foreman
toted him into Gunsight he would be
lyached to the branch of a cottonwood
before he was an hour older. A crowd
of enraged cattlemen would not be likely
to hoed his nssertion that he was &
strapger to the scction, snd that his
pame hoad heen taken by some unknown
rustler,

Tex Clew satepped towards him, the
rifle under his arm, his left hand out-
streiched to remove the two guns that
were slung in the Kid’s hoisters, The

-Kid made no resistance. With a care-

less manner and o smiling face he was
watching éut for a chance, like & cat.

The cowman jerked ount the and
tossed them into tho grass. Then he

ave a whistle, and a broncho appeared
rom the thickets. cowman turned
towards the horse, and for a second his
eyes were off the Kid.

With tho spring of a tiger he was on
Tex Clew, and the [oreman of tha Poin-
dexter ranch went orashing to the earth,
his rifle falling into the grass. The
next moment the Rio Kid and the
powerful cowm.n wero rolling over and
over in the grdss, fighting furigusly,

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Hande Up 1

@ QU pesky_ coyote I ted the

Y cxwurml.uy hreath}ul'lyp.ln

. The Kid did not speak.

He needed all his strength
for a-desperate struggle.
The Kid was hard as lte::' thoroughly
o, active as

dexter foreman was o powcrful man,
almost a giant in strength. It was
seldom that tho Kid met his match in
a rough-and-tumble, but ho had his
handa full pow,

Over and over they rolled, the ad-
vantage now with one, now with tho
other, Tex struggled to got a gun from
his belt, and he got it out at last; but
the Kid gripped his wrist and wrenched

1t till the gun dropped. They rolled
over the Colt, ﬁghtige ﬁc\rcclx?
But luck was with the outlaw.

The fierce struggle had lasted long
minutes when the Kid's hand came in
contact with one of his own walnut-
butted which the cowman hed
thrown wto the grass.

In an instant 1t was in his gr‘ig.

The muzzle was jammed into the faco
of the cowman, the steel rim grinding
into the ekin,

" Lot upl”™ panted the Kid.

“You durned rustler—"

“Let up, you moss-head!” snapped
the Kid. “I ain’t honing to spill your
juice, but if you don't let up pronto
it's you for the long jump.”

Slowly the cowman's grasp rclaxed.

There was death in the muzzlo that
ground into his face. Tho Kid's finger
was on trigger, his oycs blazing
over the revolver,

Tex shut his teeth hard.

“You got me beat!” he muttered
mvasels- “1 guess I was plumb loco
not to drop you in your tracks. Shoot,
you durned cow-thief!"

“1 ain’t. burnin wier any, if you
don’t beg for it, ler,” answered the
Kid. “J sain’t come to tho Gunsight
country a-shooting. T'm telling you
that you've roped in the wrong cayuse.”

“1 guess you're tho Rio Kid !” snarled
the cowman.

The Kid rose to his feet. Ie was

breathless from the struggle. but the
hm}:d that heid the gun was firm as a
rook.
Ho motioned to the cowman to riso,
and Tex drag himself breathlessly
up. At a eign he put his hands over his
head. His bronzed faco was crimson
with ragoe. : \

“You're tho Rio Kid!” he repcated.
“You'ra suro the Kid! There's a ropo
waiting for you at Gunsighs, you durncd
cow-thief 1"

“Forget it!” said the Kid, *“I own
up that I'm the Kid. But T ncver was
a cow-thief; and you don’t want to
shoot off your mouth o much. Keep
them paws over your cabeza! I'd sure
be sorry to spill your vinegar, but if yon
try any tricks you get yours, Tex Clew.”

“It's your say-so!” grunted the cow-

man.

The Rio Kid bent his head to listen.
He could guess casily enough that the
Poindexter foreman was npot the only
man watching tho lonely trails in tho
Rio Claro chaparral.  And the Kid
wanted to know whether tho strugglo
had been heard by others.

But there was no sound from tho
darkening thickets savo the sigh of the
wind in the post-oaks and festoons of
Spaniard’s beard.

*Now, I rcckon I've got to pow-wow
with you, fellor,” said the Kid. “When
I'm through you can beat it and toll the
boys at Gunsight that they're a set of
locoed mossheads, 1f you want to know
what the Kid looks like take another
squint at me But I'm telling you that
this is the first time I’ve ridden o trail
in the Rio Claro countrTy.“

“Can it1"” answered Tox. .

“TH tell & man,” said tho Kid
“There’s some rustler ndm%the trails
and borrowing my name. OGot that?”
“T guess & yarn like that won't savo

eck when Gunsight gets o holt on
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“Likely not,” assented Lhie Kid. “But
it’s the frozen truth, all the same, feller.
Now you sit up and answer. How long
since this galoot you take for me came
into the country?"

“I reckon he's been cavorting around
& few months.”

“QCalling bimself the Rio Kid?”

“Burel”

“And sporting a band of silver
nuggets round his hat to tell the world
hio's the Kid. He's sure no slouch. He
knows how to fool a bunch of locoed
mossheads. Dees he work alone, or in
a gang?"”

“1 gucss he's always on hisg lone-
some,” answered Tex, staring at ao boy
outlayw, “and you're him. sure! It's

Yvell known that the Rio Kid hes never
‘worked in a gang. Ho allers plays a
lone hand.”

“And he’s shot up some pilgrims?”
asked the Kid.

“He sure hgs. And he shoots to
LkillL" said the Poindexter foreman.
*Look here, what guff you giving me?”

“I ain’t giving you any gulf, you
locoed ceyuse,” growled the Kid. “I'm
telling you that I never heard of the
galoot befoare; Lut T guess I'm going
to know somcthing abont him. Tl sure
lay him ont for using wy name. I got
cnough to my account without his heap
throwed in. You allow that he's hiding
in this chaparral 1"

“He took to the chaparral with a
bunch of punchers arter him, this morn-
ing," growled Tex. “You've downed
me, durn you. but I reckon you'll get
yours afore 'vou'm out of the wood. This
country ain't healthy for you.”
'“ b, sure ain't,” apreed the Kid;
“and I've & hunch that I'm going to

mako it less hoalthy for the galoot
that's becn borrowing iny name."
“Oh, capn itl" A\
“You ain't taking tha* in?"”
““Not & word! You're the Kid, and
sou're tho man we want. I'll lend a
and stringing you up when we get
ow, "
Y You surc tempt a galoot to B])I.E‘l
your juice all over the chaparral,
growled the Kid. “But I ain't wasting
lead on a mosshead. Hyer. put a
aig over that brone, and beat it afore
I get mad with you.” .
ex glanced towards his gun, that lay
in the grass. The Kid stamped his heel
on it, hard.
“You don’t want & gun,” he snapped.
“ A durned geck like vou is safer with-

out a gun, feller. Geot on that cayuse
:uu.l"l;xit the trail. I'ia through with
you!

Slowly the burly cowman climbed on
the brencho.

. “Now beat it beck to your friends,”
jeered the Kid.  “Tell them that the
Rio Kid is sure in this chaparral, and
they're welcome to raise his ﬁcafp, if
they know how. Vamoose, you gink !

'l:llm cowman galloped away down the
trail.

Tho Rio Kid turned to his mustang.
Thero was & dark frown on Lis Imng-
some face,

“Wo ain't hitting for Mexico yet
a-prece, old hoss,” he said to his mus-
tang. “We're sure going to look for
that galoot that callz himself the Rio
Kid. T guess we ain't lighting out of
this countrly. old hesz, till we've got that
durned galoot by the short hairs!”

And the Rio Kid mounted, and, leav
ing the trail, rode away into the darken-
ing chaparral, and meht and silence
swallowed him.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Kid Qets Busy !

Y HUCKS!” murmured the Rio
Kid.

His eyes gleamed under the
shade of his Stetson hat.
For many days after that encounter
with the Poindexter foreman the Rio
Kid had lain very low.

-

For long miles by tho banks of the
Rio Claro, the thick chaparral extended,
penetrated by few trails; a hiding-%laoe
than which the boy outlaw could have
asked no better.

The Kid was an adept at blanketing
his trail. Where ho moved he left no
’51811. .

Armed men hunted him in the chap-
arral. Many times the Kid had had
Fl:mpaes of horsemen; more than once
ie had heard the voices of the men who
bunted him for his life.

But the Kid was an old hand at this
game.

It was as easy to seck a needle in a
haystack as to seek the elusive Rio Kid
in & country of almost impenetrable
<chaparral.

At any hour, had he chosen, he could
have ridden to safety out of the Gun-
sight couritry. In the saddlo on his
swift mustang he would have laughed
at pursuit. But the Kid had no inten-
tion of hitting the trail out of Gunsight.

A ROUGH-AND-TUMBLE! Qver and
over the Kid and cowpuncher rofled, Tex
struggled to get a gun from his belt, and
he got it out at last—but the Kid gripped
his wrist and wrenched it till the gun
dropped. (Se. Chapler 2.)

Not till he had brought to account the
unknown desperado who had uscd his
name, and rogebed and slain under that
name. There was little bitterness in
the Kid's nature, but in this matter he
was hard as sr.eei. bitter as death.

The Kid had thought a good deal
over the strnni,'e matter in his days and
nights in the lonely chaparral. It was,
he figured, no ordinary Egndit who had
adopted the name and distinctive ap-
pearance of the Rio Kid. In the case
of somo bandit like Black Hanson, or
Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith, such & ruse
would have served no purpose. It was
some very different sort of galoot, the
Kid recckoned—some pilgrim who was
not always a bandit, and who made
himself safe from suspicion by allowing
the wholo scction to attribute his deeds
to the Kid. Some reckless rancher,
serhaps—some gambler who had found
the luck against him at cards—possibly
some puncher of the Gunsight ranches.
Some galoot who, perhaps. lived right
in Gunsight itself, and very likely tool
a part in hunting for the Kidl

That was how the Kid worked it out,
Only a man who had appearances to
keep up would borrow the name of n
well-known outlaw when he haunted the
trails. ™z

That scemed & sure thing to the Kid.
But, having come to that conclusion, he
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realiscd how difficult was the task he
had set himself. .

The man ho sought was, likely
cnough, somo citizen of Gunsight—
possinly a promincnt citizen. He led
an ordinary life in the sight of the cow-
town; and when he went on the trail
of robhery, what'was easier than to put
o band of silver nuggets round his hat,
a mask on his face, and to usec the name
of the Rio Kid? And after a robbery,
to discard that guise, and ride into Gun-
sight unsuspected? But to pick out tho

-man who was playing such a part was
o problem. .

' _After a few days the hunt for the Rio
Kid slackened. Doubtless the Gunsight
men opined that he had hit the horizon
by that time. While the hunt was up
the Kid lay low, very low indeed. Bo
did not want to get to shooting with the
Gunaight galoots. His sympathy was
with them, though they were after him
with a noosed rope. There was onl

-one man in the Rio Claro country wit

whom the Kid wanted to get shooting,
and as yet ho did not know who the
man wai. But ho aimed to know,

On the edgo of the chaparral, where
wide, grassy plains stretched towards
the cow-town on the Rio Claro, the Kid
was lying along a thick.branch of a cot-
tonwood-tree, twenty feet above the trail
that rm.thmuﬁ? “the chaparral, and
was continued by a track across the
prairie in the direction of Gunsight.

CGupsight was several miles distant,
and oo the sunlit prairie no life stirred,
save a bunch of grazing cattle.

It was the sound of a horseman in the
thickets that had made the Kid clamber
into the cottonwood. He had left his

.. mustang in his hiding-place deep in the
: chaparral, while he scouted for signs of
urguit. 'The Kid was satisfied that the
unt was over, and that the Gunsight
men had gone back to their ranches;
but he was not the man to leave -
* thin Ha took cover in the
thick branches of the cottonwood on the
edge of the chaparral, as he heard the
horseman pushing through the tangled
thickets, and watched. If it was some
puncher still seeking for him, the Kid
was anxious to avoid an encounter. Only
to save his life would he have pulled
trigger on a cowman.

The rustling of the thickets, the sway-
ing. of tho masscs of Spanish moss,
showed that the unseen horscman was
pushing through into the open trail. In
a few minutes ho would cmerge into the
Kid’s view from above.

Ha emerged at last.

From the high branch of the cotton-
wood tho Kid watched him. He saw a
powerful horse, with a black markin
on the shoulder, push out into the trai
It was a grey horse, and oddly the mark-
ing was black And its likeness to his
own grey mustapg struck the Kid at
once.

His cyes gleamed down at the horse-

man. .
Of tlio latter he could gee nothing but
the broad Stetson hat, which covered
the man from view from above.
Clear of the tangled brush, the horse-
man méved on under the big cotron-
wood,
The Kid watched in silonce. A horse
20 like his own mustang might exist in
the Rio Claro country, but the Kid did
not figare so. - Pgmt‘, bo guessed, had
ut those distinctive black marks on the
orse below him. The man who had
borrowed ‘the l:gn'.mﬁ"t of the Rlilo dgid to
.hide bjs owpn. might very well disguise
hi-qbal:t: ta ressmble the Kid’s famous
;‘Mﬂ A l'ﬂle Kid's I:a;ﬂ beat a. lliu!a
S was very keco to & look
ot 8 FIdeR face L L Bob & Jook
That the mhn was in tho chaparral
T Porotam—No:- 528, .

| wae to follow.

| rider. 8til)
The, b

tor sose unusaal reagon he did not need
telling. Ho bad come out of the heart
of tho brush, where horsemen seldown
or never rode. Now he was sitting his
halted horse, looking out beyond the
chaparral towards Gpnsight, faintly
seen on the river-bank in the distance.
He was not bound for the cow-town,
that was clear, Where he was ho had
come to stop.

The Kid smiled faintly.

It looked to him as if ho had struck
the man he wanted. But tho Kid
intended to be sure. He made no sign.

The horseman watched the open plains
lor several long minutes, and then,
seeming satisfied, wheeled tho harse.
Now heo stared back along the trail that
wound through the chaparral, as if in
expectation. Again ho was motionless
for several minutes. .

He moved again, this time loaving
the trail, and backing the horse into
the cover of a mass of mesquito close at
hand. .

He disappeared from the Kid’s sight.

But he was not gone. Only a few
yards from the trampled trail he was
sitting his horse in cover, watching the
trail, and never dreaming that he was
watched bimself by keen ?m above.

“8ho!” murmured the Kid silently.

If the horseman was not a trail
robber, watching for an expected
traveller, the Kid had lost his judg-

ment.

$till the Kid mado no sign. .

Of the borseman he had secn nothing
b:!l the t }c:_f ap-J:)ig Stetson 'Il?;t mla]d a

1m| o 18 aparejos. @ chaps
5100?':; that he was dresscd as a puncher
—the usual garb of the Rio Kid.

if it was the unknown trail-robber
who had adopted the Kid's name and
styla, he was watching for a victim on
the chaparral trail But the Kid was
not taking ch It was possible that
the man was only a cowpuncher waiting
for some friend to come along, and that
the resamblance of his horse to the

Kid's m was & matter of chance.
It was not hkely, but it was possible.
And the Kid waited silently to see what

THE FQURTH CHAPTER.
The Man in tho Mask | -
¥ HE chaparral was silent,

Save for tho croak of some
bull-frog in a hidden pool, a
faint sough of the wind in the

thickets, there was no sound.

But for what he had seen, the Rio
Kid would bavo believed that ho was
alone there—that no other human being
was within bail of him.

But he knew that tho horseman was
there, hidden in the mesquite beside the
tradden trail, waiting and watching.
Long minutes passed —minutes that
scemerl very long to the Rio Kid. But
he waited patiently, stretched on the
high branch over the trail, hidden by
t'oﬁsse. The Kid could be as patient
as an Apache on an occasion like this,

Che silence was broken at last. Hoof-
beats sounded from the distance.

The Kid's eyes glittercd.

A rider was coming along by the trail,
evidently bound for Gunsight, for the
trail led nowhere elso. That trail ran
through the wild cl{u rral, from tho
town of Truce to the'plains round Gun-
sight. The man why. was approaching
came from Truce and was heading for
the cow-town; that was a certainty,

The Rid's doubts, if ho bad bed any;
were resolved now. The hidden horse-
man was watching for that coming
the Kid waited to see.

"he, hoof-beats drew necarer, but the
trail ‘was winding, and it was not till
the newcomer was quito ¢lse-at hand

that he came within the view of tho bo
puncher on the cottonwood branch
above. "

I'he Kid looked down at him keenly.
Ho was a fat, rather flabby man,
dressed in “storo ” clothes, with a Derby
bat in the place of tho Stetson usual to
the cow country. He rode an “ Ameri-
can” horse, and he rode it clumsily
cuough, like & man moro used to tho
office stool than to the saddle. - The
Kid could sce that he was a man who
rode because there was po other modo
of transit in the cow country save walk-
ing. He was a man who would have
preferred & scat in an auto or a.‘tra.in.

''hgre was a sudden rustling in the
thickets, and the bidden borseman
pushed out of the mesguite into the
trail.  Still the Kid could see littlo of
brm but his Stetsqn hat, but he saw
the revolver that was levelled at tho
newcomer.

I'he latter jerked in his horse so sud-
denly that he almost fell from ‘the
saddle.

* Hands up, Lawyer Dunk!”

It was a sharp voice that rapped out.

I'ie man from Truce gave a gasp of
alarm. Sitting uneasily in the saddle,
he jmt his hands over his head, and the
Kid could see that his fat face was
white as chalk.

“ What?” he panted.
what—-""

"] guess you've struck the Rio Kid,
hombre,” came the horseman’s voice.
“1 reckon you're my mutton, Lawyer
Dunk I”

‘I'ne Rio Kid!” repeated tho lawyer
from Truce, and the hands he held over
his“Derby hat trembled.

The hid s face set like iron. This was
the galoot who had borrowed his name
and who was robbing and killing in-tho
Guusight country as the Rio Kid.

‘Che Kid had ht him fairly in the
act. The facc, hidden from the Kid by
the big Stetson hat, was hidden from
Lawyer Dunk by a black mask. But
the Kid was going to see that face.

‘Git off that cayuse!” went on tho
man who called bimself the Rio Kid.
“ Pmnml"

The wan from Truce rolled clumsily
from his horse. There was a jeoring
chuckle fromn the masked man. Tho
obvious fear of the lawyer from Truco
aroused his contempt and derision.
Standing in the trail beside his horse,
the lawyer held his trembling hands
over his head, his eyes fixed in fear
upon the masked face of the outlaw.

“Scared stiff, ain’t you?” jecred tho
latter. “1 pguess 1 ain't shooting,
Lawyer Dunk, if you behave. I'm sure
honing for your- wad.”

‘I—I've nothing,” stammered the
man from Truce. * bniy a few dollars.”

“Guess again!” jaered the outlaw.

1 swear it!” panted Dunk. “I
am going to Gunsight to sco Mr. Poin-
dexter at his ranch. I'm not plumb
foolish enough to carry moncy riding
in this chaparral. I swear I have no
more than ten dollars about me. If
ou'd stopped me on my way home——-"

e broke off.

“You aim to collect dollars from
Poker Poindexter, feller?” asked the
outlaw, with a curious note in his voice.
_ “Yes,” gasped the lawyer. “The
interest on tho mortgago is due. I am
going to Gunsight to collect it, I
swear—" \

“1 guess I'm sorry for you, Mr. Dunk,
if you ain’t fixed to pay mo for my
trouble,” said. the masked man grimly.
“You'te the richest man in the Rio
Claro country, and I guess yoo ought
to be well fixed. You want to cough up
.a good wad, Mr, Dunk, you suro do, or
you won't rido into Gunsight to-day—or

“What—who—

lany day.”
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“Wha fat dawyer's kunees knoched to-
gothes, -

Gy oy can go through wme,"” ke slam:

moered.  * You ¢an scarch me {rom head
to foot. 1 swear—"
lll

guess swearing won't buy rou ‘E,‘f‘
1hing,” said the outlaw savagely. !
vou've got a thousand dollars #u !O‘ﬂ
rags, you can pony up, snd +IC0 O
you nin't, say your pres¢TS you haven
m}i:?l‘:a“";t lhit!')'lm Truce gared at him,
""i Y "Yead his fate in the cyes that
Jittered from tho holes in the mask.
In utter terror, he fell on his kaces in
the grass of the trail,

“Give me a chance,” he stammiered.
“Gire me a chance! I aim to collect
cight hundred dollurs ot Poindoxter's
ranch—the money's over-due, and I'm
giving him no more time-~he’s expecting
mo to-day~—the money will be ready—
give me a chance—you shall Lave every
dollar—""

A savage lungh interrupted him.

“I guess 1'd a3 soon trust a lobo woll
roll,

ou, Luwyer Dunk. If you've fut [
haad it over aud rave your life—

{ give you one minute.”
A groan of fear was the lawyer's
answer. It was clear that he carried

no ‘roll* with him in that unsettled
country, a precaution that saved his

a

. money, but was likely now to cost him

tris hife.

There was nu merey in the glitteriug
cyes that looked from the holes in the
muoek. The revolver in the outlaw’s
hand bore full ulwn the shrinking man
from Trucc. The life of the lawyer
might havo bLeen counted in scconds,
but for the prezonce of the Kid.

Crack !

Theore was a startled yell fiom the
musked Lorseruan, as the Colt was
was struck from Lis hand by u crashing
bullct.

Lawyer Dunk gave a shriek. In his
terror, he fancied that it war the
masked man who had fired. Dut he

realiecd that be wax not lat, amd he
stared in amazement ot 1he horseman,
his biar 1 wecaponless aow, the revoiver
in the grass. With a swiltnnes that only
the extrewity of fear could have lent
the fat, clumsy man, Lawyer Dunk
huried Limself on his horse, and drove
the animal to o frantic gullop, teoring
tnadly past the matked man, and racing
out of the chaparral to the open plain
bo{ond.

he masked manp, taken utted)s by
surprise, was slaring abount him, like a
man dazed. That sudden ringing shot
from the boughs of the colton-wood over
the trail, bad come like a thunderclop
to him.

There wus & sound of scrambling and
slithering in tha branches. The Kid
dropped lightly into the trail.

It nas only a matier of secandds, hnt
in those eeconds Lawyer Dunk had
vanished from tho scene, and wan
riding~ frantically towards Gunsight,
and the masked man, recovering him-
sell, turned Lis horse to the thickets end
drove his spurs cruelly into the flanks,

lla. [Il ed -

1t 1 yell Kid.
Ho lifl.e! bis revoiver, and fired as
the masked man plunged into the

mesquite.

But tho swilt leap of the apurred
horso saved the man who called himself
by the Rio Kid's namo. The bullct
tont- hole through his Stctson hat a« ho
went.

Crack! ecrack! crackl

Lhrice the enraged Kid ficed, gt the
crashiug sound of (he horseman in the
thick mesquite, ruoning in pursuit as he
pulled trigger. Dut tho tangled
thickots liad sewailowed the leaping
horseman. and the continued crashing
and rustling, the thunder of hurricd
hoofs, shov that the masked man
had not been bit, and thot he was still
in wild Night through the chaparral.

Crack! Crack!

The bulleta tore through the leaves
and Lranches.

