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ROARING TALE OF THE WILD WEST, FEATURING THE RIO KID, BOY OUTLAW |
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By ravine and 1‘001(}’ canyon, 1n Llamng heat, the Texas Rangers trail the Rw Kid. &raw1ng closer and
But the Kid's a bad man to crowd—which the Rang‘ers :En& cut W]len
tlwey are led wnto an am]:)us}z of Re&s}nns !

closer to tlse fugﬂw*e Loy outfaw.

THE FIRST QHAPTER
Hunteyg }

hE Rie Kid rede into ithe Mal
. Pais for many rcasons, all of
them good; but with a clouded
brow and a discoptented heart.
It was an uninviting yegion of rock
and pinre and scrubby thicket, with
black barrancas and stony arrovoes,
waterless for the most part; haunied in
its savage recesses by the coyota and
the cougar and the rattlesnak@—fnl]v
deserung its  name of the Hayil
country.”
But the Kid had httle choice,
¥e was trailing
Ponies, the outcast Apache, and it was
in the Mal Pais that the dingy rem-

naut of the Apache tribe had their head:

guarters, ont of réech of tho Kangers
who would have rounded them up into
the rescrvation. And in the Mal Palis,
uninviting as tho “Lvil Country » was,
there was at least sccurity, And the
hunt was hot now at the heels of the
boy outlaw of ihe Rio Crande,

The Kid had_scjourned Iong across

the border, in Mexico; aud he had
figured thab when he came back 1o his
own country he wonld find himself, if
nat forgetten, ab least' overloaked, and
Ioft to ride bis own trail in peace. But
he had found his' memery gveen, on
the banks of the Rio Grapde, -

The pame and fame of the Rio Kid
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with Chief Many.

wore not likely to be forgetten; and
the news had spread from ranch to
rageh, from cow-town to cow- fown, that
the Kid was on the &rail again. And
the Kid, whe hated trovble, though it
st often came his way, and who would
willingly have
himself hynted with sven more than the
otd zesh.

He had partowly escaped the
sherifP’s posse from Blie Pins, belore
he had been three days back in Texas;
élnd to the very edge ol the 3Mal Pals

he bad becn -hunted by the Texas
Rangers,

Sinee it was known that the Kid was
in his own counity agsin, every hold-
up and shooting within a radins of
two hundred miles wus laid 1o his
charge, as of old.

It was sullicient for the door to be
unknown, for the deed to be laid io the
Kid. His name had become a legend
along the Rio Grande and the Pecos:
he was like Ishmacl of old—his hd.nd
against opvefy man, and every man's
hand agninst -him !

There were men who knew the Kid
beiter—the 6ld bunch on the Doubje-

Bar Ranch in the I'vio country aever-

believed the worst of him. But they
were few, The Xid’s reputation wasg a
desperate one, from the Staked Plain to
tho shotes of the AMcxican Gulf; and
his good deeds, which were many, were
unknown or fowom.n, while his wild
(Copyricht in 1he United Slates cf America.

-harmed  no man, found-

ways werg the talk of every cow-
town, and topic at every ;oundmp and
radeo.

At Trail End, on the edge of the Mal
Pais, the Kid bad ridden 'into the
town to buy mrtndges He g
bovght them-and-paid-for them-at-the-
store, Like gpy . other puncher, and
might have gantered out of the tows
unnoticed. Byt on the wall of the
storo was @ potice, seiting forth that
a reward of p thousand dollars was
offered for the Rio Kid.

The Kid could not resist the tempta-

“tion to’ spatter it with bullets, and he

found it Qﬁt&:im\mng io blot out the
print with & shower of lead] under the
staring eyes of & gai:hermg crowd.’

The alarm wwent up immedistely that
the Rio Kid iwas shooting up the toyn;
there as 2 rush. for. horses fm.&hg;
and only the Bid a}iajc?g_
saved the Ki) from paying de;;r]y A‘
his reckless entertainment. . ;

After which, the Kid rode dmto -'ﬂm
Mal Dais with Ohief Many Ponies,
realising that it would be hea.[thy for
bim to lie deggo for a-timei- - -

Under a blaging sun - tim