“Dodeone the luek!™ hissed the ki, The

Dorsenia was gone, Plad the Rid's muostang

Teen at hied, he koew that e could have run
tha Tugitive down. Buat the mustamd was not ol
Baade The Kid ranca hundeed sacds in fieree

pursuit, on the torn and trampled trail left by
the Neving horse-man, md then he halted,
his et Tihw erashing in the
choparral was dyving away in the distanee, aond

setitng

(LIS Toet was hopeluss,

“Phtgone il growled the Rid.

He wramped  back angrily W the  trail.
aoking out over the plain, he had a glimpse of
Luwyer Dunk, vanishing in the distunce
towards Gunsight.  The gruss swallowed the
terrified lawyer, even as the Kid looked.

“Dog-gone it!” repeoted the Kid suvagely.

The lowyer had escaped 10 Gunsight, with a
new tale to tell of the desperate devilry of the
Rio Kid, and the man who had used the Kid's
name, had escaped into the chapurral, escoped
recognition and vengeance and wus gone. The
Kid gritted his teeth. FHe half-regretted that he
had not shat the man dead from the branches
of the cotton-wood. But the killing of an
encmy from ambush was not the way of the
Kid.

“Ihe dog-goned skunk!™ growled the Kid,
though angry oa he waw, he hud admired the
swift prompmess with which the desperado
had extricuted himself from what louked like
certgin  capture or death,  “The ull-fired
coyotel 1 guess I'll be sudden on the shoot,
neat time | meet up with that pesky gink.
[ag-gane him,"

‘I'he erashing of the horsemuon hod died
away in the fur  distance, the chapurrel was
silent again. The Rio Kid's tusk remained yet
to be done.

THE END

(Another roaring Western yarn next week.
Look out fur it])
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THRILLS GALORE IN TIHIS YARN!

There's someone riding the trails, in the mame of
ting , ond p

the Rio Fid, looting, helding-up,

ally making the Gunsight district an unhealthy place
Who this unknown volder is the

in which to ride.
real Rio Kid scis out fo discover!

7

.l ROUSING LONG COMPLETE TALE OF THE WILD WEST, STARRING THE R10 KID, BOY OUTLAW!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
At the Poindexter Ranch |

4“ HO! I guess that hombre sure
is raising the dust!”

Tex Clew, forcman of the

Poindexter ranch at Gunsight,

siood at the door of the bunkhouse and

stared acvogs the plain, shading his eyes
with his hand.

A horseman was coming towards the
ranch, epuitring on ut frantic speed.

Ile was not onn of the ranch outfit,
for he was dressed in “store ™ clothes,
and he rode elumsily, like a man unused
10 the saddle, gitting his horse like a
rack of alfalfa, as Tex said to himsclf,

Ile was evidently in a hurry. With
whip and spur he urged on the big-
honed “ Awmerican ” horze he rode. Once
lie almost tumbled from the saddle in
an effort to look back over his shoulder,
like & man in fear of pursuit.

‘I'ne foreman stared at him, puzzled.
e could see the sun-scorched plain for
w gicat distance beyvond the rider, and
there was no sign ol any pursner—
nothing moving on the prairte savo a
buneh or two of grazing cattle,

The horseman rode barcheaded, his
hat having apparently fallen off in his
wild haste,  Perspiration streamed
down his fat face,

A puncher lounged along from the
corral and joined Tex, staring at the
HEWCONE,

“That’s Luwver Dunk, of Truee,” he
remarked.  “1 guess Le's raising the
dust some, ™

* Asking lor sunstroke, I reckon,”
siid the foreman, with a grunt, I
opine it wouldu't be a gol-darned loss
to LLe Rio Claro country if he got it,
too! 1 reckon I knew what he's hitting

this ranch for, though why he's in such
a pesky hurry beats me.”

And the foreman scowled at the new
arrival. All the Poindexter outfit—
and all Gunsight, for that matter—knew
that every foot of land, and every long-
horn on the ranch was mortguged to
Lawyer Dunk, of Truce, The common
opinion in the cow-town was that cre
long the ranch would be taken over by
My, Dunk; and Tex Ciew did not look
forward to that prospecrt with gny
pleasure,

With a clatter of hools sud a clound
of dust Mr. Dunk ¢ame 1o a halt before
the bunkhiouse., He ahwost fell from
the saddle.

The horse stood trembling, lathered
with foam. The lawyer mopped his
streaming brow and stared back the
way e had come. -

. “Bome galoot arter you, Mr. Dunk?”
inguired Tex.

The lawyer gasped.

“The Rio Kid'

“Bhucks! Is that fircbug cavorting
avound here agint™  cxciuimed the
forcman,

Dunk reeled agnrinst the bunkhouse.
I1e leaned on the wooden wal,, splutter-
ing for breath,

“IIe’s mot in  sight®"” he panted.
“You can't see Lim?”

Tex grinned.

“T guess even that all-fived fire-cater
wouldn't foller vou up to the ranch. My,
Dank. ‘here’s  too  many palools
around Gunsight to draw a bead on
Lim. He ain’t in sight,”

“T was held up—oun the trail through

the cihaparral,coming here {rom Truce I
gasped Mr, Dunk. “I've had a narrow

(Copyright in the United States of America.)

escape. I—I thought perhaps he was
after me——" .
“You sure didn't stop to make

sartin!" remarked the Poindexter fore-
man sarcastically.

The lawyer from Truce did not heed
the sarcasm, if he noticed it at all. Ile
stared back across the sunlit (Mains, as
if he fcared that cvery tuft of grass
might hide the Rio Kid. Far in the
distance the line of the rollinE praivic
was broken by a dark belt of chaparral.
Lawyer Dunk was satisfied at last that
the outlaw had not left the chaparral
to follow him across the plain. He had
ridden those hot and perspiring miles
unpursued.

“T'll zay you was lucky to get clear
if the Rio Kid held you up,” zaid Tex,
“1 guess he cleaned you out first,
sure?”

Dunk shook his head. g

“Somo galoot fired on him in the
chaparral, and that (?a.vu me a chance -
to vamoose,” he said,

‘“Sho! Who was
with keen intcrest.

“Search me!” grunted the lawyer.
“Ido you fancy that I stopped to sce
who it was?” s

“You sure wouldn't ! said the ranch
foreman, “ You sure would light out
and leave him to it, Mr. Dunk. How
long ago was it?"”

“As long as it's taken me to ride here
ns fast as my horse could jump,”
growled Dunk.

“I sure might have guessed that,
too,” assented Tex. “I reckon I'd like
to know what galoot it was that's tried
to round up the Rio Kid. Might Le on
time yet.”

ik

asked Tex,
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And Tex, leaving the lawyer where
he stood, ctiode into the corral, and in
less than a minute was mounted op a
broneho and riding away towards the
chaparral as f[ast as Lawyer Dunk had
ridden away from it, .

He vanished in a cloud of dust, while
the lawyer from Truce still leanced on

the bunkhouso wall and panted for
breath, .
Mr. Dunk rccovered his breath ut

fast, and soms of his nerve, and de-
iached Limself from the bunkhouse.
‘fhe horse-wrangler had already taken
itis steed away to give it attention, and
one or iwo punchers who were hangin

ibout were regarding the fot man wit

curious, and by no means friendly looks.
They were quite awaro that Mr. Dunk
had called for over-due interest on the
mortgage, and equally well aware that
he was nod likely to be paid. Dunk
called to-one of them.

“7Mr. Poiudexter’s at home, I suppose,
Mohave?”

The lawyer was a little surpriscd that
the rancher had not come oub to greet
him. In the circumstances of the case
it behoved the young master of Poin-
dexter ranch to be civil to his creditar.

*“He sure ain't,” answered Mohave.

“Not at home!™ exclaimed Dank.

& Nix."

Dunk compressed his lips. f

“He must have been expecting me
this afternoon!” he exclaimed. * Did
lio leavo word when he would be back?”

“He suro left word he’d be to homo
by the time vou called, Mr. Dunk,” said
Mohave. "Ili he wasp’t, you was o
waoit.”

Dunk opened his lips for an angry
answer—and closed them again,  lle
walked away towards the ranch-house.

Thero ho was admitted by a half-
hreed peon, who showed him inito the
living-room of the ranch-house.

Mr. Dunk sat down to wait, and
wiped his perspiring forchead again.
His fat foce showed deep annoyance.
Ile had not cxpected * Poker ™ Poin-
lexter to have eight hundred dollars
veady for him. but he had expected the
l'nncﬁcr to be there full of apologies and
cxcuses., And the rancher was not there.
Ile was absent; possibly nmklni,’ some
desperate effort at tho eleventh hour to
raiso or borrow the moncy that wae
reguired, The lawyer from 'Iruce
waited with growing impatience, moro
and moro irritated with every passing
piinute, o3 the rancher did not come.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Face to Faca!
“H ANDS up!”
gleamed to a level as he
rapped out the worda.
e was just in time.
fie had
come suddenly, in the shadowy trail
of the chaparral, was reaching for a gun
at the sight of him. But his hand
revolver looked him in the eye.
On the open prairie it was still
sunny, but in the deep chaparral the
The rider did not touch his gun, but
he hesitated to lift his bands at the
Kid's order; and tho boy outlaw of the
“Put "em up, [eller! -Pronto!”’
Slowly the horseman’'s hands went
over his head, his dark eyes gleaming
halted in its tracks; the Kid, standing
his horse directly in the way, covering
the rider with his gun.

The Rio Kid's revolver
The horseman, upon whom
stop| short of the butt as the Kid's
shadows were darkening.
Rio Grande repeated it sharply,
at the Kid as he raised them. The horse
Tee Porvram,~—No, 529,

I'he Rie Kid scanned the horseman
curiously.

He saw 2 young man, with a boyish
frame, a handsome sun-tanned face—
though its good looks were considerably
marred by the signs of dissipation. The
Kid figured ot a glance that this hombre
was accustomed to siiting up late o
nights watchiug the run of the cards,
But for the lines that late hours and
dissipation had brought inte tho face,
the rider looked but littln older than
the boy outlaw himself,

His lip curved in an angry sneer as
he put his hands ever his head.

“E guess you've helkd up the wrong
mau, hombre,” he said bitterly. “X'm
sure down to bedrock. And if you're
aiming to steal my cayvuse, TNl tell you
you won't get him out of this Rio Clare
country ezsily, he's known to every
galoot for a score of miles.”

The Kid frowned.

“You don't want to shoot off your
mouth so much, feller!” hoe said. “I
reckon this hyer gun may go off if yau
cell me a lioss-thicf.”

The young horseman shrugged his
shoujdars.

“You're holding mec up!”” he said. "1
guess you ain't doing it becaunso you
want to chew the rag with me.”

“Sure not!" assented the Kid.
looking for a man in this chaparral—
and if vou're that man you'ro my
mutton, with the wool on! You get
mel”

“Who tho thunder are youl"

“Y guess they eall me the Rio Kid
when I'm to homa in the Frio country.”

The horseman started violently.

“The Rio Kid !’ ke cxclaimed.

i Yc l}i

The Kid smiled.

“Keep ‘em upl” he said. “I sure
don’t want to.spill your juice, but I ain’t
taking chances. I reckon I wasn’t too
sudden getting this gun out. You seem
fairly quick on the draw yourself, feller.
I want to know who you are,”

“Every man in this country knows
Jim Poindexter!" snapped the horseman.

“Sho! The rancher they call Poker
Poindexter?'’ cxclaimed the Kid, gazing
at the young man with keenest interest,

“They call mo that,” prunted Poin-
dexter. " If you're the Rio Kid you're
the fire bug my [oreman dropped on a
week ago, and that he let get away, the
pesky mosshead 1

“You don't want to call him pames
for that,” smiled the Kid. *“You've sure
dropped on me yourself, Poindexter;
and I guess you're going to let me get
away., Ain't you?”

“Quit chewing
Poindexter.
What do you
hold-up?"”

“Just a little pow-wow with you,”
said the Kid. “I'm hunting for a man
in this chaparral. 1 reckon I'd have
cinched him easy if I'd had my cayuse
with me; but I'd left him to home. The
galoot I want is about your heft, Mr.
Poindexter, and he calls himsaIf tha Rio
Kid. I shot the gun out of hiz hand;
but he got away, being well-mounted
and me afoot. I've been beating the
chaparral for him, and I've found you.”

“1 guess you ight find nnylmif on
this trail,” said Poindexter. ‘‘Plenty
galoots ride this way.”

“Qure!”’ agreed the Kid. “I ain't
saying you're the man I want; I'm only
asking “a i

{Ilsm

the rag!’ =napped
“You've stopped me.
want, if this ain’t a

fewr questions, ere’s a
galoot riding the trails in the Rie Claro
country calling himself the Rio Kid, and
that's the galoot I want; and I'm goin

to have him, if I have to trail him a}
over Texas. Ho sports a black mask
on his face, and paints a black muzzle
on his hoss to look like mine, He calls

himeelf by my name to keep his own
dark, I reckon.”

“That's the yarn you spun my fore-
man, Tex Clew, He told me,” sid
Poindexter, with a sneer,

“I ain’t askipg you to belicve me,
any more'n he did,”” said the Kid, un-
woved. “But it’s the frozen truth.
And I'm sure death on that fire-bug
who's raising Cain in tho Gunsight
counutry, and hiding himself behind my
name. I ain't looking for a chance of
being strung up on account of a pesky
bulldozer who's borrowed my name to
skulk behind. No, sirl”

“Well, I know nothing of
you're Ftvmg me the strpight goods—
which I don’t believe!™ snapped Poin-
dexter. “I guess I've no time for chew-
ing the rag, either; there’s a man wait-
Ing]l:'.: 800 m?)atl:nylrauch."

“Lawyer Dunk, reckon,” grinned
the Kid? a

The rancher started again,
violently than before.

“Ilow do you know?”

“I guess I saw him held up by tho
galoot that calls himself by my name,”
answered the Kid, *“He's lit out like
he was sent for; and I'm beating the
chhaparral for that fire-bug.  That's a
suro _hundsome cayuse jyou're riding,
Mr. Poindexter.” -

The Kid eyed the grey mustang
keenly. It was very like his own horse,
save that it was all grey; and the Kid's
mustang was distinguished by a black
mark on its left shoulder.

I'herc was suspicion in the Kid’s look.

The rancher’s eyes glittared at him.

“You ain’t stopped me to admire my
cayuse, I reckon,” he sid. “*And f
youw're aiming to eteal it, I reckon Dli
try my chance of pulling a gun, thaugh
you've got the drop on me.'

“Forget it!” eaid the Kid, the re-
volver steady as a rock in his hand. “If
ou ain't the man I want I ain’t honin
or trouble with you; but if you tnucﬁ
o gun, feller, you geta yours mighty

sudden "’

“What do you mean—the man you
want?’ demanded the rancher. *Any
galoot in this country can tell you that
I'm the owner of the Poindexter ranch.
According to your say-so, you're looking
for a trail bandit. What do you mean?"

“I guess I'll make it clear,” said the
Kid quictly. “The ornery thief I'm
logking for uses my name to hide
behind; and I reckon that that mecans
that he's got another name when he's
to home and goes around among folks
who don't savvy Lthat he robs and shoots
on the trailz at times. He rides n grey
hoss, with the muzzie painted black to
look like my. cayuse—that's known all
over Texas. T guess ho's got some lay-
out hidden in this chaparral where bLs
disguises his hoss and fixes himself up
with a mask when he's going on the
trails{ and I guess be leaves those fixings
behind him when he rides home. Ho
may be any man in the Guasight
country—and you as likely as another,
Mr. Poindexter.”

The rancher laughed.

“You'ro asking me if I'm in this
chaparral, hitting for home after hold-
ing up Lawyer Dunk?” he said.

“Jest that!” said the Kid, watching
him keenly. “You're about the build
of the galoot, and I've found you in the
chapérral hunting for him. You ride a
grey mustang—casy enough to fix up
with o black muzzle. I ain’t saying
you're the galoot, but I'll tell the world
that I'm going Lo make sure.”

“ And if you can't take my word, how
aro you going to make surc?’ smeered
Ih?. %:cher. W 5

erc's your gun snapped the
Kid, Y

him, if

moro
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stopped beside him and spoke.
galoot wise,"

“In my holster! Cau't you sce®”’

“You woar two helsters; vou're a
two-gun man,”” raid the Kid, “I guess
I can see only one gnn. Where's the
ather ™

Poindestier shrpgged Lis shoulders.

“‘I.nm-u.- I wouldn't answer vou if you
badu't o gun in your hand,”™ he ehid.
Ileft one gponve bhowe wiis afiernoon
==forgar i

A o min mon don't often forget
his shoming ivnie ™ eaid the Kid, shak-
g b head, *And T sure shot o gl
out of the hand of that galooy who held
up Lawyer Dunk, and be lit out [
[ Illfl-"‘\ he never thought of picking it
e Keep them pavs in the it

The Kid woved olnser amd with Lis
left had e St sinmle o
from the bl be ranchier, e tossed

Tex glanced around.

it into the thickets of .pecans and
mesquite by the dim trail.

Poindexter's eyes glittered,
made no movement,

With his left baud the Kid teok the
horse's bridle and drew  the animal
towards him. He was:canuing the grey
hair for a sign of paint; but in the fail-
ing light it was not casy to discover the
traces he sought, il they were there.

Poindexter breathed hard.

Whether it was fear that the Rio Kid
would make the discovery he was scek-
ing, or whether his Jong-zuppressed
anger broke out of his control, he sud-
dendy  dashed Liis Jong Mexican spurs
into the horse’s flunis,

The mnstung rcared and trampled
witdly, and the Iwd swung his mustang
back barely iu time to uvoid being
struck by tne lashing hoofs,

but he

Tex Clew was bending by nhia broncho tightoning his cinch, when the Rio Kid, In his tattered disguise,
‘ Say, feller, there's sure some rookus in this hyer burg this moraing,” he said, **
t wWe're out after that cuss, the Rio Kid 1" he growled.

Put o
(See Chapier 4.)

Bang !

The Kid's revolver roared.

But Poindexter, with the aciivily of
an Apache, swung down the horsc's
side, only his leg over the saddle—ap
old Indian trick, which saved him from
the shot.

At the same maoment the horse dashed
away down the tengled trail at a
frantic gallop, and disappeared from
sight, The sound of hoofs died away.
It had all happened so quickiy that the
Kid kad been taken wholly off his
guard. It was useless to chase after the
guarry in this light, anyway.

“Dog-gone the galoot!” ecxclaimed
the Kid, exasperated. “J guesz I'm
sure plumb loco to let a gol-darned cow-
wan beat me te it that-a-way. That
guloot sure is mighty spry—and so wua
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the galoot in the mask that held up the
lawyer pilgrim, I reckon. DBut whether
'45's the same galoot—"

The Kid growled his discontent.

He suspected iho rancher, but he
could not be sure.

But the Kid meant to be sure, If
Poker Poindexter was the man in the
QGunsight country who had been borrow-
ing his pame, the Kid meant to know—
and to call him to account.  But his
uood was angry and disappointed, as
he rode away through e tangled
chaparral toviards the hidden dng-out
where lic had lain in hiding.

rancher

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Up Against It!
(3 ALLO, boss!”
H Tex Clew shouicd and
waved his Stetson, as a gal-
loping horseman loomed up in

the falling twilight,

The rider Jdvew in his horse.

“Hallo, Tex! What are you doing
cff the ranch ¥ asked Poindester,

“I figured it was you. I reckoned I
knowed that cayuse,” zaid the forcman.
“Lawyer Dunk’s at the ranch, bass. He
allowed {hat that pesky fire-bug, the
Rio Kid, had beld him up in the
chaparral, and I was aiming to look for
sign of the galoot. I've sure got a
grouch agin him for the way he handled
me a weck ago; and if he’s in the
chasarral, 1'm the maa that wants to
see him!”

“He's in the chaparral. IIe held me
up, and got my gun away!"” growled
Poiidexter, “I ran into the scoundrel
coming back from Post Oak. You don't
want to go trailing him on your lone-
some, Tex. I guess he's too mighty
quick with his gun. Ride into Gun-
sight and tell the boys he's around, and
get a dozen galoots to back you!"

“Burel” assented the foreman. And
he rode away towards the cow-town,
leaving Poker Poindexter to ride on to
the ranch.

Poindexter galloped on, his brow dark
and moody under his Stetson lat.

The interview that awaited him at
the ranch was not inviting. DBut he
was not thinking wholly of the coming
interview with the legal pilgein from
Truce. His thoughts dwelt on the hap-
penings in the chaparral, and several
times ho looked buck, with a gleam of
rage and hatred in his eyes,

“The Rio Kid!” lie muttered. “The
Rio Kid! What ill-fortune brought
him into this country? By the great
lhiorned toad, T'll raise ali the ranches
round Gumzight, and hunt him down!
T'll hunt him oud of ihat chaparral like
o coyote I

And tho gritted his teeth
zavagely.

He rode up to tho ranch at last, threw
his reins to a peon, and strode into the
iouse, TIn the light of the swinging
lamp in the living-room, Lawyer Dunk
rose to his fect, and cyed Poindexter
unpleasantly, as he came in with clink-
ing spurs.

“Not my fault, Mr. Dunk,” said
Poindester, before the lawyer could
speak. “I've been over to Post Oaks,
and was held up on the trail back, by
that fire-bug who's haunting the
country."

“The Rio I{id #” exclaimed Dunk.

“That's what he calls himself.”

The man froma Truce gave a snarl.

“It'a time that rustler was rounded
up 1" he snapped. *“What is the sheriff
doing? I've had the mnarrowest escape
in life, The outlaw held me up in
gmnl, and was going to plug
. Tan -Porqiar~XNo, 629,

——

me [or keeps, only somecone fired from a j away into the gloom, he did not take

cottonwood, and I got cloar.”

“You sure had luck,” said Poin-
dexter, Ringing himseli into a chair,
and his cyes gleamned at the lawyer as
he spoke.

“Well, to come to business,” said Mr.
Dunk acidly.  “1've waited for you,
Jimmn  Poindexter, and you konow why
I';m here.”

“I guess
tnoodily.

“I'm here to colleet cight hundred
dollars,” said Duunk, eyeing him.

Y1 reckon you'll Lave to give me
time."”
The lawyer's face lardened. .
“T've heard that DLefors,” ha caid.
“The money’s over-due, and your mes-
sage said that if I wanted till to-day,

you'd et it sure.”

“1 reckoned it was a cinch,” said
Poindexter, “But it's fatled. I was
counting on it as a certainty.”

“A game of poker,” asked the lawyer
sarcastically, “and ycu camo out at the
little end of the horn? Is that it?"

“I've roaised the money every time,
so far,” said the rancher sullenly.

Dunk nodded.

“Sure,” he agreed, “and how you've
done it beats me, Pomndexter, Your
ranch is run the worst of any in the
Gunsight country. You let your outft
do as they choose. You spend all your
time playing poker at the ranches, or
gambling at the Four Aces in Gunsight.
Any man in Rio Claro county could tell
that your ranch has been run at a loss
for a year past. You don't win the
money at poker—you're the unluckicst
gambler in Texas. I guess I've often
wondercd how you met the interost on
the mortgage, evea late.”

“No business of yours, so long as I
do meet it ! growled the rancher,

“Sure, But this time youn're not
meeting it,” said Dunk unpleazantly.
“The man I'm acting for can't wait
any longer; and if you don’t pony up
to-day. the mortgage forccloses.”

“Yon riding back to Truce this even-
ing?" asked Poindexter,

unk shivered.

“Not likely, after what’s happened
this afternoon. I shall stop over the
night at Gunsight, and go by the hack
to Claro in the morning. 'm not rid-
ing the chaperral trail again, till the
Rio Kid is roped in and strnng up.”

* Stay here to-night, then ' said Poin.
dexter.  “T guess ['m seeing a friend in
Gunsight to-night, who'll lend me eight
hundred dollars. I missed him at Poat
Oaks to-day. You'll leave the ranch to-
morrow morning with tho dollurs in
your grip-sack.”

Dunk eyed him suspicinnsly.

“I pguess that goes,” ho agreed.
“That’'s 0,K,, if you're on the square.”

“8Square as a &ie.” said Poindexter.
rising from his char.
a cinch i

“Leave it at that, then,” said the
lawyer from Truce.

Late that night, when the man f[rom
Truce was in bed and asleep, Poker
Poindexter was pacing the room below,
his brows knitted and dark, his teeth
set on an unlighted Mexican cheroot.

It was past midnight when Poin-
dexter let himself silently out of the
ranch-house.

There was no light in the bunkhouse.
The outfit were asleep, save [or the men
out on the plains with the cattle.

Softly the rancher led & grey mustang
from the corral.

He led the horso out of the
and for some distance along
before he mounted.

When he mounted at last, and dashed

so,"  said  the rancher

“T tell you it's

tewa,
e trm;;

tho dircction of Gunsight. Whatever
business it was that had cuiled the
rancher abroad at night, iv did net lead
him to the cow-town on the Rio Cluro.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
tn the Enemy’s Camp !

“HE desert rat who limiped iulo
Gunsight in the sunny morning
found that little cow-town in
a state of unusual excitemont,

Gunsight, a centrel point in the cow
country along the Rio Claro, generally
had a few punchers lounging in its
dusty street, along the plank side-walk,
and a bunch of cow-ponies tied up out-
side the Four Aces Saloon and the
Gunsight Hotel.

But on this particular morning the
cow-town swarmed with them.  Men
from all the ranches within a dozen miles
of the town crowded Gunsight, and
there was an incessant clattering of
hoofs and buzzing of excited voices.

The desert rat who came in from the
prairie  trail  attrected no attention.
*Desere rats” were not uncommon in
tho Rio Claro country. If this specimen
dillered from the usual run, it was in
looking a little more ragged and dusty
and dilapidated. His age it would have
been hard to tell, so thickly was his
tace grimed with the desert dust; but
that he was in bad luck was clear at a
glance.

A rag of a Stetson was on his tousled
head, his old red shirt was a tatter, his
moleskin trousers split and rent, his
boota would have disgraced any of the
numercus dust-heaps round Gunsight.

Nobody heeded him: but had anybody
heeded him, no one would have dreamed
of recognising the handsome Rio Kid in
that duapidated guise.

The desert rat did not even pack a
gun, so far as could be scem, though
pwobably there was & gun hidden some-
where.in his rags. Even in that im-
penetrable disguise the Kid was not
litely to venture among a swarm of
enemics without one.

Men ot the Poindexter ranch were
among the others, and the desert rat
recognised Tex Clew in the crowd out-
side tne Gunsight Hotel. Ile drifted
among the buzzing throng, listening to
the excited utterances of the punchers,
cutching continually the one name con-
stantly l'C[)t‘c'.\fC{l"‘t?:B Rio Kid!

Under his dust and grime the desert
rat smiled grimly He had horned into
Gunsight iv time to hear fresh news of
the doings of the unknown who had
borrowed the Kid's name.

Tex was bending by his broncho,
tizhtening his cineh, when the desert
rat stopped beside him. and spoke.

“3Bay feller, there’s sure some rookus

in_ this hyver bvrg this morning,” o

said. "Tut o galoot wisc.”
Tex glanced round at him, and
grunted  Descrt rats were not popular

with the ranchmen. Horses were only
too likely to be missing after a desert
rat had been around.

*“Is it a necktie party, rd ¥ asked
the desert rat, as the Puﬁ:;dextcr fore-
man did not answor.

“It sure will be if we get holt of the
Rio Kid'" said Tex savagely.

“I've suro heard a heap about that
pesky fire-bug.” said the desert rat
srmably, “What's he done now1”

“What ain’t e done?” growled Tex.
“Last weck he shot up the marshal of
this here cow-town; and last night he
shot up the boss oi Blus Grass ranch.”

“You don't tell!” ejaculated the
stranger.

“"We'll get him, sure, this time|” said
tho Poindexter foroman, "I guess that
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. Kid wilt 'arn that Gunsight don’t stand
for it. Ie shot up a rancher, I'm tell-
ing you, last night, in his own ranch-
house, right under his own roof, and
hit the tiail with a thousand dollars in
greenbacks,  That's what I'm telling
oal' 5
¥ Oh, shin!" said the desert rat. .

lie moved away from the impatieni
foreman, loafing among the cexcited
pnnchers who were iq,lhermg to tako
the trail of the Rio Kid.

I'vom the incessant, excited talk, it
was easy for a listener to picee together
what fiad bhappened the night Letore at
the Blue Grass rapch.

The boss of IHue Grass had sold a
bunch of cattle to o Claro dealer the
day before, which was known to other
vatichers about Guusight; though how
it becawe known to the ountlaw was a
mystery to tie cow-town. DBut this was
not the first tune that the outlaw had
shown an uncanny knowledge of local
aTairs,

That he must have known was clear,
for tho money that was locked up in
Runcher Topham's safc, at the Blue
(irass ranch. would have been sent to
the bank in the morning; and the out-
law had horned in during the night and
cinched it.

The rancher liad been ealled eont of
bed at midnight by a horseman who
gave the alarm of fire on the range; and
immediately he opened his door he was
covered by a gun in the hand of a
masked man, The rancher had pulled
& gun; and had been shot down in his
tracks by the outlaw., Now he lay badly
wounded at his ranch, and the thousand
dollars he hud packed in his safe were
Eone,

The outlaw knew the nmoney was
there, knew where to look for the safe;
and ho was mounted and gone before
any of the Blue (frass outfit arrived on
the scene.

The desert rat, as he picced together
that story, did not wonder that Gunsight
vias enraged, and that word had becen
sent round to all the ranches to gather
men for a hot pursuit.

More than a huodred men were
gathered in tho dusty street, waiting,
apparcntly, for their leader 1o arrive.

A horseman dashed in from the
prairie, and there was a shout. This
was the leader for whom they waited;
and the desert rat smiled grimly under
Fis dust &< he gaw that it was Poker
Poindexter.

Leaning against o post outside the
Tour Aces he watched the crowd
gather, mounted and armed, round the
FOUNE rancnoi.

Toindexter spoke a few words before
he gave the signal to ride. To judge
by appearance, he shared the feclings
of the men around him, The desert rat
wondered.

* DBoys, this has got to come to a
firizh 1" exclaimed Poindexter. “Wo've
ot to show that fire-bug from I'vio that
he ean’t cavort around the Rie Claro
country this-a-way., Yesterday he heud
up Lawyer Dunk in the ehuparral, Jast
tirht he shet up Rapeher Topham—and
Le's got, elear with the gouds. I guess

h's Bibing in e chaparral; and we've
#oing to root him out and Lboost bim up
“’r * branch !

aere was aoroar.

Vhe gulocr cavorts arcund with a
sk on his face, “went on Poindexter.
j!"“, there's tien here who know him

JEomeht, and I'm one of them—Tex

pior b anolher, You thay don't know

tove, £t us with & gun'if you fiud a

o Eo- ';"..t| {13 chapm'rul; rope in any

Y, i; }II,: ﬂr:?i‘:('.‘su?;ioflflop l!ln,u in 'hfs

¢ We ain't

taking chances v, ictung chat fre-bug
got away with the goods!” :

‘T'here was another roar, and, with &
clatter of hoofs and a cracking of re
volvers fired in the uir, the crowd of
horsemen rode out of Lunsight—to hunt
the chaparral for the Rio Kid.

“I'll tell the world! murmured the
desere rai, as he leaned idly on the post
and watched them go. “1 sure reckou
they won't cinch the Rio Kid in the
chaparral, and they won't cinch the
galoot that's borrowed his nrame, so long
as Poker Poindexter's riding with them,
nohow! I sure do suspect that homnbre
a whole heapl”

The horsemen were gone, the dust
settled down  behind  them, and  the
desert rvat still lounged idly. It was

an hour later that tne haeck came round
to the front of the Gunsight lotel, to
start on the daily trip to Claro. IFrom
the decertion of the Poindexter ranch a
fat man rode into the cow-town—Lawyer
Dunk, of I'ruce, in his store clothes and
a borrowed Stetson.

The desert rat eyed him euriously.

The lawyer left his horse at the
lumber hotel, and took a seat in the
hack. It was a roundabout way back
to Truce, by Claro; but Dunk evidently
did not intend to ride buck the direa
way through the chaparral. Oune meot-
ing with the outlaw was cuough for
him; Le did not want another,
cspecially as Lawyer Dunk now had the
sum of eight hundred dollars in Lis
“grip.” Tor that morning Poindexter
had paid Lim tho amount of his claim,
in fuifilment of his promise; and the
Truce lawyer could only wonder who

_had lent the rancher the money.

The hack rolled away on the road to
Claro, the desert ret's eyes following
it till it was out of sight.

During that day the desert rat loafed
about Gunsight. He staked himsclf a
meal of [rijoles at & cheap Mexican
posada, where he talked with the greasy
propricter in his own language, picking
up the local news of Gunsight.

He was dozing in the shade of a
cotton-wood, with the lazy look of the
truo desert rat, when a bunch of horse-
men came riding in, weary and dusty, at
sundown.
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The hunters were returning ; and their
looks showed that the hunt had been un-
successful, They had beaten the
chaparral far and wide for the Rio
Kid, finding ©vo traco of that clusive
galoot. Many of the men had dispersed
to their rawvches; but a score or moro
rode back into the cow-town, among
them Poker Poindexter.

The desert rat's  half-closed ceves
watched DPoindexter, as le hitched his
horse to the rail outside the Four Aces
and strode into the zaloou,

When the desert rat loafed weross the
sirect and looked in at the door of the
Four Aces, Poindexter was scated at o
game of poker with two or three other
ranchers,

Several men  were standing  round
watching the garbe. Poindexter was Lhe
most desperate and reckless gewmbler in
the section; his play was always high,
and gencrally unlucky; and wmen in
Gunsight wondered how long his ranch
would stand the strain. 1t was already
morigaged up ro the hilt; and it was
a naystery to his friends how he mot
the heavy interest on the mortgage.

So much, and more, the desert rat
had learned from the Mexican at the-
posadi.  And the desert rat wondervd
whether ho knew the auswer to the
guestion,

Having looked into the saloon, the
desert rat lovnged Lo the hitching-rail,
wiiero Poindexter's horse was tied with
a hall-dozen others. Iic had o way with
liorses; the grey mustang vielded to his
touch meckly as he stroked the glossy
muzzle. And while he stroked it hio
scanned it keenly, scarchingly, in the
flare of the naphtha lamp that blazed
outside the Four Aces,

There was a step beside him, and a
rough hand pushed him back from the
horse.

The desert rat glanced round.

Poindexter had come ont of the saloon
with a black, frowning brow. IHe did
not look like & winner at the gamo of
poker.

“Let that cayuse alonc, confound you,

you loafer!” snapped 1the rancher
savagely.

“A ripsnorter of a cayuse, sir!”
said the desert 1at mildly. “You've
sure got & geod critter, sir”

“No business of yours!” snappad

Poindexter, unhitching the horse. He
was not in a pleasant mood.

“Sure it ain't, sir,” said the desert
rat. “Dut [ reckon you want to tell
your wrangler to keep an cye on thas
cuyuse, sir  Ie's been getting his nose
rubbing up against some paiut, I guess.”

Poindexter swung on him with a
startled oath.

“What? What do you mean, you
boozv loafer "

“No offenec. sir!” said the tattered
desert rat. “*I jest reckomed I'd tell
you, sir, sceing as he's a good hoss. [
reckon if you'll look you'll sure see that
there’s been paint on his shoulder, sir—
black paint. Looks as il it's been
washed off, too—but you'll find a trace
of it—and 1 reckon you want to tell your
wranglor about 1.

With a curse I'oindexter swung the
horse out ivto the elrect, mounted, and
dashed away with & clatter of hoofs,

The desert rat looked after him
grinsly. What the Rio Kid had sus-
pected before, he knew now: the sus-
picion had Lecome a cerlainty.

THE END.

(Wil the Rio Kid suececd in running
down Poeindexter tn the very act of
holding up the trail?  See ncxt weck's
roaring Western yurnl!)
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nrd o villain,

meay lie in Jvs path !

NUR ROIARING
WESTERN YARN
STARRING THE RIO
Kip, BOY OUTEAIN !

THE FIRSY CHAPTER.
A Bird's-eys View ol a Hold-Up !

“ Hkahucks!“ suapped the Rio
id.
O His eves gleamed with

anger. .

The Kid Jay on the grassy summit of
a high , overlooking the wide
waters of the Rio Claro. In a hollow
near by him his mustang was con-
tentedly cropping the grass. Neither
tho Kid nor his horse was to be seen on
the tkyline by any puncher who might
have been riding the prairie trails. In
the ncighbourhood of the cow-town of
Gunsight the Kid had the best of
reaszons for keeping himself out of view.

Lying in tho grass on the top of the
bluff, the Kid was staring acrass the
wide river that rolled before him. A
mile lower down the Rio Claro was a
ford, where the water shallowed over
sandy reaches, DBut below the bluff
where the boy outlaw lay, it was wide
and deep, and flowed between high,
.clayey banks. On the other side ran
the stage trail from Claro to Gunsight.
For some time the Kid had been idly
watching the two-horse ©cOming
from the direction of Claro, at first a
speck in the distance, but now almost
oppoeite the bluff.

The haok had suddenly halted.

The Kid saw the reason. From a
clump of cottanwoods on the other side
of the stago irail a horseman had
pushod out—a horseman whose face was

masked, and whose hand held a lavolled

revolyer. It wasa bold-uE, g place
* jn full view of the Rio Kid, though at
Tz Porprax~No. 530, -

The Riv Hid sels out to prove thal a rell-Lnown
rancher in the district is an outllaw, hold-up man,
Once the Hid puts kiz nose to o frail lte
never lets up until the end, whalever the obstacles that 2

such a distance that the actors in it

were like toy ﬁs—uraa 40 his :Ezs.

“Of all the dog-goned pesky luck!”
said the Kid, in utter disgust.

For, small as was the figure of the
masked horseman in the distance across
the river, the Kid knew it only too
well. He kvew the grey mustang with
tho left shoulder painted black to
imitate his own steed. He knew that ho
was looking at the trail bandit who had
borrowed his name, and who had made
himself the terror of the Gunsight
country under the name of the Rio
Kid. And the Kid koew—what no
ather man in Texas w—that the
outlaw’s mask hid the face of a rancher
well known at Gunsight—Poker Poin-
dextor, of the Poindextor Ranch.

Ik wea intensely porasing to the

Kid. :
For wecks he had heunted the prairie

il

oY
#

. u{\ '

trails, watching for a chance at the
man who was using his namo. It was
ot an casy task the Kid had set him-
self. All Guosight was thirsting for
the blood of the boy outlaw—and he re-
mained in the country at the risk of his
life. Every cowman in the country
belioved that the desperate trail-robber
was the Rio Kid, and the Kid would
have been given short ift had be
fallen into the bands of the ranchers.
But ho was reesolved niot to hit the wail
till he had brought bis mLm book.
Hold-ups and shootings were laid to the
Kid's account. H:era credsed w

all the desperate d of the mma who
used his pame.. The Kid simed to rope
in the secret bandit, and prove to all
Gunsigirt that 4he man was not bimwelf.
Sooner or later, he figured, he would
get the galoot, catching him in the sot
of some despersto deed, and proving
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beyond doubt that the masked outlaw
waa pot\the Rio Kid., And now he had
spotted .ne trail bandit at work—wich
a broad river flowing between, which
made it impossible to get at him.

Tho Kid gritted his teeth,

The keold-up across the river was out
of pistol-shot from the blufi- where the
Kid lay. The Kid's hand hed gooe by
instinct to a gun; but he relinquished
it, Hec lay acd watched, with a frown-
ing brow and gleawning eyes.

From the distance across the river not
a sound came to his cars, not even the
tramping of the horscs as the stage-
driver pulied them in. There were four
or five passongers in the hack, but there
was no sign of resistance being offcred
to the masked man. That he would
shoot, and shoot to kill at the first sign
of it, they knew only too well, and they
descended from the hack, lined up by
the trail, and held up their hands like
lambs, The masked man was getting
away with it as easy as rolling off o
log.” The passengers from Claro were
pnot likely to start anything with the
man who had shot the marshal of Gun-
sight and threo or four other pilgrims
since he bad commenerd operations in
the valley of the Rio Claro. R

The' Kid mado & movement, His rifle
was in ite leather case oun the mustang
‘in the hollow bchind him. Tho rifle
would carry the distancc.

But ho ehook lhis head, and settled
down to watch. The hack and ita
horses, the driver, and the bunch of
passengers with their hands up, were
between him and the masked rider, and
the distance was great even for a crack
shot like the Kid. He did not want to
spill the juice of one of the paszengers
from Claro by a mischance, or knock
the driver from his perch, And other
thoughts were already working in the
Kid's mind. Ho controlled his im-
patience. and watched guictly from the
top of tho bluff.

Under the masked man’s revolver the
passengers from Claro were ponying up
their mouey with terrified baste, The

driver sat motionless in his scat, ohew-|

ing tobacco while he waited for the
outlaw to got through. Ile looked
cheerfuily indifferent to what was going
on. But dhe passengers were in a state
of terrified flutter. obvious to the Kid's
keen eves, cven at the distance that
made them like dolls to the view. They
scemed more than eager to saiisfy the
trail bandit.

“That galoot sure has got that erowd
where he wants them.” the Kid mut-
tered, with o ocurl of the lip. “They
sure ain't honing for trouble with the
guy they figure is the Rio Kid.
Shucks 1"

The passengers were getting back into
the hack.

The Kid had only a partial view of
the masked horseman, half-tidden from
sight by the hack., DBut lhe made out
that the trail bandit was stowing away
Lis plunder in a grip that was Luckled
4o his belt. From his motions tha Kid
reckoned that he had made a good haul.
He hed not troubled to go through the
victims, which implicd that thev hLad
handed out stiough to satisfy him, It
wie not likely that any man in the
crowd would have kept anything back,
at the risk of the outluw’s revolver.

The horsaman made a sign, the driver
cracked hiz whip. and thoe hack rolled
on down the river, towards the ford
which iU had 9 ernss 1o reach Cunsight,

¥or & moment the masked borseman
remained in the trai!, looking after the
(Ezz_}:la.rtving vehicie, full in view of the

i,

But it was only for a wmoment.
He turned instant!y to the belt of

colionwoods ‘at the side of the trail;
pushed into the trees, and vanished.

Far away down the Rio Claro the
hack disappeared, going at a gallop for
the ford.

The stage-trail wuas deserted again;
no sign of life met the watching eyes
from ihe blufl on tho south side of the
river. The Kid might almost have
fancied that the sccne he lLiad watched
had been a vision of the imagination.

“QOh, sho!” growled the Kid. *“I
been trailing thae galoot high and low,
and now he eure holds up s durned
hearso under my eyes, and gets away
with it. But I guess he ain't riding
home safe with that lont. No, sir! I
reckon them jaspers ligure thut he's
hitting for the chaparmal, or the
Mexican border «s fast as his cayuse
can raise the dust. They eure don't
figure thut ke's hitting for the Poin-
doxier Ranch, and that they'll see him
cavorting avwound Guasight this evening,
with his mask off, 'dog-gone him. But
he ain't goiting away this time, I
guw‘Fl

The Kid had been thinking it out
while he watched. He knew, if no other
galoot knew, that the masked outlaw
was Poker Poindexter., He knew that
the trail robber would not be hitting
for & hiding-place in the chaparral or
aonoss the border in Mexico; but thaz
when he had washed the paimt from his
disguised horee and conccnled the black
mask, he would ride back to the Poin
dexter Ruanch unsuspected. A few
weeks ago the Kid bad been a strauger
in the Gunsight country ; but since then
he had lcarned his way about. ‘o
many iniles either way the Rio Claro
could not crossed, excepting at the
ford where the trail ran to Gunsighe,
The ford was a mile away; CGunsight
lay five milos farther on down the river.
M?I'.er the hack was safcly gone the Kid
figured thut it was likely that the trail
bandit would ride across the river at
the ford. If he was hitting for his
ranch where was no other way for him.

The Kid loft the grassy tep of the
bluff and called to his mustang. THe
rode down the bluffs and followed the
direction of the river.

If Poker Poindexter rode across at
the ford he would find the Kid waiting
for him there.

Ho would have discarded his mask,
washed the disguising paint from his
horse; but he would have the plunder
of the hack stacked im his grip—and
that would be enough to cook his goose,
the Kid figured.

. In a clump of mesquite, i sight of
the ford, the Kid took cover and waited.

He waited with his eves on the ford,
The hack had passed and disappeared
towards Gunsight, The Kid had long
to wait. He knew that he might be
waiting in vain; that tho secret outlaw
might not come. DBut it was the Kid's
first chance of catching the desperado
in the very act—the chance he had
hitherto sought in vein—and he was
patient—as paticnt as an Apache watch-
g the trail for rn enemy. Ile sat his
horse, with his riata ready in his hand.

And his patience was rewanrded at last.

There was a splashing of horso's hoofs
in the shallow water of the ford.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Roped In!
OKER POINDEXTER rode down
P to the ford of tho Rio Claro.
It he was the mon who had
held up the Claro hack a mile
hack eon thie trail there was nothing in
his appeavance to betray him.
[is mustang, a handsome and power.
ful animal, was grey from npose to tail,

with no speck of black on him; and the
outlaw’s horse had had a black muzele--
in imitation of the Rio Kid's well-
known_stecd. The outlaw had worn
goatskin chaps, as the Kid ahrays did:
but Poindexter wore no chaparejos over
his well-cut riding-breeches,  And (here
was no mask mow on the handsowe,
dissipated face.

Any Gunsight galoot who had ek
Jim Poindexter on the trail would have
exchanged grectings with him, never
dreaming ag suspecting how ho bad
lately been occupied,

His raids were put down to the Hio
Kid; and they had made the Kid thn
best-hated man in the section. Nobody
was surprised that the Kid, hunted out
of the Frio country, had located in the
Gunsight section; and nobody dreamed
that the masked outlaw was in reality,
not the Kid at =all, but a Gunsight
rancher. The device of adopting the
rame and appcarance of a well-known
outlaw saved Poker Poindexter from
the slightest danger of suspicion.

More than once, closely pursved on
his lawless raids, he had shot down his
Eursuers; and the blood he had rhed
ad been put to the Kid's account, and
the Kid was hunted far and wide—
Poindexter, with cool effrontery, lead-
L“g his own ranch outfit Lo join in the
unt.

Only one difficulty had cropped up—
the unexpected appearance of the Rio
Kid himself in the Gunsight country.
Poindexter had not looked for that, and
it had disconcerted him.

That the Kid's feclings towards the
man who had borrowed and blackencd
hia name would be bitter he was well
aware.  But, after all, the Kid could not
know his real identity; and, in any
ease, the Kid could not show up iu any
cow-town without being Iynched for hi-
donble’s deeds.

Poindexter was thinking of that as
he rode across the ford; and he waus
thinking that if the Rio Kid had any
hoss-sense he would hit the trail out of
the Gunsight country—indeed, hadl
probably already done so. Ile did not
suspect how mnear the Kid was to him
in_those moments. :

Ilc rode up the bank of the Rio Claro
and out on the trail from the river
towards the Gunsight vanches.

Whiz!

He was passing a clump of mesquile
when he heard the well-known soun!
of a whizzing lasso.

Before he could even glance round

him the noose descended over his
shoulders.
There was a twang as the ropo
tautened.
Crach!

With his arms pianed to his sides by
the gripping loop, Poindexicr was
plucked framm his mustang's back,

o rolled iu the grass behind {he
startied horse.

A ficree oath broke from his lips.

Dut he was pot greatly alarmned for
the moment, 1o had been roped in.
but he could only think that it was a
freak of some drunken ecowboy.

e scrumbled to his feet; biut a2 jerk
on tho rope sent him reeling again, and

he fell. He was not given a chance to
lcosen the loop that held him a
prisoner.

The Rio Kid rode towards him, coil-
ing up the lasso as he came.
Whiles he coiled it, he kept it steadily

taut, the noose as tight round thw
rencher as & band of steel. .
Poindexter sprang up again, and

again rolled over.under a jerk of the
rope. .
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He sat in tho grass and glared at the
rider who bore down on him,
His face paled as he recognised the

id.

The Rio Kid dropped from his mus-
tang, and, without a word, took another
turn of the rope round the rancher and
secured it.

Then Poindexter was allowed to get
on his feet. . .

He stood staring at the Kid, his face

black with rage.
“You ol-darned  fire-bug!”  he
panted. ‘“‘What's this game?"

" The Kid smiled. X .
“1 guess I've cinched youw, Jim Poin-
dexter,” he remarked. *I sure had a
hunch to pull a gun on you, you durned
coyote! But I reckon what you want is

ar and a branch !’
“You don't mean——"  gasped
Poindexter.

“Forget it!” said the Kid. *If 1
wanted to make it last sickness for you,
¥ guess I'd have pulled a gun. No,

sir] I ain't stringing you up on this
riatal I'm taking you where you
belong! The Gunsight galoots are

going to string you up.”

“Are you mad?” hissed Poindexter.
“You dare not ride into Gunsight!"”

“] guess Pm putting you on your
cayuse and taking you into town,”
answered the Kid coolly. *“The Gun-
sight galoots won’t have any hunch to
get mad with me when I hand over
to them the outlaw who's been raising
Cain in this section and shot up their
town marshal.”

“You think—"

bl | gucss I know!"” chuckled the
Kid. “After I found that your grey
mustang had had his shoulder painted
hlack I reckon I was put wise. You're
the fire-bug that borrowed my name,
Poker Poindexter—and belore sundown
a}l Gunsight will know it!”

Poindexter stared at him.

“¥You reckon you'll get away with a
yarn like that?’ he panted, “I'm
known in Gunsight; I've a crowd of
friends there. You ride into the town
and you’ll be shot at sight !

“J guess I'm taking the risk,”

“You're madl!” hissed Poindexter.
“You fgure that any man in Gun-

sight will believe a word of it?"”

“Sure!” grinned the EKid. “The
hack's at Gunsight now; and I reckon
the passengers will be able to pick out
tho durocks they handed over to you
way back on the trail when they get a
look into that grip of yours!”

Poindexter became pale as death.

“"You see, hombre, I was ground,”
grinned the Kid., “I saw the whole
game, though I was too far away to
chip in. I've been waiting for you to
come back across the ford.”

The rancher could not speak.

Heo knew now that it was not sus-
icion_on the Kid’s part. The puncher
rom Rio knew!

In the bagz buckled to the rancher's
belt wero more than a thousand dollars
he had taken from the passengers of
the Claro hack. Some oﬁha bills, at
least, could be identificd by the owners
if inspected beforo they were placed in
circulation.

Every man who had travclled in the

ack was now in Gunsight, telling the
story of the robbery on the trail. Every
one of them counl called on to
identify his property.

Poindexter’s brain was in a whirl.

With reckless hardihood he had faced
the dangers of a trail bandit, relyin
on the speed of his horse and his ski
with his gun to save him while he was
on & raid, and on the borrowed namo
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of the Ilid to protect him from sus-
picion. DBut he had never dreamcd of
a danger iike this. TFor the moment the
di‘sf)craw rascal was unnerved.

Heo found his voice at last.

“You durned geck!” he mutiered
hoarsely. “You won't have time to tell
that yarn in Gunsight. You'll be chot
up before you can get it looze.”

The Kid nadded.

“1 allow there'a a big risk™ he
assented.  “The raloots are apt to be
sudden on the shoot, after the way
you've raised Cair in my name, you
coyote. But I guess I'm taking the risk,
I ain’t letting this scction believe that
the Rio Iiid has been robbing and
ahooting around hera.”

‘“You're mad!™ panted Poindexter.
“Look here. what is it to you, anyhow?
You'ro an outlaw.”

“Right, in once,” agreed the Kid.

"I guess T'll share with you,” wmmnt-
tered Poindexter, *“7T guess yon can
take the boodle. il you want. That's
enough for you.”

“It sure ain’t enough.” said the Kid.
“I ain’t touching stolen moaey, Jim
Poindexter.”

“ And you an outlaw, wanted by all
the sherifis in Texas!"” sneered the
| rancher,

“Right again,” said the Kid cheer-
fully. *“But I reckon I never wanted
to be an outlaw hombre, and it was
jest my durned luck. You've given me
a bad name in this section, and I guess
you're going to set it right.”

“Dog-gone you—-" Lo

“T guess I ain’t roped you in jest to
chew tho rag with you, feller,” said
the Kid. “You want to get on that
hoss and hit the trail for Gunsight along
with me.”

He swung the rancher to the back
of the grey mustang. A length of trail-
rope securcd Poindexter to the saddle.

EVith the riata in his grasp, the Rio
Kid mounted his own horso and headed
for Gunsight, leading his prisoner.
T an casy gallop, in the direction

of the cow-town on the Rio Claro.

1Io was well aware of the risk he was
running.

There wero a heap of galoots in the
cow-town who knew the Rio Kid by
sight, and it was likely enough that guns
would be drawn at the first glimpse of
him. DPoindexter, unsuspected in the
cow-town, had friends there—plenty of
them. It was quite on the cards that
the Kid might bo fighting for his liie
before he had a chance to tell the Gun-
sight men what he liad come to tell
them.

But it was the only way to clear his
nama of the black stain that tho secret
bandit had brought upon it. To deliver
up the bandit, with the goods on him,
was the only way, and the Kid had teo
take the rii.

He reckoned, too, that his act of
riding into the cow-town and placing
himself at the me:zcy of the citizens
would be likely to get him a chance of
speaking out before the trouble began.

nce he was able to put the Gunsight
crowd wise, all was well. He had only
to make it clear that he was not the
man who had been robbing and shoot-
ing on the trails, and to reveal the guilt
of%’oker Poindexter. Once Gunsight was
convinced of the truth he would have
fricnds there, instead of foes.

But there was plenty of danger in tho
enterprise, and tll:a Kid knew it, though

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Fallen Among Foes |
IIE Rio Kid's faco was thoughtful
as he rode across the prairie at

he did not shrink from it,

P?im]r‘x!rn.r's rﬂCr) “im white as ehalk
as ho rode, a bound prisoner 3
ond of the lasso. grisoniiey wbuin

His adoption of the Kid’s nane had
saved him from the faintest breath of
suspicion, but it had heen his undoing
at tho finish by bringing the Kid him.
self into the game. That was a danger
of which he had never dreamed.

If the Kid had tinie to speak out he
had no hope of ecscape. The stolen
money was on him, and other evidence
of the truth, as the Kid guessed casily
e¢nough. 'The materials with which ho
disguised his horse wero hidden in his
saddle-bags there was a black mask in
an inside pocket, WNo hope—if the Kig
had timo to spcak out. He could only
hope that somo hot-headed hombre
would fire on the Kid beforo the Loy
outlaw had time to speak. And that
hoga was a frail reed to lean upon.

ut in the depths of despair a sudden
Hash of hope came to the desperate
rancher.

Ahead, on tho prassy prairie, threo
Stetson hats bobbed over the high grass.

Three cow-punchers had cmerged into
sight from behind a timber island, and
were tiding dircctly towards them. One
of them, a burly punchar, Poindexter
recognised instantly as Tox Clew, the
foreman of his own ranch, and the
others were members of his outfit.

“Oh, shucks!” ejaculated the Kid.

He recognised the punchers at the
same moment,

They had sighted the pair of riders
and were galloping down on them, each
man with a gun in his hand.

The Kid gritted his teeth,

He looped the riata (o his saddle-bow
and jerked the walaut-butted guns from
his holsters. The crack of a revolver
rang (rom the distance, and a bullet
whizzed overhead. Tex Clew, and Mo-
have, and Sandy Jones had seen their
boss, a bonnd prisoner, and Tex had
recogniscd the Kid. The three punchers
wore galloping to the rescue, and they
fired as they came.

Three to one, as the foes were, the
Kid would have had little fear of a
combat. But he did not want to fire on
cow-punchers—men with whom all his
own sympathies lay, The Kid was in
an awkward corner.

He dropped from his horse, and stood
behind the bhalted horse of the rancher.
The oncoming cowhoys ccosced to fire.
They could not hit the Kid without
sending their bullets through their boss.

Tha three riders scparated, to circle
round the Kid and his prisoner.

The Kid waved bis hand.

“Hold on, you-uns!"” he shouted.

They were within hearing of his voice
now,

“VYou pesky fire-bug!” roared Tex.
“J guess we've got you dead to rights
now. C(lome out from behind Mr. Poin-
dexter, yon white-livered skunk!”

“You durned mosshead !" retorted the
Kid. “I guess I could drop you like
o ten-pin, if I wanted. Pull in your
horses and talk, or I'll sure let you have

ours.

And the Kid fired and the Stetson hat
went spinning from Tex’s head. It was
a WArning.

“The next gocs through your cabeza,
you durned bonchead!”" shouted the
Kid. ‘“Hold in your hosses, I tell you!”

The three punchers reined in,

There was no doubt that the Kid held
the trump ‘card for the moment. - Hse
was under cover of the rancher, and
the punchera were full in his view and
under his fire, and they knew the un-
erring aim of the Rio Kid.

“You let the boss loose, you pesky
cow-thief!” roared Tex. " What you
doing, roping in our bosal”
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“You quit chewing the rag a epell
‘and I'll sure put you wise,” answefod
the Kid coolly. :

“Ride him down!” yelled Poindexter
furiously, *Shoot—shoot, you ginks!
Never mind me—shoot him down!”

The Kid's hand struck the rancher
across the mouth.

“Quiet, you!” he snapped. “By the
great horned toad, you spill any more
and I'll quiet you for keeps with the
butt of & gun.”

The three punchers, reining in their
prancing bronchos at a short distance,
cyed the Kid wolfishly. Only the danger
of their boss kept them from a reckless
rush at the boy outlaw.

“] pguess I want to pow-wow with
you-uns,” said the Kid. *“Heap time
for shooting, if you want, later. You
savey I

CLOSE QUARTERS!
‘halted horse of the rancher,
coming cowpunchers.
Kid fired, sending the Btetson

“Yhat you got to may, you geck?”
enarled Tex.

“1 got this to say: This here Poin-
dexter rigged himself out to look like
me and heid up the Claro hack, across
the river,” said the Kid * He's got the
goods on him now.”

The punchers stared at him blankly.

“You loco?” gasped Ted.

“Sure not!’ answered the Kid cheer-
fully. *“What you reckon I was doing
with the galoot? . ain’t roped him in
jest for his comoanvy. I was taking him
into Gunsight,”

“Bearch mel!” said thy amazed fore-
man.

“I guess I'm ready o ride on, with
you galoots in company ” said the Kid.
“Ain’t that fair? You fellers ride with
me into town, and I'll prove what I say
to ali Gunsight.”

Tex burst into a laugh.

“You want to tell ua that our boss is
{he fire-bug that's been holding up and
shooting around this ecction for six
mouths past?” he demanded.

“Jest that ! said the Kid.

“Waa,, carry me home to diel I
reckon you're plumb loer. if you mean
it,” said the {forema.

“Bhool hun down!™ peremned Tain.
dexter. “T tell you to shoot him down !
Are you afraid of on: man?”

“Ain't o told you noi to spill any
more!™  snapped 1k, Kid, as the
punchers made a movement. “ Another

word "

“Help " yelled Foindexter, reckless
of anything at the Kid's hands, in his
cugerness 10 scize the last chance of
avoiding discovery, and the fate of the

at spinning off Tex's head ms a warning.
(See Chapler 8.) :

trail bandit. “Me.
order you——*

Tlhe butt of the Kic : revolver struck
the rancher on th. head, and he swayed
in the saddle, balf-stunncd, and effectu-
ally silenced.

But at the same moment the punchers
obeyed the rancher’s orders. They came
on &t & reckless rush, spurring their
bronchos, and firing The chance of
explanation was gone—and the Rio Kid
had to fight for his liie.

Help me! 1

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Qun-Play !
&“ OG-GONE it
Kid. s

It was bister luck.
Had tha punchers heeded
him for a minut: morn the game would
have been in his hands. Not & man on

breathed the

The Kid dropped to the ground and stood behind the
“ Pull in your h 1" he
“ Pull ln"nr 1'll sure fet you have yours | **

rted to the on-

And the

Poindester’s ranch suspected his secret,
and had they knowr it, they would
have seized him and lynched him as
willingly as any other galoots in the
section. And the evidence was there—
moro than enough t« convince the most
doubtful, had they listened to the Kid.

But to the cars of the punchers the
accusation seemed utterly wild, and all
they heeded was their boss” yell for
Lelp.

Ches came on furiously, Gring, at the
risk of hitting the ewaying figure that
sereened the Kid.

Crack, crack, erack crack!

The Kid had tc shoo. now Ile had
to shoot or be sho' down, and the
walout butted gun eam into  swift

action.

Tex Clew reeled in his saddle, and
went plunging to th: earth, and dis-
appearod in the high grass.

The next moment Mohave plunged
over, a® his horse fell dead under a
shot.

The Kid changed his position a little,
to keep Poindexter between him and
Sandy Jones, who was close to him now.

-A bullet grnod the rancher, and misscd
the Kid an inca.

The Kid's shot in return did not miss.
Sandy Jones went headlong from his
saddle into the grass

“ Dog-gone it !" muttered the Kid.

Over the high grass in tho distance
five or six Stetson hnts were bobbing in
sight. The firiny had been heard far
across the plain. and other punchers
were galloping to the scene.

The Kid, with a black brow, cast locss
the lasso from the half-stunned rancher,
who swayed helplessl. in his saddlo.
He mounted the Elack-muzz‘lcd mustang
again,

. The game was u; and the Kid knew
it. Tnere was no chancu of taking his
K’:mmr into Gunsigat now, and telling
is tale. Nothing bu: & desperato fight
against odds remaired for the Kid,
unless he hit the trail at his best speed.

He wheeled his horse, and rode away
to the west, spurring his mustang to a
Gierce gallop.

Mohave was or his feet again now,
and fring. Bullets whistled danger-
ously close to the Kid as he galloped.

But in a few moments a fold of the
eruine hid bim from th - puncher, and

e vode on with set teeth.

Behind bim can. the thunder
hoofs,

Half u dozen punchers had ridden on
the scene, and a shout from Mohave told
them what was toward Without draw-
ing rein, they galloped on in pursuit of
the Rio Kid.

Twice they sighted him, at a distance,
on thye grassy proario, and shovted and
loosed off bullets, riding furiously 1in
chase, The Rio Kid hi- teeth set, his
brow bluck, rode lus hardest, with the
bunch of punchers in bot pursuit.

“They'll sure gor him!” panted
Mohave, staring after the chase till it
disappeared in the distance over the
rolling prairie.
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“(iet me loose, Mohave!” panted
Poindexter.

" SBure, boss!”

The puncher ran to him and loosed
the trail rope that bound himr to his
saddle.

Poindexter, with dizzy head, stared
after the chase. It was vamishing into
the distance to the west,

‘They'll get him, boss !” said Mohave,

Poindexter did net feel so sure of
that. But the Rio Kid was gong,
whether he escaped or not, and the
scerct bandit was safe The dreaded
accusation, with proof to back it up,
would never be made in the pluza of
Gunsight.

Mohave eyed his boss curiously,

“The galoot surc was loco,” he ro-
marked. “He's sure got suthin’ agin
you, boss, to spin a yarn like that!”

Poindexter gritted his teeth,

“1'll make him pay for it!” he said
savagely.

“You reckon he was toting you into
Gunsight, like he allowed?” asked the
puncher,

“0Of course not !” snapper Poiundexter.
“1le was heading for the chaparral,
taking me a prisoner. I guess he was
going to hold me to ransom.”

*“This bere ain't th» trail to the chap-
arral, boss. guess he wes riding
straight for Gunsight when we raised
him on the prairie.”

“Don’t chew the rag, DMohave!”
enarled Poindexter. It seemed to him
that tho puncher’s eyes lingered on him,
not with suspicion, but with a strange
curiosity.

For, when the puncher had time to
think of it, there was no doubt that the
Kid, with his prisoner, had been head-
ing direct to Gunsight. His way could
have led him nowhere else.

That, at least, was a circumstance
that was likely to bo discussed in the
bunkhouse, with curious surmises.

THE LEADING BOYS' STORY PAPER.

Poindexter would not have been sorry
had the Kid's bullet killed Mohave in-
stead of his bronche Omy too well he
knew that all Gunsight wondecred how
he miet his heavy gamiog losses, and
how he met the interest on the mort-
gago on the Poindexter ranch. Unce
suzpicion was started—— .

“1 guess the galoot's made it last
sickness for Tex ane Sandy Jones,” said
Mohave, and he turned away to I_(.H:k
at the fallen men. “Gee-whiz! You,
Tex, ain’t you got yours?”

Tex Clew was stuggering from the
rrass, passing his hand over his fore-
};ead, with a dazed look,

“Thunder ! he said. “I guess I've
had a close*call! I reckoned T'd got
mine, sure!l”

He felt his thick hair,

“Jest creased!” he said—creased
like an ornery stecr! They say that
the Rio Kid never smisses, but ho sure
wmissed me !”

The bullet had passed close enough to
stun tho ranch forcman. Tex rubbed
hiz head thoughtfully. .

“They say he ncver misses,” he re-
peated.  “Dog-gono my cats! 1 sure
reckon he jest creased me, and never
wanted to lay me out!”

“Jie's killed Sandy ”
bitterly! B

“tle sure ain't,” said Mohave, rais-
ing Sandy Jones from the grass, “He's
jest creased him, same as Tex!”

“Thunder !” said the forcman.

Sandy Joncs opened his eyes, and
starcd. He passed a hand over his
head.

“That Kid is sure some hombre with
a gun!” said Mohave admiringly. “1
guess he ecan put his lead jess where he
wants.”

“¥He shot to kill, you geek !’ snarled
Poindexter.

Mohave shook his head.

“] guess not, boss! I reckon the Rio

said Poindexter
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Kid wouldn't have missed three times
nohow. Ho shot my critter, and he
crcased Tex and Sandy. Ho never
wanted to kill.”

“That's a cinch,” said Tex, “ And we
was riding him down and  burning
powder at him! I guess this sure gets
my goat!”

The punchers were puzzled.  The
masked outlaw who rode in the namoe
of the Rio Kid had never hesitated to
shoot to kill,  Rix Gunsight men had
fallen to his bullets since he had ridden
the trails of the Gunsight country. Yet
the Rio Kid, with tie punchers riding
him down and firing on him, had de-
hiberately spared their lives, They knew
it—as well as Poindexter knew it.

“Thunder !” said Tex slowly. “That
Kid allowed that some other hombre
had been riding in his name, when I
met up with him in the chaparral, I
guess it looks as it v was smilling the
truth,”

“They say in Frio that the Kid never
would pull trigger if he could help it,”
said Mohave. “Sho! If some ornery
fire-bug has been using his name, he's
sure made a fool of all Gunsight.”

“ Nonsense !” rapped out Poindexter.

Tex Jooked at him.

“It ain’t nonsense, boss,” he said
slowly. “We was shooting to kill, and
the Kid let us ot He never wanted
to spill our juice. That sure looks as if
he ain’t tho fire-bug that’s becn riding
the trails and shooting up galoots all
over the section.”

“It surc does!” said Motave,

Poindexter breathed hard. From that
belief, to bclief in the eccusation the
Kid had made was only step. It
seemed {o him that the eyes of tho
punchers lingered on tha “grip” that
was buckled to hi: belt—the bag that
held the loot of the Claro hack. The
Kid had said that he was the trail
;t_:hbor. and that he hal the goods on

im,

“Boss,” said Tex slowly, “that kid
outlaw was sure shooting off his month
wild when heo allowed that you was the
fire-bug that's been raising Cain around
Gunsight. No hombre on the ranch is
going to bclieve that. It's surc pesky
fooling He said that you'd held up the
Claro hack, and had t"l’m gooda on you.
There ain’t a galoot in the cow conntry
will take stock in that, and I guess you
can mnke it clear, too. You can show
up here and now that you ain’t gob
nothing on you that zin’t your own, and
we ean tell all Gunsight so, secing with
our own eyes, if that yarn should get
rouind the town.”

Poindexter felt a chill at his heart.
There was evidence an him that wonld
have made his own ouifit string him up
33 a tree, if their eyes could have seen

o

I

‘Hf wheeled hia hors:

‘T guess you're forgesting your place,
Tex Clew,” he sai. “You want tlo re-
member you're talking to your boss!¥

“Y guess—-""

"“That's enough i’"

Poindextc;dput spu.e to the grey mus-
tang, and rode away towards his ranch
at & gnnop. Tex stared after him, and
then looked at his comrades. Their
startled eyes met his

“Gee I” said Tex, with a decp breath.

The Rio Kid haa failed; but he had
not wholly failed. Poindexter, as he
rode away, knew thot he was under
suspicion in his own outfit.

THE END.

(80 far the Rio Kid Ras succeeded in
his task of bringing the masked raider
to hoaok. RBut there's many a slip *twizt
the cup and lip, and the Kid has not yet
finished his task. Don’t miss next week's
roaring Western yarn.) i
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THRILLS GALORE BELOW!

Jud Blake, marshal of Gunsight, thought he kad « sim
he had mict this dave-devil young outlaw !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Kid Talks Turkey!

@ Ul ’em up, feller!”
P Jud Blake, marshal of
Gunsight. jumped.
There was no man to be

scen on the trail that ran through tho
dusky chaparral when the order rapped
out sharply.

Jud was a wise man. He put his
Liands up over his hecad obedicently.
When he received that order from a
man who couid not be seen he figured
that the muzzle of a Colt was looking
at him somewhere fiom among the
pecans and mesquite.

He halted and held uwp his hands,
staring about him. ‘There was a rustle
in the mesquite and a lithe figure, in
& Stetson  hat and goatskin  chaps,
stepped out.  The cool, handsome face
looked at Jud over the levelled barrel
of a .45

“That's a good little man ! said the
Rio Kid approviugly. “You sure have
hoss sense, Jud.”

The marshal of Gunsight eyed him
grimly.

lte had never scen the handsome, sun-
burnt cow-punches before, but he could
guess who was holding him up.  The
whole Gunsight country, on both banks
of the Claro. was ringing with the name
of the Rio Kid.

“You win, Kid!"” said the marshal
laconically.

“You sorter—seonr to—know o™ the

Kid remarked.

“I guess so. If you ain't that pesky
fire-bug from Frio, the Rio Kid, I
reckon you're his ghost [

“You've said it, feller!” agreed the
Kid. “Keep them paws over your hat,
hombre, or this hyer gun may go o
mighty sudden. You don’'t want to
reach for a gun—you'd never know what
kit you, marshal.”

YRR =
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ple task in tracking down the Rio Kid. Dut that was before
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OUR ROARING TALE OF WESTERN ADVENTURE, FEATURING THE
RIO KID, BOY OUTLAW !

The Kid had read the thoughts of the
man who sat his broncho with his hands
up. Jud was calculating chances,

But he gave up the idea. All Texas
knew that the Rio Kid never missed,
and it was not good enough for the
marshal of Gunsight.

“You win!” he repeated, shrugging
his shoulders. “What's your game, you
pesky fire-bug? You shot up the last
marshal of Gunsight—"

“Forget it,” interrupted the Xid.
“Keep your paws up while I talk turkey
to you, marshal. What you doing in
this chaparral?”

“Hunting for you,” answered Jud
coolly, “and now I guess I found you—
at the wrong end of a gun.”

“This hyer gun won't hurt you any,
if you behave,” said the Kid cheerily.
“I guess I been watching for a chance
to talk to you, marshal. T heard that
the Gunsight galoots had clected you
marshal in the place of the pilgrim who
was shot up, and so you're the feller
I want to meet up with.” The Kid
grinned. “You been hunting me, and
I reckon I've been watching you do it
and waiting for you to put yourself
where 1T wanted you—and that's lere,
under my gun.”

Jud scowled.

Fo: n weck Jud Blake had been
marshal of Gunsight, end that week he
had spent hunting the boy outlaw.
Somewhere in the belt of chuparrar that
Huy betwoen Gromsight- ot Frove- e was
sure that the Wid had his hiding-prace,
and Jud aimed to root him out and take
him into the cow-town to a necktic
party. At this very moment, while the
Kid held him up on the dusky trail,
a dozen of his men were beating the
chaﬁar.ral for the Kid, some of them
within sound of his voice if he shouted.
But he did not feel disposed to shout,
with the Colt looking him in the eye

and the Kid’s cool, resoluto fueo bohi

it.. He had a hunch that if he shcautg'c'li
it would be the last sound thut any car
would hear from him.

“You don't want to got mad,” ad-
monished the Kid. “I guess all I want
s to put you wise. You're honing to
rope in the galoot who's heen raising
Cain in this section and calling himsclf
the Rio Kid.”

“You,"” said the marshal.

The Kid shook his head.

“Not by long chalks,” he said. “Vou
know Poker Poindexter, of the Poin-
dexter ranch?”

“Sure!” said Jud with a starc.

“That's the galoot.”

“Forget it,” said the marshal,

“I'm giving you the straight goods,
marshal,” said the Kid earnestly. “1)at
rancher raises the dollars on the trail
that he loses at poker and faro at the
Four Aces in Gursight. I sure roped
Lim in once with the goods on him, but
a bunch of moss-headed puncliers horned
in and spilled the beans. That rancher's
the man you want, and I'm putting you
wise that he's borrowed my name to
ride under

“Sho!" said Jud.

He stared blankly at the Kid.

Poker Poindexter, of the Poindexter

ranch, was one of the party riding with
the marshal that day in scarch of the
Kid. The boy outlaw’s stalement was &
startling one.
—“You wllow—thut it W8S fnc shot np
the last marshal?" went on the Kid
“I never heard of the galoot til] after
he was shot up. I came into this section
and found there was a bulldozer riding
under my name, and I've sure got the
goods on that galoot, Poindexter. That's
what I'm telling you, marshal,”

“8ho!” repeated Jud.

“Why, you gink,” exclaimed the Kid
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indignantly, “if 1 shot up the last
marsghal, like you reckon, why ain’t I
spilling your juice now, instead of talk-
ing turkey to you, Jud Blake?”

‘That question was puzzling the Gun-
sight marshal himself. He was out to
rope in tha Kid and sce him strung up
to the nearest tree. Yet the Kid held
lim at his mevcy, and did not pull
trigger.

And with more than a dozem men
beating the chaparral for him, the Kid
was taking great risk in showing him-
seli out of cover. Unless he shot the
warshal he would leave him close on
his trail when he left him. And he was
uot aiming to shoot.

“1 guess I want a fair show,” said
tho Kid. *“That pesky fire-bug has been

using my name, and I don’t stand for

it. T guess you don’t believe it, marshal,
bhut I've put you wiso, and I want you
to chew on it.”

There was a rustle in the thickets near
at hand, .

It indicated the approach of somcone
of the m al’s followers.

_The Kid mado a hackward spring and

= disappeared into the mesguite, from
which he had como.

Jud Blake stared after him.

“*Shucks!” he muttered.

From the chaparral a horseman
pushed into the trail at a littlo distance
Lehind the marshal. Ile turned his
head and saw Poker Poindexter.

With the Kid’s words fresh in his
mind, the marshal stared curiously at
the rancher. Poindexter was well
known throughout the scction, chiefly as
a_reckless gambler. Jud Blake was ono
of tho many men in Gunsight who had
wondered how Foindexter raised the
money to pay his losses ‘at poker. His
ranch. was well known to be mortgaged
to the last acre, and it was known to
be carelessly neglected. If .it carned
«nough money to pay the intercs<ton its
mortgages that was all it did. Yet
P’oker Poindoxter had been scen to lose
thousands of dollars at the Four Aces.

The Kid lLad told the marshal to
“chew ” on what he hzd told himi. Jud
Blake' was “chewing ” on it, that was
certain. . . "

But the hunt for the Kid was the

- maiter in hand.. - #d

‘“'I'his way.- hombre ! called out the
marshal. " \We're sure-close on hin."”

“You'vo scen him?” exclaimed Poin-
dlexter, t

‘Tie PopuLsR.—No, 531

“Sure! This way.”

And the marshal drove his broncho
into the thickets into which the Rio Kid
had disappeared, followed fast by Poker
Poindexter on his groy mustang. A
shout from the marshal brought other
horsemen plunging through the
chaparral towards him. The hunt was
hot on thz trail of the Rio Kid now.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
MNeck or Nothing!

{3 LD hoss, we've sure got to beat
it, and we've got to beat it
pronto!" said the Kid.

The boy outlaw of the Rio

Grande leaped into the saddle.

His face was set and grim.

More than a dozen Gunsight men were
hunting him in the dense chaparral,
and the Kid knew the danger he had
incurred by stopping the marshal to talk
turkey to him.

They knew that ho was there now,
and knew that ho was ncar at hand;
and at any moment a revolver might
ring from tho pecans and post-oaks,
aimed to take hia life.

Danger and the Kid
acquaintances.

The Kid rode through the chaparral,
a gun in his band, and his eyes keenly
about him.

He did not want to burn powder if he
could help it. But at any moment the
need might come.

The men who were hunting him be-
lieved that he was the masked outlaw
who had robbed and slain recklessly in
the Gunsight country; and if they roped
him in ho had short ehrift to expect.

Yet be was glad that bo had seized
that opportunity cf talking to the new
marshal of Gunsight and putting him
wise. For, once the finger of suspicion
was pointed at Poker Poindexter, there
were plenty  of  _ircumstances to
strengthen that suspicion. And the Kid
was keenly anxious that the desperado
who had borrowed and blackened his
name should be brought to justice.

In the Guusight country they believed
the Kid to be a trail rol‘gar and a reck-
less shedder rof blood;. and ik " the
Kid’s goat. Whether the marshal be-
lieved him or not, the seed was planted

were  old

| in his mind; and ke cpuld not fail to

observe the undonbted fact that Poker
Poindexter—who lost a fortune at gam-
ing—always had plenty of money, which
assuredly did not come oub of his
neglected ranch. '

Crack| o :

A bullet whizzed by the Kid's head.

A Stetson hat showed in the pecans,
and the Kid fired et it—though not at
the head under it. The hat spun under
the shot, and therc was a yell and the
sound of a man scrambling hurriedly
into cover.

The Kid gave lis mustang a touch of
the spur.

There was no chance now of getting
to the hidden dug-out in tho heart of
the wood, where he had many times
lain doggo while the hunt was hot for
him. The chaparral was alive with
encmics, and he had drawn them upon
him by showing himself to the marshal.

He dashed through the thickets as
fast as the powerful mustang could
stride through the tangle.

Crack, crack!

Slots rang out, aud chipped leaves
and branches about him. The crash of
the Heeing mustang in the thickets was
heard far and wide.

The chaparral, in which the Kid had
many times lain hidden, was no refuge
for him now. The bof outlaw was head-
ing for the open plains, | Quocein fhe

| open, the speed of his mustapg would
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save lnm, as it had saved him many
times Lefore, i

The Kid burst out of tho chaparral
with a rush and spurred his horse across
the rolling prairie to the west.

The mustang's fying hoofs scemed
searcely to touch the grass.

The Kid looked back.

They knew lhe had broken cover.

From half a dozen different points in
the long dark line of the chaparral
horsemen spurred out.
" Thero was & _jubilant roar as they
sighted the Rio Kid on the open prairic.
A dozen revolvers rang sharply, though
the Kid was too far chead for the firing
to be anything but wild.

The Kid's face set hard.

He was hunted like a woll for the
crimes of auother—the erimes of a man
who was even now among his hunters,
more bitter indeed than the rest,
beeanse he knew that the Kid knew his
sccTet, and was anxious to stop tho boy
outlaw's tonguc.

The Kid was tempted to loose off the
wainut-butted guny at his pursuers—and
oven at the distance his aim  would
hardly have failed Lim.

But he left the guuns in their holsters.
Not unless ho was driven to it in self-
defence would he draw a bead on the
cowpunchera who were hunting him in
the beliel that Le had murdered the last
marshal of Guusight.

- “Beat it, old hoss!" seid the Kid,
sliaking his reins,

Tho grassy plain flew
golloping hoofs.

Behind him came the marshal and his
fien, drawing together in a bunch as
they vode in hot chase.

Bat there was no liorse in the party
1hat cqualled in speed the grey mustang.
They urged on their steeds with whip
and spur; bLat the Kid, looking back

under the

over his shoulder, could sce that not a
man in the bunch was gaining, and most
of them were dropping behind. -

With a clear run before him, the Rio
Kid would have dropped his pursuers.
But between tho chaparral from which
the Kid had been hunted and the bLanks
of the Rio Claro stretchéd the cow-
country, dotted with herds of grazing
cattle; and here and there among tho
herds a Stetson hat was lo seen.
There were foes before the Kid, as well
as behind; for every man in the Gun-
sight country was his enemy.

“Dog-gone it!" muttered the Kid, as
he swerved from his course to avoid a
bunch of three or four cowpunchers
shead of him.

The punchers, quitting the cattle at
the sight of tho flecing outlaw, galloped
to intercept him,

The Kid struck to the southward,
where, far away in the distance towards
the Rio Grande, the sage desert lay.
But that change in bis direction brought
the mar+hal and his men closer to him.
and bullets whizzed dangerously close
to the boy outlaw as he rode. The
black-muzzied inustang was stretching
to full gallop now, putting every atnce
of speed into that wild ride for life o¢
death,

Poker Poindexier rodo close 1o tho
marshal's side as they spurred on over
the rolling prairie. ‘The rancher's eyes
were blazing.

“We've got Jud 1
shouted,

“T guess he's on a good critier!" said
the marshal.

Poindester laughed grimly,

“We've cinched him, I tell wou!
He's riding straight for the barrauca,
and no cayuse in Texas could jump it.

him now, he

We've got him dead to rights.”
“Thunder !" said Jud.

The Kid looked back again.

He had lost ground by his change of

course, but again ho was gaining.
. Mile after milo fiew under the gallog-
ing hoofs; and as tho sage desert drew
ncarer the herds of cattle disappearcd,
and there was no danger now—or little
—of fresh foes appeariug ahead.

Alrcady in view in the far distance
was the dreary streteh of desert, where
nothing lived but sage and stunted
cactus aud yucca, and the lizards that
crawled in the blazing sun. On that
vast open plain, with his good hor-o
under him, the Kid reckoned that ho
would ride elear of the Gunsight crowd.
- Bue the Kid vwas new to the Gunsight
country. Round the cow-town itself for
muny miles he had learned the lay of the
land.  DBut he was twenty miles from
Gun-ight nwow, in a region where ho
had never ridden. And as yot the deep,
wide barranca that split the plain was
net to be =eei. But it was known to
Pcindexter and to most of the Gunsight
men, and they griined with glee at tho
sight of the boy outlaw riding hard
tewards an impascable barrier.

They had ceased to fire now., There
was no need to waste lead when their
quarry was riding into a trap from
which there was no escape.

“Ty gum " said the marshal, ** We'vo
sure cinched the galoot! T'll tell the

world !’
Poindexter's  eyes  glittered  with
triumph. A few more miles and the

only man n Texas who knew his dark
secret would be rounded up, to be shot
out of hand. With the Rio Kid would
die what he knew.

When the outlaw reached the barranca
he must turn at right angles—to right
or to left.

The marshal shouted to his men, and
they separated, spreading out wide to

<

THE QULF ACROSS THE PLAIN! Closer and closer the Kid drew to the dnrkl line that marked the desert ahcad—and It

grew wider and wider to the view :”:m 'E‘c‘:gor & line, but a gulf that eplit the
a .

laln,
But he did not slacken rein ! (.g?u

Chapter 2),

“ By the great horned toad ! " muttered
Tue PoruLar.—No. b31.
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liem in tho outlaw when the tune came.
fcither he had to put up his hands and
<urrender or go down under a hurricane
of bullets when the time came.

Thoe Kid, looking back, was puzzled.
Ilo knew what that manceuvre of hispur-
~uers meant; and ho rose in his stirrups
\o scan the plain before him, sceking to
tind out what obstacle might lie in his
path. But fh?l coull‘d see none, and he
rade on at full gallop.

Suddenly on the and stretch of the
plain ahead ho discerned a dark line
that ran cast and west like a bar across
his path. For many miles on cither side
it cxtended. .

“Sho 1” murmured the Kid.

A few more strides of his horse, and
lie knew what it was.

That dark line on the desert marked
a barranca—a rifb in the plain. In the

rainy season n torrent poured along the”

rift, rolling its waters down to the dis-
{ant Rio Grande, DBut it was dry now—
a deep gulf in the carth, of unknown
Jdepth to the Kid, bLut known to the
pursuers to be sixty fect down. And
the width the IKKid could not sce yet;
but the Gunsight men knew tho width,
and knew that no horso in the country
would have essayed the leap.

The Kid rode on.

Closcr and closer he drew to the dark
line that marked the desert, and }t
erew wider and wider to the view, No
longer a line, but a gulf that split the
plain. .

Wider and wider it yawned as the
ralloping hoofs of the mustang covered
the intervening distance. "

“By tho great borned toad!" mut-
tered the Kid. i

He did not slacken rein. .

On the wind was borne to his cars
a shout from the Gunaiil:t crowd—a

shout that told of triumph. They had
iimy now.
East and west lay the barranca,

against which tho long-stretched line of
viders behind wero hemming him in.

To wheel his horse and ride back at
{lio encmy and fight his way through
was one resource. The other was to
leap the barranca and take his chance.
And the terriblo leap, as it drew nearer
and nearer, might well havo appalled
the most reckless rider in a land of
reckless riders.

The Kid’s teeth wero sct.

“0Old hosa!” ho muttercd. “You've
sure got to stand for it, old hoss—you
wuro have! It's neck or nothing now,
old hoss!”

With flying hoofs the mustang rushed
down to the brink of the barranca.

There was a ycll from the pursuers.

“Thunder, he's taking the leap!”
gasped the marshal.

Poindexter grinned savagely.

“I guess it’s his last jump this side
of Jordan !” he said.

And all eyes were fixed on the Rio
Kid as the black-muzzled mustang
seemed to soar into the air, and far a
thrilling second horse and rider hung
poised over the vast gulf below.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Across the Barranca!l
HE Rio Kid's teeth were shut
hard as he rose to the leap.
It was neck or nothing now.
. Decath lay below—death by a
crashing fall of sixty fcet. Death
lay ind in the guns of the
men who were hemming him in. Con-
tident as the Kid was in the powers of
his horse, thure was doubt in his heart.
But he did not falter. With set tceth,
and a firm hand on tho rein, he rose
to the leap—for life or death.
Tag Porcrar—No. 531 .

For an instant the vast gulf was below
him, and the mustang sccoicd to soar.

Crash !

The forefeet crashed on the opposite
bank.

A shrill squeal broke from the strain-
ing mustang. Beliind the Kid the
horse’s hind hoofs were in 1he gulf, the
sun-baked earth of the barranca's edge
breaking away under them.

One second more and horse and rider
would have slid backwards into the
abyss.

"B]ut. one sceond was cnough for the

id.

While the crash of the hoofs still
cchoed, tho boy outlaw flung himself
over the horse’s head to firm ground
beyond, and without a pause he dragged
at the mustang.

That pull saved the gallant horse.
The Rio Kid dragged with all his
strength, and the hoofs beat a frantic
tattoo on the crumbling carth.
moment more, and the pustang was
dragged to safety.

Trembling in every limb, the mustang
stood besido his master.

The Kid panted.

Even his nerve of iron had been
shaken for the moment. He stood pant-
ing for bLreath, his hand on the horse’s
neck.

It was the marrowest cicape of the
Kid’s wild life. But he had escaped,
and now the deep barranca lay between
him and his foes.

There was a roar from the Gunsight
men as they came sweeping on, loosing
off their guns.

But the marshal did not fire. For
the moment Jud forgot that it was an
outlaw, wanted by half the sheriffs in
Texas, who had escaped him in his
admiration for the desperate leap.

“Thunder!” ecjaculated Jud. *“I
guess that's some hoss, and some rider,
too! Thunder!”

Poindexter, livid with rage, blazed
away with his revolver as he galloped
on to the barranca.

Good as his own steed was, the
rancher did not dream of essaying the
leap the Rio Kid had made. ot a

mfn;; in the Cunsight crowd dreamed
of it.

Tho Kid was out of their bands, un-
less they could shoot him down before
he could bunt cover.

But the Kid did not give them the
chance. A few moments were enough
for him.

“ Beat it, old hoss!” panted the Kid.

He dragged the mustang back from
the verge of the barranca into the
shelter of a sandy knoll. There the
horse stood safe from ftire, still trem-
bling and exhausted.

Leaving the mustang in cover the Kid
dropped Hat on the earth, with a sage-
bush in front of him. A walnut-butted
gun was in his hand now,

Crack!

The Stetson hat spun on tho head of
Poker Poindextor.

The rancher drew rein hurriedly.

Across the barranca the whole party
were now under fire of the man they
had hunted.

Poindexter did not give the Kid time
for a second shot. He dragged in his
horse, and threw himself to the ground.

T'he rest of the riders promptly fol-
lowed his example.

A scoro of Jnrds from the barranca,
horses and riders lay, in cover of the
irregularities of the plain and the sage
and cactus.

The voico of the Rio Kid rang mock-
ingly across the abyss. i

. Say, you galoots, ain’t you wanting
me yot? I'm sure byer, honing to seo
you jump !*

Pomdexter spat out a curse.

“ Beaten to 1t!” ho muttered.

. “You galoots sure was in a hurry
jest now !” called out the Kid. *Say,
there's a thousand dollars roward for
the hombre that ropes me in! Ain’t
any of you ginks got any use for a
thousand dollars? Say1”

A spattering of shots answered him.

Poindexter, keeping in cover, crawled
to the side of the marshal of Gunsight,
who lay behind a sage-bush.

Jud looked at him.

“He's sure beaten us to it, Poin-
dexter,” he said. E

The rancher gritted his tectl.

“He sure has,” he muttered. I
guess there ain't any cayuse in this
crowd that could make that leap.”

“I guess I ain’t trying it on,” grinned
the marshal. “No, sir! No sugar in
mine !

_“8ay, you, Tex!” called out the Rio
Kid. “You looking for sudden death?
I can sure see you behind that yucca !”

Tex Clew, foreman of the Poindexter
ranch, gpave & gasp. He had fancied
hitnself out of sight of the keen cyes
across the barranca,

Ha leaped up and rushed for :zafer
cover.

For the moment his life was at the
merey of the outlaw. Dut no shot camo
from across the barranca.

The Kid laughed. :

*8Bay, Tex, you don’t want to hurry 12
be called out. *I ain’t shooting, you .
durned gink! Take it casy!”

“Oh, great gophers!” gasped the
Poindexter foreman, as he sank behind
the shelter of a little hillock where
Mohave and Sandy Jones, who belonged
to his outfit, were -lready sheltered,

“Marshal!” shouted tho Kid.

“Say!” called back Jud.

“I guess you'll want new spurs when
you get home to Gunsight!”

rack!

The marshal gave a yell.

For a second he belicved that he was
shot in the leg. But the shock came
from the bullet that ripped a spur from
his heel.

“Oh shucks!” gasped Jud, =23 he
dragged his limb into closer cover. “I
guess that Kid has got eyes like a
turkey-buzzard! I sure never knowed
my laig was showing.”

Poindexter crouched closer. ITo could
guess that he would not be spared if
the Kid drew a bead on him; though
the boy outlaw had no hunch to shoot
up any others of the Gunsight cowmen.

The Kid's voice rang out again.

“Say, you galoots, if you don't want
meoe 1 reckon I'll be hitting the traill
Say!”

“He's suro a cool cuss!” muttered the
marshal.

“1 guess we'll wing him when he gets
on ms cayuso!” muttered Poindexter.
“There’s no cover for a mounted man.”

Jud made no answer. ITv would have
been lying thero with a shattered leg
had the Kid chosen, and he knew it.
Outlaw as tho Kid was, Jud had no
hunch to fire on him just then.

“You. Tex!” called out Poindexter.

“Hallo, boss!” came back from Tex,
a few yards away.

o Kee‘: your rifle ready! That fire-
bug will be breaking cover.”

Tex grunted

“I guess I'd have got mine when I
broke cover, 1t that gink had wanted!”
he said. “I ain’t drawing a bead on
him, nohow !” :
- “1 guess this.gets my goat, zomo!”
said the marshal. ‘“That guy don’s
seem to have any ‘grouch agin this
crowd, excepting you, Poindexter.” *
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He eyed the man beside him
curiously. DBack into his mind came the
words the Rio Kid had spoken in the

chaparrai.
“Tt sure gets my goat,” he repeated
slowly. “That firc-bug who's been

riding the trails calling himself the Rio
Kid shoots to kill. He's shot up six
men in this country. I reckon I'm be-

inning to believe that it ain't the same
Eomhre. If this-Kid is the same feller,
why ain’t he burning powder?”

Poindexter breathed hard.

“I surc reckon that's a cinch,
marshall” said Tex. “I'll tell the
world some pizen galoot has been riding
tha trails, and calling himself by the
Kid’s name. ’'Tain’t the same hombre,

“Qh, quit fooling!” snarled Poin-
dexter savagely. ’

“SBay, you galoots!” came the Kid's
voice, ringing across the wide barranca.
“You want the feller that shot up the
last marshal of Gunsight? I'm telling
you that you've got him right handy-
and his name’s Jim Poindexter!”

The rancher's face was livid.

“¥You hear me, you Poindexter!”
came the Kid's ringing voice. “You've
got all this section fooled; but I'm sure
wise to your game, and I'll get the
goods on you, feller, afore I'm through!
You ain't done with the Rio Kid yet!”

Poindexter, gun in hand, pee from
cover. He jerked back his head as a
bullet grazed his hat. The Kid had the
eyes of a hawk.

Keeping in cover, the rancher
watched, with burning eyes, for a
mounted figure to appear on the sky-
line across the barranca.

But the Kid was too cute for that,

He crawled back to where his horse
stood in cover, and, taking the bridle,
led the animal away.

The ground along the barranca was
rough and broken, and the Kid had
unerring eye for cover. Taking advan-
tage of every gully and ridge. of every
fold of the plain, the Kid, crouching
low, led the mustang farther and
farther, tili he was at a secure distance
from the enemy.

Then be mounted and galloped away
across the plain to the south.

The heat of his horse's hoofs came
echoing back, and the Gunsight men
leaped from cover.

They had a glimpse of the mounted
outlaw in the distance, far out of
effcetive range.

Five or six shots rang out; but they
flew wide of the boy outlaw as he rode
away at a gallop. The Rio Kid glanced
back, waved his Btetson in mocking
salute, put spurs to his horse, and dis-
appearcd into the desert.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Trailing Back!

HE marshal of Gunsight stood

I staring across the barranca after
the vanished figure of the Rio

Kid. Some of the Gunsight men

were eursing ; mast of them stared after
the Kid in silence, More than one of
them, - they knew, would never have
lived to ride back to the cow-town had
the Kid chosen to kill, And in every
mind was growing the conviction that
the Kid's fale was truce—that some
desperado liad been riding the trails,

with a mask on his face and blood on

his hands, in the Kid's pame. :
Poindexter could read the thoughts in
the bronzed faces round hitn, and there
was fear mingled .with the rage in his
breast.
More than one curious glance was

thrown on him, though if there was
suspicion in the minds of the Guusight
men they did not voico it.

“I guess that Kid was handing out
the solid truth,” said Jud Blake elowly.
“There’s some fire-bug in this country
wo ain't coltoned to yet, that's sure
been fooling us by using the Kid's
name!”

“I'll say that's a cinch, marshal!”
said Tex.

And seversl of the punchers nodded
assent, 4

Poindexter gritted his teeth.

“Are we standing here chewing the
rag and letting that outlaw hit the
borizon?" he snapped. >

“I guess he's made lis getaway,” an-
swered the marshal, “and I sure reckon
we've got to look ncarer to home for
the galoot that shot up the last marshal
of Gunsight!"”

“Sure!" said Tex.

“Meaning—"" hissed Poindexter, his
hand slipping towards a gun.

The marshal looked at him steadily.

“Cut that out, Poindexter!” he said
coldly. *“I guess the Kid was talking
wild when ﬁe named you; leastways,
there's nothing to go on; but I sure
reckon it was some other guy shot up
the marshal, and robbed the Claro
hack, and raised Cain round here
generally. I guess it ain’t that Kid we
want; and I'm hitting the trail for
Gunsight pronto!”

“There's a way across tho barranca
a few miles farther down,” said Poin-
dexter, “We can pick up that fire-bug's
trail on the other side. sure know the
print of his mustang!”

The marshal shook his head.

“He ain't the man we want,” he an-

swered, “We got to look nearer home
for the man we want, I'll tell the
world !”

And the marshal and his men mounted
for the ride back to Gunsight. The
rancher breathed hard.

“You can let up on him if you want,”
he sparled. "I ain’t letting up, anyhow.
You, Tex, Mohave, Bandy, you mount
and ride with me; we're trailing that
outlaw down!” :

The three punchers looked at one
another. It was casy to read in their
faces the doubt in their minds.

But they obeyed the rancher’s order.
The marshal and his men rode away o
the north, heading for the distant cow-
town. The threce punchers followed
Poindexter along the bank of the
barranca. 2

The rancli:r rode ahead of his men,
and they followed Lim in silence. What
the Kid had said bad made a deep im-
pression on all who had beard him.
There was doubt—and doubt might turn
lo suspicion, and suspicion to certaiuty;
and once the truth was known Poin-
dexter was well aware that his own men
would have noosed the rope to string
him up to the branch of a cottonwood.
His heart wasz bitter with rage and
hatred as he rode. foliowed by the
silent cowbovs,

Tive miles from the scene of the Kid's
perilons leap the barranca mnarrowed
and shallowed, Thvre it was possible
for a skilful rider to descend and eross,
and mount the other side.

To cross the barranca, lo pick up
the Kid's trail, to track him down and
kill him like a wolf, was the rancher's
only thought. If the Kid lived, sooner
or later there was a rope noosed for
the secret bandit who had ridden in his
name,

1 8hucks!" exclaimed Tex, suddenly

drawing rein as the rancher was aboul
to lead the way down the slopivg side
into the barranca.

Poindexter glanced back at him.

“I guess we don't neced to cross,
boss,” said the foreman.

“What do you mean?"” snarled Poin-
dexter. “If youre afraid to follow
me, T'll ride alone after that fire-bug!”

“You don't want to blow of your
mouth so0 inuch, boss!” answercd Tex
coolly, *“Look at them iracks.”

Ho pointed to a set of horsc's tracks
that climbed the side of the barranca
and emerged upon the plain where the
horsemen halted.

Poindester stared at them.

It was a fresh set of tracks, left by
some rider who had crossed the
barranca from the south side not long
since. In his savage haste the rancher
had not noticed the trail.

He sprang from his horse, Lent down,
and examined the hoof-prints.

“I guess them’s the Kid's tracks!”
said Tox.

“They surc are!” said Poindexter.

He roso to his feet, staring across the
plain to the north. The tracks told their
own tale. The Kid, who had last been
seen galloping to tho south, had evi-
dently turned, when he was out of sight
of his pursuers, and struck for the
barranca again. He had found the
place where it could be crossed, and had
crossed it, and ridden north—towards
Gunsight.

Poin.dexter scanned the plains. DBu#
the Kid, though he must have passed
quite recently, was not in sight.

“That Kid is sure some hombre!?
said Mohave. *“Shucks! Ho ain’€
hf)]:jl;l;'g" to quit the Gunsight country, he
an

“I reckon he’s got a cinch on some
galoot in this country!” said Tex drily.

“Ride!” snarled Poindexter.

He turned from the barranca and fol-
lowed the Kid's trail northward, back
to the cow country of Gunsight.

For long miles the trail led them; the

Rio Kid seemed to have taken rno
trouble to blanket it. But it was lost
at last, The trail ran into a wide

creek that flowed down from the hills te
join the Rio Claro. The Kid had evi-
dently taken to the water, and whether
he had ridden up or down the stream
thers was no sign.

“I guess this iz where we lose tha§
hombre!” said Tex.

The foreman was right.

Poindexter scarched up and down thg
strecam for long hours with bitter
determination; but he found no sign
where the Kid had left the water. At
that point the outlaw had blanketed his
trail—and not a sign remained to tell
the way he had gone.

It was the cnd of the trail; though
Poindexter refused to acknowledge it
till the sun was sinking deep in the
west and the shadows lengthening over
the dusky prairie.

Then ot last, with bitter rage and dis-

: appointment, he gave the word to ride.
 His Lrow was black as he rode.

The
Rio Kid was still in the Gunsigit
country: and he had come to stay—
until, as Poindexler knew only too well,
he had unmasked the desperado who
had ridden in his name. He had still
to reckon with the Rio Kid!

THE EXD.

(Another roaring Weslern  yarn
featuring the Rio Kid appcars in nexd
week's issue. Don't miss it, boys!)
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THRILLS GALORE!

With

against him, and ready to shoot on sight, the

Rio Kid visks his all in an attempt fo prove to the men of
Gunsight that he is not the Unknowen Raider for wchom
. they are looking !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
% Hands Up!

ON FELIPE SANTANDER
D dropped the black Mexican
cheroot from his lips, slid his
dusky hand under the folds of
his serape, and grasped a revolver.
His swarthy face set, and his black
eyes glittered at the horseman who
had pushed out of the timber into the
trail ahead of him. Don Felipe had
come into Texas to buy cattle, and was
heading for Gunsight, but he was ten
miles g‘om the cow-town, and his way
lay across a wide prairie dotted with
timber islands. In the Mexican buyer’s
saddle-bags was a sum that mighf well
have tempted the raider, who for
months past, had haunted the trails
within a wide radius of Gunsight.
And in the horseman who suddenly
appeared ahead of him the man from
Mexico had no doubt that he recognised
the raider. He slackened spee
rode his pinto on at a walk, the re-
volver gripped in his hand under the
ample folds of the serape.

The Rio Kid glanced at him and
pulled in his mustang.

The Kid was not hoping to meet up
with strangers on the trails. It was
better for his health to keep out of sight
while he was riding the Gunsight
country. But the timber had hidden
the Mexican, and the Kid was almost
upon him before he saw him., But
there was nothing to alarm the boy out-
law in the sight of a Mecxican cattle-
man, and he drew in his horse beside
the trail and saluted the stranger
civilly as he came up. The Kid did
not think much of * Greasers,” az a
rule, but his manners were always
polite.

Don F¥elipe halted within a few paces
of the Kid. Over his pinto’s head his
revolver suddenly leaped into view,
aimed at the surprised face of the Rio
Kid.

“Thunder!” said the Kid.

#Not this time, scnor bandit!”

and |

grinned Santander, over his levelled aun.
| “ Put up your haunds, ladrone.”

! The Kid’s handsome face flushed at
the word.

But the Mexican's finger was on the
trigger, and the gun looked him full in
the face. Slowly, with a glint in his
eyes, the Kid elevated his hands over
his Stetson hat. For once the Kid had
been taken off his guard. He had not
locked for danger from a fat, swarthy
Mexican cattleman.

“Say, feller, what's this
drawled the Kid. “You
look like a hold-up man.”

Don Felipe laughed, showing
white teeth through his black beard.

“You know me?” he asked.

“Not from Adam,” answered the
Kid, “and I'm sure honing to know
why you're pulling a gun on me.”

“But you were watching this trail
for me?”

“Guess again,” said the Kid.

“Todos los Santos!” said Don Felipe.
“You cannot deccive me, senorito. You
are the Rio Kid.”

“Right in once,” agreed the Kid
cheerfully. “You fizure on earning the
thousand dollars they're offering for me
at Frio?"”

“No, senor. I figure on saving the
dollurs in my saddle-bags,” answered
the Mexican. “I have heard of you—
they talk of nobody eclse at Gunsight.
To-day you are riding witheut a mask
on your face, but I know your lLorse, and
I have been warned to watch out for
vou. Your desecription is well known,
amigo.”

The Kid knitted his brows.

He understood now.

Once more he was being called to
account for the desperate reputation
of the secret bandit who was riding the
Gunsight trails under his name.

“Keep your hands up, senor,” said
Don Felipe. "I am giving vou time
to say your prayers before I fire.”

“Shucks1” said the Kid.

game ?"”
sure don't

his

“You

drop.

13,

FOE ®
OUR ROARING LONG COMPLETE
YARN OF THE WILD WEST,

STARRING THE RI10 KID,
BOY OUTLAW!

reckon you’re going to shoot me up,
you durned greaser?”

“8i, senor,” answered the cattleman
with perfect coolness. “I am not riding
on to be shot in the back after I leave
you. I know your ways, amigo. You
have shot six men in this country in the
last few months; but—por los Santos—
you will not add another notch to your
gun on my account.”

The Kid breathed hard.

The revolver was steady; the
Mexican’s eyes glittered over it. Ha
was ready to pull trigger at the first
movement of the Kid to reach for a
gun. The Rio Kid had been in many
a tight corner, but he realised now that
he was in one of the tightest corners
of his life. But he was quite cool us
he watched the cattleman’s swarthy,
determined face over the levelled gun.

“Bay, feller,” drawled the Xid,
“you've sure got the drop on me, and
it's your say-so. But I guess you want
to let me put you wise before you begin
burning powder. T'm telling you that
I ain't the galoot that’s been shooting-
up the guys around Gunsight. That
galoot is a rancher, who's borrowed my
name to ride under. That's sure why
he covers his face with a mask.”

Don Felipe shrugged his shoulders.

“I’'m giving you the straight goods,
dog-gone you!" said the Kid. *“That
hombre paints his horse to look like
mine, and sports goatskin chaps, aud
calls himself the Rio Kid; but if you
saw him with his mask off you wouldu't,
sce me.”

Another shrug from the cattleman.
“You ain’t taking that in?"” asked tho
Kid. .
“No, senor,” grinned the Mexican.

“Dog-gone  you,” said the XKid
angrily, “if I was here to hold you up,
do you figure that I'd have let you get
the drop on me like that-a-way ?"”

The Mexican looked perplexed for a
moment. It was not like the desperate
rider who had been raising Cain in
the Gunsight country to ride into a trap
as the Kid had done.

But Don Felipe shook his head.

He was not taking risks. Ho had ten
thousand dollars in his saddle-bags and
only one life to lose. And the masked
man who robbed on the Gunsight trails
was ruthless, and few men in the section
doubted that if he was seen without his
mask it was the face of the Rio Kid
that would be reyealed. If the
Mexican was dealing with the desperate
bandit there was only one thing that
could save him and his dollars, and
that. was to ehoot while he held the
And that was what Don Felipe
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fully intended to do. If there was a

doubt, he could niot afford to give the (

Kid the benefit of it.

Neither could he afford to make an | his hands above

attempt to take the ountlaw prisoner.
The Rio Kid was known to be lightnin
on the draw, and half a chance woul
be enough for him.

*1 am sorry, senor,” said the Mexican
with ironical politeness, ‘1f, as you
say, another ladrone has heen riding
under your name, you will suffer for
his "‘sins. 1 cannot take chances. I
have but one life, and, carambo, it is
dear to me! If you have a prayer to
say, lose no time.”

The Kid's eyes gleamed.

The man meant to shoot, and the
levelled gun was only six feet {rom the
Kid. To reach for a gun was [utile;
there was no time, even for the
lightning-like Kid. The Kid did not
reach for a gun.

“1 guess it’s your say-so,” he drawled.
“You've sure got the goods on me,
greaser. Shoot, and be durned to you!”

Crack ! .

But cven as.the Mexican was pulling
the trigger the Kid flung himself back-
wards over his lorse’s tail and went
with a crash to the earth, and the
“bullet that had been intended to crash
through his brain tore a lock of hair
from his head and spun his hat acrvoss

the trail. It grazed the skin, und a
trickle of blood ran down the Kid's
ace.

*Carambo!”’

A swift leap saved the Kid from a
second bnllet that crashed into the sun-
beked earth au inch [vrom him as he
leaped.

The Meaican had no time to fire
again; for the INid’s fist crashed into
his ribs like a lump of iron, and hurled
him from the saddle with a etunning
crash to the earth.

The pinto flung up its hecad and
dashed away down the trail with empty
stirrups swinging.

The dazed Mexican raised himself on
his elbow, his right hand still gripping
his revolver. But the Kid's gun was in
his hand now, aimed at the furious,
swarthy face.

“ Dyop it!"”

And Don Felipe Santander let hiz ve-
volver fall into the grass.

THE S8ECOND CHAPTER.
Not a Hold Up!

“ "ARAMBO "
‘ “Aw, cut it out!” snapped

the Kid, “Swearing won't
buy you anything, you dog-
goned greaser. Thunder, 1 guess I'vo
a hunch to spill your juice. Get on your
feet and, if yoa touch a gun, vou sure

get-yours so sudden you'll never know
what hit you.”
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Don Felipe scrambled up.
“Put up your paws, feller.”
The Mexican shrugged, and lifted
his head. He was at
the Kid’s mercy now, and sl dazed
by the sudden furn of Fortune’s wheel.
The Kid dabbed at the trickle of crim-
son on hia face., His eyes gleaed
at the man from Mexico.
“You dog-goned greaser!”
he growled. “I guess there
atn’t a Mexican born yet that
could put it over on me. Buf
it sure was a close call. And
now, why shouldn't I fill you
full of holes, you goldarned

“8eror—" [faltered the
Mexican, his swarthy face
growing white, :

“Aw, forget it!” growled
the Kid. 1 ain't shooting,
you durned locoed mosshead !
Now, you figure that I'm that
fire-bug that rides this section
with 8 rag over his face, and
calls himself by my name?”

The cattleman nodded.

“Well, I guess I'll prove up
that I ain’t, clear enough even
for a bonehead like you,"” said
tho Kid, his good humour re-
turning. “You was hitting for
Gunsight 2"

“Si, senor.”

*To buy cattle, I guess?”

:'Sl, senor,”

‘And you got a good-sized
roll in your rags?”

Santander nodded.

“ Well, you goldarned gink,
you ecan ride on to Gunsighr,
and take your roll with you,”
growled the Kid. “Pick up
your gun, and get to your
cayuse, and hit the trail.”

The Mexican stared at him biz o kly,

Senor_———’_’ he faltered.

The Kid picked up the cattle-iuyer’s
revolver by the butt, and shoved Jv back
into the holster under Sanzander's
Ecrape. :

“I guess you'M want that, if v~ meet
up with the galoot that's be¢n riding
under my name,” he said.

‘The Mexican could only gasp.

*And I'll put you wise to this,” added
the Kid. *“If Poker Poindexzzer, of
Gunsight, knows that you're rid.~x this
trail with a big roll, yow’ll meet = o with
that fire-bug sure enough, I'm “wiling

i you that Poker Poindexter, of 17~ Poin-

dexter ranch, is the galoot whe 1ides
in a mask. You get me?”

Don Felipe sla.mﬁ.

“It is to the Poindexter rar.. that
I zo, senor, to buy cattle,” he :z .

The Kid laughed grimly.

" Poindexter’s expecting you
he demanded.

*8i, senor."

“Then you want to waick out,
between here and Gunsight,” .:lnned
the Kid. "I guess if Poindexter: wise
to it that you're riding the trail ~sday
with a [at roll, you'!i;! want a:, your
luck to get that roll safe into wwn.”

The Mexican could only stare.

“But, senor—"" he stutterel.

"“Oh, quit chewing the rag, a~.® beat
it,” interrupted the Kid, “I’'m t.rough
with you."”

The astonishment in the cattle-myer’s
face was almost ludicrous. He could
not doubt that his life and he roll
were to be spared, as the Kid waved
him away; but he did not undessiand.
Poindexter ho knew as a rancher who
had sold him cattle more than coew. and
the Kid's accusation see wid to
him. And though the Kid spared him,

e ey
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and spared his dollars, he did not be-
lieve that the outlaw of ¥Frio was not
the masked rider of the Rio Claro. He
did mot know what to think; and he
could only stare at the Kid blankly.
The Kid made an impatient gesture.

“Beat it,”” he repeated. "There's
your cayuse—beat it—und you can sure
tell them jaspers in Gunsight that the
Kid ain’t the all-fired fre-bug they
think he is,”

*“&i, senor,” gasped the Mexican.

His piuto had stopped at a distance
on the plain, and was cropping the
grass, The Mexican started towards
the horse, but with more then one back-
ward glance.

Plainly the fear was in his mind that
the outlaw was semchow fooling him,
and he more than half-expected a shet
to ring out.

The Xid watched him grimly.

11e had set himself the task of prov-
ing that the bandit who used his name
was not himseli. If he had doubted that
the task was difficult, he realised it
now: for the cattle-buyer fromn Mexico,
although his life and his dollars were
spared, still doubted him. Again and
again the Mexican glanced back in
doubt and uneasiness, his look betraying
only too plainly that he believed this
was some trick to serve some unknown
purpose of the trail-robber.

Ho reached his horse at
leaped into the saddle.

Instantly he set spurs to the animal
and das away at top speed.

The Kid smiled a grim smile. The
man was not giving him a chance to
change his mind. Tho Mexican rode
hard, snd took a course that placed the
timber island between himself and the
boy puncher of Frio. N

"The pesky ginkl" growled the Kid.

last and
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tail, and went with

(See Chapter 1.)

The galloping lhoofs died away on the
praivie: the Mexican vanished beyond
the timber.

He was gone—and gone in the belief
that he had navrowly escaped the ruth-
less trail-bandit of the Gunsight coun-
try. That was all the impression the
Kid had made on the mind of Don
Felipe Santander.

The Kid rubbed his head where the
Mexican's bullet had grozed the skin.

“The dog-goned geck i Goldarn him
and all greasers!” grow the Kid.
“But I reckon he will be put wise. If
Poker Poindexter knows he’s on this
trail with a big roll, he won’t get
through to Gunsight without being held
up. That’s a cinch.”

The Kid remounted his mustang.

He knew—and he alone—that Poin-
dexter was the secret bandit. And his
chance had come at last for getting the
goods on the desperado who had used
his name and blackened it in the sight
of all men. He rode at a gallop in the
direction the Mexican catile-buyer had
taken. i

It waos impossible to keep the man in
sight. The country was one of high
erass and rolling ridges, broken by
timber islands and bunches of post-oaks.
But the track of the Mexican's horse in
the grass was more than enough for the
Kid. Once or twice he had a glimpse
of the cattie-buyer’s big sombrero bob-
bing over the grass a good distance
ahead.  The Mexican was heading for
Gunsight as fast as his pinto could
stride, perplexed by his escape, but keen
lo give the outlaw no second chance.

That he would reach Gunsight sale the
Kid did not believe for a moment. The
Kid would have laid a hundred dollars
fo a red cent that the masked rider was
laying for him on the trail. The dollars

“ Shoot, and be
durned to you ! !’ drawled the Kid. Crack ! But
even as the Mexican was pulling the trigger, the
Kid flung himself backwards over hla horse’s
a orash to the ground.

in the cattle-buyer's saddle-bags were a
prize that the 3espcrada would pever
miss, if he knew—and he knew, eince
Poker Poindexter knew.

Suddenly, from the rolling plain ahead,
came the loud bark of a revolver,

The Kid laughed grimly. .

The Mesican's trail, before him, ran
into a timber island, shadowed by big
cottonwoods. And the bark of the re-
volver told the Kid that that
clump of timber was the
cover the masked outlaw had
picked for holding up the
buyer, who was going to Poin-
dexter’s ranch with dollars in
lie saddle-bags. A gun leaped
irto the Kid's hand, and le
zave his horse the spur.

“0Old hoss, 1 guess we've
got a cinch on that fire-bug!”
+aid the Kid, and he dashed
on at full gallop.

ia
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THE THIRD GHAPTEB.

The Man in the Mask!

@ UESTRA SENQRA I”

N stuttered Don

Felipe Santander.

He was taken
uiterly by surprise.

Danger, he believed, was
behind him; and he was
riding through the timber at
a gallop, where the trail
wound under the vast branches
of iall cottonwoods, anxious
only to put a greater distauce

‘ bhetween himself and the out-
law he had escaped. Danger
ahead he did not dream of.

But it was ahead the danger

lay.

I"rom &n opening in the
timber a horseman with a
mask on his fece cmerged

into view, with revolver raised.

Santander stared at him. The levelled
revolver was a warning; but the Mexican
did not halt. He drove the long
Mexican spurs into the pinto’s flanks,
and dashed on desperately, risking his
Jife to save his roll. The revolver rang,
and the pinto made a convulsive leap,
and crashed down in the grass. San-
tander was hurled half-stunned from the
saddle.

“You durned greaser!’ came a savage
voice from under the mask, as the horse-
man rode closer, his eyes glittering at
Don Felipe through the holes in the
mask. ‘‘Put up yonr paws, you geck,
afore I drive a bullet through your
cabezal”

The Mexican struggled dazedly to his
feet. He lifted his hands over his head.
His horse lay dead in the trail, killed
instantly by the bullet that bad crashed
into its brain. The glcam in the masked
rider's eyes told that he was inclined
to send a second bullet crashing throngh
thz Mexican’s head, and ¥elipe San-
tander knew that his life hung by a
thread.

He made no effort to reach ‘the gun,
which the Kid had replaced in hie belt
under the serape. Ilis dusky hands went,
promptly over his sombrero.

“Senor! Tlold your hand!”
gasped. “‘I will not resist.”

The masked man laughed scoffingly.

“1 guess you're wise, you gol-darned
greaser! I reckon you wouldn’t live
long, if you aimed to pull on the Rio
Kid?”

The Aexican started convulsively.

“The Rio Kid!"" he gasped.

ﬂsure !l'

- X\J-im -
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“You—youn—you, senor, you are the
Rio Kid!” stuttered the Mexican.
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“I guess thai’s what they call me, to
home in the Frio country, and if you've
heard of me, Fou sure know that you
better not play any tricks!"” snapped the
masked man,

““Por todos los Rantos!” gasped the
Mexican.

He stared at the man. He was of zlim
build, not unlike the Kid. The mark
of his grey mustang was black; the
animal looked a twin to the Kid's steed.
He wore goatskin chdps, like the Frio
puncher, There was a band of silver
nuggets round his Stetson hat, the well-
known sign of the Rio Kid. But for his
late meeting with the Kid, a few miles
back on the praivie trail, Don Felipe
would have had no doubt. But he knew
now that the masked man was Iying;
he kunew that this could ot be the Hin
Kid, whom he had left behind him on
the trail. ’

The Kid had told him the {ruth; that
a secret bandit was riding in his name.-~
Felipe Santander knew that now,

The masked man eyed him grimly.

“I guess I ain’t no time {o waste!”
he ¢napped. “Jud Blake is riding the
prairie to-day, I reckon, and I ain't no
hunch to meet up with the marshal of
Gunsight. 1 reckon know you,
preeser—you're Felipe Santander [rom
Chihuahua, and I guess you've got a
good-sized roll. Where you stacked it,
say 7"’

The Mexican made & gesiure towards
the fallen horse. £

“*In them saddle-bags 77 demanded the
outlaw,

Y 8i, ecner,”

““1 guess von want {o sort it oul, and
you want to do it quick!” snapped the
mwan in the black mask. ‘‘Pronto,
hombre !

**8i, senor!”’ [altered Don Felipe.

“Keop in mind that I've got yon
covered,” growled the trail-robber.
“You irr any tricks, greaser, and you
get yours sudden.”

“I am at your merey, senor,” saidl
Santander.

“Bort out that roll, pronto.” .

The Mexican slepped to the hody of
the horse, and knelt in the graes beside
it. The revolver in the outlaw’s hand
bore full upon him, a ready finger on
the tvigger. The Mexican’s manner was
al! obedience; but there was a gline
in his black eyes. The loss of the dollars
in his saddle-bags meant ruin to the
cattle-buyer; and with all his submissive
look, he was prepared to.take the most
desperate of chances.

He fumbled at the saddle-bags. The

: horseman raoped ont an impatient oath.

“*Pronto, I’m telling you!”

i, eepor.”?
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Through the holes in the mask, the
horseman's eyes glittered to and fro.
The trail. winding’ t_hroug,h I:he_l::ml_)er,
allowed little view in either direction.
It was a good spot for a hoId—up, hidden
from zll eyes, At the same lime, any
rider on the trail could not have been
seen till ho was close at hand. Aml‘Lhe
outlaw knew that the marshal of Guu-
sight was riding the prairie that day—
there was little that went on in the
cow-town that he did noL know,.

e was almost feverishly impatient.

"l.‘lPronto!" he snarled. By the big
thunder, you waste one sccond, greaser,
and I'll lay you in the trail as dead as
Abs Lincoln." .

The Mesican submissively opened the
saddle-hags. From one of them he drew
a thick wad of notes, and the eyes
through the mask glittered at the sight
of it. He stepped to the horseman and
held it up—and at the same instant he
reached for the gun hidden under his
serape and flashed it out.

The masked man fired instantly,

It was a desl::rata attempt—and it
failed. Refore the Mexican could pull
trigger, the masked man’s bullet struck
him down.

With a loud cry, Felipe Santander fell,
his revolver dropping from one hand, the

wad of notes from the other, into the
grass, )

The horseman glared at him over the
smoking gun.

“] guess you would have it!" he
snarled, . 3
The Mexican sank bank, with a deep
an. A crimson stream reddened the
fold of tho serape over his breast, and
his dusky face was white.

With a curse, the horseman sprang to
the ground, to help himself to the loot.
At the same moment there came the
thunder of horse’s hoofs on the trail
through the timber.

The masked man started, and spun
-round towards the sound. .

The approaching rider was not yot in
sight, but was close at hand, screened,
so far, by the trees along the winding
trail. A fierce oath dropped from the
masked man.

A zecond more, and the Rio Kid was
riding down on him, and the gun in his
hand was rattling. But the masked man
had already leaped back into the saddle,
and dashed his spurs into the flanks
of his mustang. FEven as the Kid burst
inta sight and began to fire, the maskad
man rode desperately in the opposite
direction, and vanished ronnd the wind-
ing turn of the trail.

%n the grass lay the wad of notes,
unhceded, close by the nerveless hand
of tiie man he had shot down. A
sccond's delay would have sealed the
outlaw’s fate, but he did not delay the
fraction of a second. He rode madly.
plying whip and spur, and vanished
from the sight of the Rio Kid round the
winding Lrail, though, swift as he was,
the rapid shots of the boy puncher went
verv close,

The Kid's glance turnced on the man
who lay in his blood in the grass of the
trail. His impulse was to ride on, in
hot pursnit of the outlaw, to ride him
down and force him to stop and fight for
his life. It was the chance he had long
sought, and swift as the masked man’s
steed was, the Kid would have relied
on his_mustang to win the desperate
racc. But as he roached the spot whero
the cattle-buyer lay, the Kid drew rein.
! The outlaw had shot down the hapless
man, ond to leave him weltering in his
blood, unaided, was not. the Kid’s way.
Reluctantly he drew rein, and with the
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fleeing hoof-beats of the outlaw still in
his ears. bent over the Mexican. 1f the
man was dead, it was but a moment
lost—a moment that would be swiftly
regained by the fleet-fonted mustang.
But a groan from the DMexican told
that he lived.

“Dog-gone it!" growled the Kid.

He stood for a moment undecided,
The hoof-beats of the masked trail-
robber were fuint in the distance now,
He was riding madly to escape, and
beyond the timber lay the open plain.
A few minutes, and he would be riding
the prairie, screened by the dotted
timber and the clumps of mesquite. The
Kid made a movement to remount his
horse, but he turned back to the
Mexican, Santander’s eyes were fixed
on him. The Kid could not rosist that
appeal.

*Dog-gone the luck!” he snapped.

“Senor,” came a faint whisper from
the Mexican.

The Kid sighed. To let his enemy
escape was bitter, but the Kid would
not stand for deserting a wounded man
—perhaps dying. He dropped on his
kneces in the grass beside the cattle-
buyer. 2

Santander tried to speak again, bul
his voice failed. He sank bnc%( heavily
in_the gras&, and his eyes closed. The
Kid, whose lifo had taught him esome-
thing of rough surgery, stripped aside
thoe serape and the velvet jacket under
it, and examined the wound in the
cattle-buyer’s breast; That the Mexican
would live, with care, was likely, but it
was plain that only prompt care could
save him. With his own neck-scarf,
torn in strips, the Kid staunched the
How of blood, and bound up the wound.
He worked swiftly and ecarefully, and
all that he could do for the wounded
mon was methodically done: and while
he tended the outlaw's victim the hoof-
beats of the masked man died away in
the distance and were lost.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Closa Call!
HE Rio Kid rose to his feet.
Ho had donc all he could, and

he had saved the life of the
_ Mexican cattle-buyer. But Don
Felipe Santander lay senseless in  the

grass, and the Kid was perplexed. To
lift himy on a horse was to rcopen the
wound ; all that could save him now was
to be carried in a litter to Gunsight,
where the cowboy doctor could tend
him. DBut that was not in the Kid's
power. amd to ride into Gunsight to
bring help for Lim was to ride into a
hornets’ nest.

“I guess this has get me beat!”
growled the Kid.

But the Kid was not given time to
think out that problem. There was a
suidden shout from the timber,

“Pat "em up!”

“0h, shueks!™ viueulaled the Kid,

Three men had leaped out from the
cottonwoods, and  three levelled
revolvers covered the Kid, Half-way
to his gun his hand stopped, just in
time to save his life. With a grim face
the Rio Kid put up his hands and faced
the marshal of Gunsight and his men,

“You sure win, Jud Blake,” he said
coolly,

“Keep 'em up!” said the marshal,
finger on trigger. “We've got you now,
by the great horned toad!”

“You sure have,” said the Kid bit-
terly, “and you've sure got the big
bonehead of Texas, nmrsha%_"

The three Gunsight men gathered
round him—Jud Blake,. the marshsl,
i+ and Tex Clew and Mohave, of the Poin-
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dexier Ranch, While the murshal held
his gun almost jummed in the TWil's
face, Tex and Mohave disarmed him,
And Tex ran a trail-rope round lim,
and bound his arms to his sides, Tho
Kid made no resistance. 'he marshal’s
finger was on the trigger, and a bullet
through the head would have been the
answer, The marshal of Gunsight was
taking uo chances with the Rio Kid.
Not till the Kid's arms were bound did
Jud Blake shove his revelver back into

its holster.

“Cinched!” he said, with a deep
breath. *You durned coyote, you're
cinched good, with the man you'vu shot
up at your feet! You sure ain't showed
your hoss-sense this time, Kid, 1 guess
you might have figured that that shoot-
ing might be heard, but I reckon you
never knew we was riding the prairie
so close. Cinched at last, Kid."”

“You dog-goned galoot!” said the
Kid. “You've sure sneaked through
the timber like a pesky gang of Apuches,
but you wouldn’t have got me if I
hadn’t been the prize bonchead. You
figure that I shot up that Greaser? You
gol-darned locoed gink, he was shot up
by the man that’s riding under my
name, and I sure was here to help him.”

The marshal grinned.

“¥ou won't get away with a yarn
like that, Kid,"” he sa.ig. “Durn my
boots, you made mme near belicve that
you was square when you talked turkey
to me the other day, and allowed that
you wasn’t the firebug that's raised Cain
round Gunsight. You sure did! Now
I've rope you in good, and enough
evidence to hang eovery rustler in
Texas.”

“ It sure is a cinch,” said Tex. *That
galoot allowed that it was our boss,
Jim Poindexter, who was riding the
trails with a mask on his face, and here
wo've got him dead to rights, with the
man he’s shot up lying at his feet. ¥
guess there ain't any more doubt,
marshal.”

“There sure ain't,” said Mohave,
“and I guess a rope and a branch is
what the guy wants, and wante bad.”

The marshal nodded.

“Git your riata, Tex,” he said
briefly.
“Sure!”

Tex went back through the timber.

The Kid smiled bitterly. While ha
had cared for the wounded man, he had
been caught in this deadly trap. The
marshal and his men had left their
horses and crept on the seene, gucssing
from the sound of shooting that there
was a hold-up in the timber., And now
they had him! The scnscless cattlo-
buyer could not speak, and nothing that
the Kid could say would save him.

“Jud Blake, you're a durned locoed
mosshead,” said the Kid. “I'm telling
you that I never shot up that Greaser,
and if you look at himn you'll sure sce
thul T've banduged hing good,"

“That won't let you out,” answered
Jud Blake. “If you've bandaged the
guy, you surc shot him up first, and
that's a cinch. Why, there's his dollars
Iying in the grass this minute.”

“1 tell you——"

“ Forget it!” interrupted the marshal.

Tex ecame back through the trees with
the lasso. He threw ono end over a
high branch.

The Kid’s face paled a little.

“You ain’t toting me into Gunsight?”
he asked.

“I sure ain't,” answered the marshal
omphatically. “It wouldn't help you
any if I did; the boys would lynch you
on sight. But you're too dyog~goncd
slippery for me to take chances with
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you, Kid, You've been roped in before,
and you've got clear—more'n once, 1
reckon. You're caught in the act, and
you're going up, pronto.”

“I guess you're in a powerful hurry,
marshal,” said the Kid quietly. "w‘.“
till that galoot’s able to speak, and he'll
sure tell you that I saved him from the
man who shot him up.”

Jud glanced at the insensible Mexican.

“We ain't wasting time on you, Kid,"”
he answered. * You've shot six galoots
in this country, and you've tried to put
it on that rancher Poindexter—and I
guess you talked so well, you near made
me believe you was giving me the
straight goods. You got the gall to
stand for the same story, with that guy
Santander lying at your feet? Sho!
You sure take me for some soft Rube,
you sure do!™

“Let him speak—" S

“You make me tired, Kid,” said the
marshal. “I guess you get yvours here
and now, pronto. Pul that rope on him,
Tex.”

*“You bet!” grinned Tex.

“Oh, search me,” said the Kid. “It
sure gets my goat to go up atl the hands
of o ﬁunch of prize boobs, it sure does!
Go ahead with the funeral, marshal,
and be durned to you!”

There was a groan {from the wounded
Mexican. His black eyes opened, and
etared wildly on the scene.

A flush of hopo came into the Kid's

face. His eyes fixed anxiously on the
wounded man.

“You sure seem hard hit, Santan-
der,” said the marshal. “But I guess
we'll get you to a doc when we're
through with this galoot. You're going
to ses him strung up."

The Mexican started.

“8Senor! Ho saved my life!”
gasped

“You mean to say it wasn't ihis
galoot shot you up?” roared the mar-
shal of Gunsight.

“No, gzenorl”

“Waal, carry me home to die!”

“It was a masked man—who called
himself the Rio Kid,” said the Mexican
faintly. * He shot me—and this hombre
came to my aid! He bound up my
wound—he saved me——"

“Dog-gone my cats!” said Jud. 1le
scratchcf his hcad. perplexed. “This
here galoot is the Rio Kid, Santander.”

“I know! The man who shot me up
called himself by the same name!™ said
the cattle-buyer. “He was masked—he
rode for his life when this hombre came
u =

The Mexican had half-raised himself
in his eagerness.

“He is the Rio Kid, but he saved me
from the outlaw!” he eaid faintly.
“If T live T owe him my life.”

There was a long silence. The mar-
shal of Gunsif:ht looked at the Kid,
and then slowly threw aside the riata.

He made & sign to Tex, who released

he

"

the boy puncher’s arms. The marshal
po‘"nlt!edtfpt. ithcl.] Kid’s horse.
cat it!” he said laconically.
he Kid smiled. v

“I reckon you're wise to it now, mar-
shal, that I'ain't the pesky fire-bug
t.ha_;é’s called himself by my name,” he
said,

“I guess that's proved,” answered the
marshal.  *There’s sherifis in Texas
that want to rope you in, Kid, but I
guess that sin’t my funeral. You ain't
the fire-bug we want, and you've got
into this cinch by helping a man what
was shot up by that fire-bug. I reckon
I ain’t got no gmuch agin you. There’s
vour hoss, and there’s your guns—and
you want to hit the trail.” Jud Blake
hesitated a moment, and then held out
his_hand. *‘Shake, and beat it!”

While the marshal and his men were
making a litter of branches to carry
the wounded Mexican to the cow-town,
the Rio Kid rode out -of the limber.
That night, all Gunsight heard the news,
and knew, beyond doubt, that the
masked outlaw who had made himself
tho terror of the section was not the
Rio Kid. But who he was was #till un-
known—though the Kid was resolved
that it should bo known, before he rode
out of the Gunsight country.

THE END.

{Don’t miss—"“ THE RAIDER'S LAST
TRAILI" next week’s roaring long com-
plete story of the Rio Kid. "It’s full of
thrills.)
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MEET THE RIO KID, BOY OUTLA

W, BEL.OIT!

G- RAIDERS LAST TRAIL|

RALPH REDWAY

C

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
z ~ Under Suspleion ! .
OKER POINDEXTER rode into
P the cow-town of Guunsight from
the prairie trail.

It was sundown; and shadows
were lengthening in the dusty street.
Alrcady the naphtha .amps of the Four
Aces saloon were alight.

The rancher checked his grey
mustang, as he came within tho radius
of light from the ealson. The Four
Aces had an almost irresistible attrac-
tion for the most inveterate gambler in
the Rio Claro country. DBw he did not
halt. He rode on up the street to
llake's shack. Many curious glances
were turned on kim as he rode. The
Cunsight men returped his greetings
as he passed them, but in almoss every
tran's look was something that the
raichier did not fail to notice, some-
thing that hinted of doubt and reserve,

Jud Blake, the marshal of Gunsight,
wns scated on & bench outside his
hark, smoking lhis pipe, and slaring
thauglnfnlly down the dusty street. Ho
watehed the rancher curiousiv as he
rode up. Poindexter pulled rein, and
dismonnted, throwiug his reins over a
|-f:\r_

“vendn!, Jond "

The marshal gave him a curt nod.

*I guess 1've been expecting to hear
from you, Jud!" said Poindexter.

“Sho '™ said the marshal.

OUR BREATHLESSLY THRILLING LONG

OMPLETE WILD-WEST YARN.

“It's near a week since we was on
the trail of that fire-bug from Frio,
the Rio Kid. You ain't leiting up on
him. I reckon?” :

“1 guess I ain't honing to rope in
that Kid|" unswered Jud Blake. *“I
ain't wanting to sce him any.”

“You ain't wanting to sce the galoot
that shot up the last marshal of this
burg?” said Poindexter. “I guess I'm
ready to take the trail with my outfit,
when you give the word, Jud. ¥ou
don't reckon the Kid has hit the trail
out of this section?"

v Nf‘lp(!.“

“Then why ain't you trailing him?”
demanded the rancher, knitting his
brows, “You ain't figuring to let
bim run loose?”

Jud shook his head,

“1 guese the Kid ain™t the man we
wanl, Poindoexter,” ho answered slowly.
“That masked. galoot that's shot up
half a dozen puys in this section ain’t
the Kid He's rode under the Kid's
name, and he had us all fooled for a

long time; but wo're rure wise to it
now., ITo ain't the Xid, and never
was, "

“Quit fonling!” enapped Poindexter.
“You ain't taking the word of an out-
law that's wanted by half the sheriffs
in Texast”

“1 guess it's proved up,” said the
marshal stolidly. “The Kid <hipped in
when that masked guy shot up San-

The Rio Kid cvowed ke would wune
mask the Unknown Reider, and with
relonticss cunning ho has stuck to his
task. And now—fortune Javours this
daredevil adventurer of Texus!

tander, the Mexican cattlebuyer. T
guess he can't be two people at once,
Poindexter. Ho sure saved that
Greaser's life after he was shot up.
That fire-bug fooled us good by calliing
hiniself by the Kid's name. But we're
wise to his trick now."”

“You don't belicve it was the Rio
Kid that's been riding the trails with
a mask on hia face?”

“Sure not.”

“What you reckon the Kid's doing in
this country, then?” demanded the
rancher,

“1 guess he’s hunting for the galoot
that's n_using his name,” answered
th2 marshal—" and that’s the galoot we
want, too I ture know mow that if
we want the fre-bug who's been raising
Cain in thir section we want to look
nearer homo for him." 3

Poindexter breathed hard.

“8o that's yonr idea, Jud?"”

d.‘rep!n 2

“And you've let up on the Rio Kid%”

“Sure.”

“He's got you fooled !" sneered Poin-
dexter.

“Forgot it!" answered Jud. “That
masked guy, who called himself by the
Kid's name, shot up Santander, and the
Kid came along in time to save the
Greaser's life. That proves it up  Dog-
gone it, Poindexter. you know it as
well as I do. What you giving me?”

The rancher’s eyes gleamed at him.

“And you got an idea who the fire-
bug is, if he ain't the Kid?" he asked.

Jud did not reply to that.

“That outlaw's geen telling the world
that I'm the man,” said %’oindcxter.
“He's shouted it out, and all Gunsight's
wise to it. You reckon so, Jud?”

The marshal shrugged his shoulders.

“If 1 reckoned so, Poindester. you
wouldn't be standing there chewing the
rag,” he answered. “You'd be swing-
ing from & cottonwood at the end of
a riata.”

;‘Tlant means that you don’t believe
it_!,

“Sure, I don't.”

“Tho boys have’been giving me the
marble-eye, and you sure didn't look
all-fired pleased to see me, Jud,” =aid
the rancher, with a sneer.

Jud looked at him directly.

“I'll give you straight talk, Poin-
dexter. You ain't exactly undsr sus-
picion, on an outlaw’s word, but——"

“But whatl” sneered the ransher,

“] gucss thia here burg wants to
know.” said Jud slowly * Scme galoot
has been robbing and shooting, and
using the Rio XKid's name as cover 1
guess that was to suve his own hide,
The Xid's shouled out that youre the
man. Well, whoove. the man is, I
reckon he's some galoot that helongs to
this section—some galoot that -vanted
the moriey he's raised on the trails.

Tae Poruiar.—No. 533,
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Every man 1o Gunsight knows that you
lose more money at pokesr and faro
than your ranch ever earned. I've seen
you lose two thbousand dollars in the
Four Aces, and you sure never raiscd
the money on your ranch. Where did
you raise it, feller?” :

“That's my business.”

The marshal nodded. & e

“Sure!” he assented. * But you can’t
blame the boys for wondering a fow
whether there may be suthin’ in what
the Kid's shouted out. Dollars. don't
grow on mesquite-bushes, and they ain’t
picked up in the arroyos. There's
another thing—" .

He paused.

“Spill it!"” sneered the rancher.

“That Mexican galoot, Santander,
was coming to your ranch to buy cattle,
with ten ﬁxousnnd dollars in his rags.
He was held up on the trail. You was
wise to it that he was coming along
with the dellars.”

““Aeaning that I laid for him on the
_ trail?”

“I ain't eaying so,” answered Jud.
“But s'pose he had got to your ranch
with the dcllars? You ain't any cattle
to sell. Every longhorn on your ranch
is under mortgage. 1t sure looks—"

He broke off again. :

“1 ain't taking the Kid's word that
vou're the man,” he said. “Bat it
don’t look quite square, Poindexter;
and you can’t blame the boys if they
look cross-cyed at you.”

“] guess they can look as they
durned-well like,” eaid the rancher
sullenly. “I tell you, the Rio Kid's

got you fooled. You're taking an out-
law's word against a cow-man that was
raised in this country.”

“I ain’t,” said Jud. “Not any!
But it's a sure thing that the Kid ain’t,
the man we want, and I'm letting him
alone.”

Poindexter ewung away, and re-
mounted his horse. He rode slowly
down the dusty street of Gunsight.

His brow was black, and his thoughts
Intter. As he came again in the:light
of the Four Aces, he checked his horse.
* For a few moments he sat in the
saddle, staring moodily at the open
doorway of the salocon In the brightly-
lighted interior, ho had a glimpse of
the poker tables and ' the crowd
gathered round the faro lay-out.

If the rancher had thought of resist-
ing the temptation that had already
brought him to ruin, it was only for a
brief space. He dismounted, hitched his
horse with a dozen others to the rail
outside the Four Aces, and strode into
the saloon.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Kid Falls Among Friends !

L HO!” murmured the Kid.

He backed his horse from the
trail into a clump of cotton-
woods. -

From the distance the sound of hoof-
beats had come to his keen ears, though
no rider was yet in sight. It was morn-
ing, and the Kid was riding the stage-
trail that ran between Gunsight and the
town of Claro, fifteen miles away up the
rivear. t

The hoofbeats eame from tho dirsstion
of Gunsight, and the Kid prudently
quitted the trail and took cover in tho
treea, y

All the cow-town knew by this time
that the masked raider was not the Rio
Kid, but that did not alter the fact
that the boy puncher was an outlaw, and
that he rode the trails of Texas with
his life in his hand. .

Backing into deep cover, the Kid

Tee Porurar.—No. 533.

peered out at the trail from a
screen of thick Spaniard’s-
beard among the branches

- round him.

. A bunch of horsemen came
in sight, galloping up the trail

THE HOLD-UP! ‘'Light dewn!' rapped out the masked
raider. The passsngers poured from the hack and stood In
a row In front of the outlaw. " Now drop your guns ! » camé
the next ordar. And they all cbeyed, for they knew the reputa-
tion of thie mierciless man who had held them vo. (See Chanter 3.3

from Gunsight,

At _ their head the Kid
recognised Jud Dlake, - the
marshal, and following the
marshal came six men; all of
whom the Kid had secen
before—when they had been
hunting him on the prairie.

The Kid smiled grimly.

He wondered whether the
marshal and his men were on
his trail. They bhad hunted
him long and hard in the be-
lief that he was the masked
raider who had used his name.
But now that they wera wise
to the truth the Kid reckone:d
that they might surely give
him a rest. ‘

TI’IO }]OTSC]’“L‘“ came on at a
gallop and looked as if they
were going to ride past the
clump of cottonwoods that
concealed the boy puncher.
But just abreast of it the
marshal drew rein. .

“I guess this will fix us,
you-uns,” he said.

- And the marshal rode into
the trees, followed by his

men, . ;
.The Kid's hand dropped on

a %un.

hey did not know he was
there, that was certain, for
not a man touched a weapon
as they rode under the cotton-
woods, DBut in a fow seconds
they would know.

“Thunder !” exelaimed Jid
suddenly.

Riding into the trees, ha
almost rode into the halted
horsemen there.  And  the
Kid, with a gun in cach hand,
sat in the saddle and covered
the marshal, smiling over the

ns.

“You looking for me,
Jud ?” he drawled. *You've
sure found me, whether you're
looking for e or not, feller.”

“Thunder!” repeated the
marshal.

Guns were gripped on all
sides. But Jud did not reach
to his belt. Doth the Kid's
%uns were looking at him, and

e was too wise to attempt to
draw,

“You don't want to burn powder,
vou-uns,” drawled the Kid. "I ain't
honing for trouble with any of you guys,
but if you lift a gun fou: town will
sure want a new marshal.” )

“ Forget it, Kid,” said Jud quietly.
“We ain’t arter you.”

“What you doing here, Kid?” de-
manded Tex Clew. *“You waiting for
the hack to come slong from Gun-
sight?” 2

‘Jest that,” agreed the Kid coolly.

“(ee, yon aiming to hold up the
hack, you dog-goned geck?”

The Kid-grioned.

“You big stiff,” he said good-

hummredl{: “if 1 was aiming to hold
up the hack I guess I wouldn’t put you
wise about it {:.luk I’m here to wait for
it, all the same, feiler.”

“And why?” demanded Jud.

“I'm honing to get a bead on that
fire-hug that's been using my name,”
said the Kid *“He's sure stopped the

on this trail more'n once. I've
been haunting this trail and keeping an

.Kid,” said the marshal amicably.

&y

eye open. 1 guess sooner or later T'll
cinch him in a huld-up.”

‘8o that's your game, Kid?”

“You've said it.”

The inarshal made a sign to his men
and guns were holstered. The Kid eyed
them warily, however,

“We ain’t got no trouble with yo}.ui
a Continental red cent what
ut you in Frio. While I

ain’t carin
they say al

. figured that you was that fire-bug who's

shot up six men in this section I was
arter you with a rope. But that's
sure cleared up now. We're arter that
firw-buy, and I guess if you want teo
jino_the bunch you’re welcome.”

*Marshal, you're talking hoss sense,”
said the Kid, and bis guns slid back
into his holsters.

“You watch the trail, Tex,” said
.'l"i.ldé 5

“Surel —_—

“I guess T'll put you wise, Kid,”

said tho marshal. “I been chewing over
what you've said about Poindexter.
ain't gelieving that & Gunsight rancher



is such a pizen skunk as to turn trail-
robber and murderer. But I sure ain’t
satisfied. T guess it's coming to a cinch
now. That Greaser, Santander, is well
enaugh to move, snd he's going in the
hack to-day to Claro.”

“Sho!” said the Kid, with interest,
“And he's got his roll of ten thousand
dollars along?”

“That's it. Since he was shot up he
ain't doing any cattle-buying. e’s
hitting the trail back to Mexico now he
can move He's going to Claro to get
the regler stage. And all Gunsight sure
knows that he's going, with ten thou-
sand dollars in his rags.”

“Sho!” repeated the Kid. “You've
let it out to give that fire-bug a chance
10 wada in and grab itt”

I'he marshal grinned.

“Jest that!” he agreed. “I ain't
elieving anything agin Peindexter, but
now there's a doubt T ain't trusting him
any.  That's only hoss-sense. Poin-
deater knows that Santander will be in
the hack with his dollars. He don't
know that this bunch will be on hand
if there's a hold-up.”

ol sure get you,” said the Kid.
Murshal, if the galoot don't suspicion

¥You none he will hold up the hack to-

day for that bag of dollars.”
“He don't suspicion me none,’

Jud.

' said

“I've sure borrowed Tex there
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from his outfit, sending a
message that we're riding for
the Rio Grande couniry to
look for you.”

*Oh, shucks!”

.'T guess he beliéves, thia
ninute, that we're the other
ide of the horizon,” said Jud.
“If he’s the fire-bug you allow
I guess he won't figure on see-
ing us on this hyer trail.” °

The Kid grinned, :
Jud Blake declared that he

did not believe the accusation
against Poker Poindexter,
But that plan he ‘had laid
showed that he suspected him'
deeply.  Certainly, he was
acting as if ho thought it very
likely that Poindexter was the
man.

“Poindexter or not, the
galoot knows all that goes on
in Gunsight,” went on_the
marshal. ~ “I've spread it
round that we're hitting south
to the Rio Grande, and we
sure started at dawn, and
- we've rode = twenty miles
round, to cover our tracks.
Now we're here to sce the
hack pass—and we're foller-
ing on behind ail the way to
Claro. I guess if there’s a
hold-up we come on pronto.”

“Jud, you've got a whole
heap of solid hoss-sense,” said
the Rio Kid, “and I'm sure
riding with you, and 1 guess
if that bandit holds up the
" hack it will be’'the last hold-
up he will ever handle on this
* side of Jordan.”

-“You've said it,” agreed
Jud. :

There was a grim smile on
the face of the Rio Kid. He
had resolved never to guit the
Gunsight count: till  the
masked trail-bandit had been
brought to light and the truth
made clear-beyond all cavil
that he had falsely called him-
self by the name of the Rio
Kid. Under that name he
had robbed and shot with-
out merey, and the Kid had determined
to call him to account. -Long and
patiently had the Kid ridden the trails
n searc% of his enemy, and it seemed
to him that it was coming to a cinch at
long last.

For an hour the bunch of horsemen
waited under the trees till Tex gave
warning that the hack was coming.

They backed into deeper cover; but
the Kid watched the hack, as it passed,
from the screen of Spaniard’s-beard.
There were four passengers in the hack
for Claro, and one of them was Don
Felipo Santander, the Mesican cattle-
buyer, whose life the Kid had saved.
The fat, swarthy Mexican looked pale
and worn. He was well enough to
travel, but by no means recovered vet
from the wound the masked robber had
given him. No man in the hack
glanced towards the coltonwoods, or
had any suspicion that a bunch of
horsemen were hidden there.

The vehicle passed on with a rum-
bling of wheels, a clatter of hoofs, and
tho cracking of a whip. After it was
gone Jud signed to his men, and they
pushed out mto the trail.

“Foller on ! said the marshal.

The Gunsight men rode after the
hack, the Rio Kid with them. Far in
the distance the hack rolled on. It was
out of sight, for the trail was irregular,
winding here and there among clumps
of trees, or belts of tangled mesquite.

15

From the distance came the sound of
the driver's whip, eracking like a series
of pistol- But the sound grew
fainter in the distance, and died away.
. 'Five miles had passed under the_ fest
of the horses, when from"far ahead
came a sudden, sharp ring of a
revolver.

Jud Blake started. :

“J guesd that’s the signal.”
. “The ‘signal ?" repeated the Kid.

Jud grioned. - :
v ““Yes, Santander had it fixed to
us wise. Ride on, you "uns!” . - .

Gun in hand, the marshal and his
men swept on down the trail.

put

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Last Hold-Up !

i« ALT ;
_. The stage-driver from Gun-
: sight did not wait to be bid-

. den twice.

The hack was ten miles out of Gun-
sight. It was the loneliest part of the
trail that ran to Claro. :

A horseman with a black mask on his
face pushed his horse from the mes-
quite beside the trail, @ gun in his
hand.

The hack came to a swift halt. .

Every eye was turned on tho road-
agent as he rode up to the hack, re-
volver in hand.

That it was the “fire-bug * who had
s0 long haunted the trails in the Gun-
sight country was plain. His grey
mustang had a black muzzle. He wora
goatskin chaps like & cow-puncher, and
there was & band of silver nuggets
round his Stetson. It was the bandit
who rode under the name of the Rio
Kid. And though all Gunsight no
longer believed that he was the Kid, he
rode now under the same guise as be-
fore. Whether he was the Kid or naj,
no man in the hack reckoned on offer-
ing resistance. Whoever it was, hc was
the man who had shot six men dead in
as many months, and the sight of his

levelled gun was enough for the
passengers.

“ Light down!” he rapped out.

The passengers paurec} rom the hack.
Don Felipe Santander stepped out

slowly, and as he left the vehicle the
masked man eyed him curiously
through the holes in the mask.

“Drop your guns!” he rapped.

His revolver swayed, covering all the
four passengors as they stood in a row
in tho trail. All of them packed guns.

And they jerked the gums from their
belts, and dropped them into the trail,
Crack!

One of the revolvers exploded as it
was flung to the earth. .

“Put up your hands!” snarled the
rider. d

The passengers’ hands went up.

“Keep 'em up!” growled the trail
bandit. “You, Greaser, I guess you're
my mutton. You want to hand over
your roll pronto.”

“8i, senor.”

The Mexican ‘cattle-buyer slid his
hand under the folds of his serape. 1t
came out with a thick roll of bills.

The horseman’s eyes glittered through
the holes in the mask.

He took %ne roll with his left hand.

Thud, thud, thud!

The nasked horseman gave a violent
siart.

From the trail, in the direction of
Gunsight, came a thunder of horses’
hoofs.

The passengers turned eager eycs in
the direction of the sound. There was
a glint in the black eyes of the Mexican
cattle-buyer. .
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The masked man swung his mustang
round.

{\‘ibh tho roll of bilis still gripped in
l.is l¢ft band he rode away up tho trail,
turned from it, and dashed awuy
through & belt of mesquite. .

Thud, thud, thud! came the crashing
of hoofs, Scarce a minute after the
raider had fed, the bunch from Gun-
sight dashed on the scene.

Jud Blake drew rein.

“You Sautander! He's been here!”
} *Si, senor,” grinned the Mexican.
“Ho has taken my roll—the roll I had
prepared for him. He will not find it
of much value if he gets away with it.
Todos los, Santos!” " Ho pointed out the
way the masked rider had gone. * Fol-
low him, senores!*

““Ride !” roared the marshal.

- 'The bunch swept on.

. “By tho great horned toad !” said the
Rio Kid, ﬁis eyes gleaming. “ We've
sure got that fire-bug this time !”

“Ride !” yelled Jud.

The Gunsight men swopt through the
mesquite, Beyond lay the open prairie,
stretching for many a long mile away
from the banks of the Rio Claro.

Fur in the distance, riding hard, was
a horseman, plying whip and spur to
escape,

Fast on lis track rode the Gunsight

nmen. The quarry was in full view, and
revolvers rang as they spurred in
pursuit. *

The masked man rode desperately,

The grey mustang responded gsl-
lantly to his urging. It fairly flew over
tie rolling pratcie. But every man in
the: Gunsight bunch was riding a
picked horse. They kept up in the
chonze. And one of the bunch drew
ahead. It was the Rio Kid, riding ns
he had seldom ridden before. Slowly.
foot by foot, the mustang gained on the
fleeing trail-bandit.
y There was a grim smile on the Kid's
ace.

His gun was in hie hand; and more

than once he could have dropped the
fleeing bandit fromn his saddle. But Le
did not fire. He was pgaining, and that
was enough for the Kid. He would not
shoot the bandit in the back if he could
help it.

The head of the fugitive turned; the
eyves through the holes in the mask
glittered at the pursuers. His arm was
thrown up, and a shot rang sharply.

But it flew wild. A spatter of bullets
from the pursuers answered the shot,
and some of them whizzed very close to
the desperate rider.

He drove on his steed with whip and
spur. Far in the distance across the

rairic & line of low hills broke the

orizon to the mnorth. The masked
raider was aiming for the hills, where
he hoped to find cover and escape.
But ten miles of plain lay between him
and that possible refuge.

Gallop! Gallop!

The Gunsight l-i':muc!l rode hard and
harder. Two or three of them trailed
behiud, dropping from the race,

But the Rio Kid was still gaining,
though it seemed only inch by inch, and
Jud Blake was almost level with him.
Behind camo the rest of the bunch.
strung.out, riding furiously. Far from
the stage-trail, far from the sight of
the hack and the passengers, the chase
swept on over the prairie, mile after
mile racing under the galloping hoofs;
and, madly s he rode, the masked man
failed to shake off his pursuers—and ona
of them, at Jeast, gnined inch by inch,
foot by foot.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Lynch Law !l
OKER POINDEXTER stared
P back, his cyes gleaming des-
perately through the holes in the
mask.

o was riding like & madman; but as
he drove on the straining mustang with
whip and spur, he knew that the game
was up.

THE
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He knew that ho had been tiapped,

The marshal of Gunsight and his men,
whom he had believed to bo riding to
the Rio Grande, were behind him now,
in fierce pursuit., The Rio Kid, whoss
name he had used, whom he had mara
the whole section believo was the des-
perate raider of the trails, was riding
with the bunch behind Lim.

The game was up—unless the speed of
his horse could save him, and he knew
that it could not. If he could recach the
hills, and stand at bay; if he could
escape from sight long enough to dis-
card his outlaw garb, and wash the
black paint from tne muzzle of the grey
mustang—but he could not.

With ten minutes-~five minutes at his
disposal, he would have been eafe. But
ten seconds were not granted him. He
was in full view of the galloping bunch,
in full view of the Kid, who could have
sent whizzing lead into his back had he
chosen, nnd that he did not choose
could only mean that he was confident
of riding him down.

Poindexter grated his teeth with rage.

He had been trapped—deluded into
holding up the Guasight hack, with the
marshal and his men ready at hand to
chip in.  He understood it now. The
cxplosion of the Mexican's revolver, as
be had Aung it down had not heen an
accident, it had been a signal. He
knew it mow: With bitter rage in his
heart, he spurred madly on.

He had no mercy to expect if: he was
run down. One of his own men was 1o
the pursuing bunch; but Tex would
nooso the riate for his neck as readily as
any other man in the Gunsight country.
He had robbed on the trails. he had
shot without mercy, and if he was roped
in, the penalty had to be paid. H»
spurred and spurred the Hanks of the
straining mustang streaming crimson
under the cruel rowels.

He looked back again.

The Rio Kid was gaining faster now,
and the marshal was a little bchind.
Strung out in a long line, the rest of the
bunch foilowed on as fast as their horses
could stride. Poindexter's eyes blazed
through the holes in the mask at fho
Kid.

But he dared net stop to fire. A
minute's deluy would bring the whole
bunch riding down on him. He might
kili the Kid, but a volley from the rest
would lay him out ou the prairic.

He rode desperately on. Only a few
weeks before he had ridden with the
marshal in pursuit of the Rio Kid.
Now the Kid was riding with the Gun-
sight bunch in pursuiv of him, Jt was a
turn of fortune's wheel that he had
never dreamed of.  Fle cursed as ho
rode, gritting his teeth.

Whiz!

He heard the whiz of the lasso. In-
stinctively he bent forward, and spurrerd
madly, and the whirling lasso dropped
behind bim,

'The Kid coiled in tho rope as he rode
on_after tho fugitive.

Poindexter panted. The escape had
been narrow, nnd the next cast of the
laseo would not fail, for tho black-
muzzled mustang was gaiming on him
slowly but surely. .

With mad rage in his eyes, the
masked man whirled round his horse, his

un in his hanu. KFscape was beyond
Eope. unless he could drop the leaders
of the pursuit, :

But the Rio Kid wos watchful.

His gun was rcady.

Even as the masked horseman spun
round and raised hiz weapon, the Kid's
gun roared.
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Crash1

1t was the tossing hiead of the grey miustang that received
the Kid's bullet.

‘The animal went plungm to the earth, tosslng the masked
man into the grass ns it fcl F

He scrambled madly to hia feet.

He was dismounted now, ani hope was foue The Kid's
gun roared again as the outlaw scramnbled up, and the
revolver in his grip went spinning from a shattered hand.

There was a fierce yell from the masked man.

Wounded, desperate, ficreo as o cornered cougar, he tore
the second revolver from his belt with his Juft hand,

But it was too late. The Rio Kid was riding him down,
and the crasly of his horse sent the masked man sta, (},goring to
the carth. The Kid leaped from the black-muzzled mustang,
and his grasp elosed on the mien who wae rolling in the
grass

With a clatter of hoofs and a yell of triumph, the Gunsight
bunch galloped up.

They sprang from their bronclios, and hands were laid on
the struggling desperado on all sides.

It was khe finish. The marshal's grip was on one arm, the
Kid's on the other.

'lcx tore the black mask {from his facc, ;

crﬁ eye was fixed on tie face, convulsed with rage and
fury, that was revealed—the face of the ewner of the Poin-
dexter Ranch. =

“Thunder I roared Tex, *“It's sure the boss!”

“ Poindexter {” yelled the marshal.

The Kid smiled grimly. .

“1 reckon I allowed it wes Poindexter ! he said.

The rancher panted.

The game was up now; lie was unmasked ; and in the grim
faces round him he knew what was to follow. Six men of
Gunsight had fallen by his band in his desperate carcer as a
trail-robbér, under the name and guise of the Rio Wid. The
blood that had been shed had te be answercd for., Already
one of the Gunsight men was uncoiling a lasso.

The marshal made a gesture towards a tall cottonwood at
a little distance.

“Put him on a nn}uce * ha said.

“You've got me !” said Poindexter bitterly. “ You'd never
have got me but for that Kid! I'd go up -willingly if I'd
shot him up before I went 7 He ground his teeth.

“Feller," smd the Kid quietly, “you're sure going to goet
yours, end I ain’t no hunch to rub it in. You've shot up nien
that was your neighbours, with & mesk on your face, calling
vourself by my name. J guess if my luck hadn’t boen good,
it’s me that would have been struny up for what you've dcnc
You've sure asked for it, and you ain't got no kick coming.’

“Bring hun along {* zaid the marshal of Gunsight grimly.

The outlaw rancher, or the marshal's horse. was led
towards the cottonwood, his arms bound. The Rio Kid
did not follow. Iis work in the Gunsight country was done,
and he had no hunch to look on the :i'rlm punishment. of the
mnan who bad placed his erimes on him, and who, at long
last, had been unmasked and brought to justice,

While the Gunsight bunch led the bandit to his doom, the
Rio Kid mounted the black-muzzled musiang, and rode away
on the trail to the south.

Not once did the Kid look beck.

By the time the Gunsight men were through with their
grim work, and returncd to the horses, the Kid was out of
siglt, swallowed up in the distances of the grassy prairie,

Jud Blake and his men rode back to Gunsight. DBehind
them they left the raides swinging from a branch of the
cotlonwood—his desperate trail ended at last. They did not

“sce the Riv Kid agaiin, his trail-lod him-far [rom the cow-
town on the Rio Ciaro.

The Kid was riding for the Rio Grande.

In Gunsight there were many who were friendly to him
now, and who would not )have cared to remember that he
was an outlaw in his own country. The Kid, had he ridden
back tc Gunsight with the marshal’s burlf-h, would have
found friends there,

Dut the long arm of the law was still stretched out for
the boy outluw of Frio, and in his own land of Texas there
was no rest for the Rio Kid

The sun that rose on the prairie the following day [ound
the Kid on the south side of the Rio Grande; over the
horder, in Mexico. The Kid hiad no love for greascrs, and
he siphed as he looked back at the land he had left.

But the Rio Kid was not the man to grouse.  He had
rasolvad to tey his fortuue in a new country; end, with a
eheery heart and a cheery face, s turned hic back on the
border and rode inio Mesico,
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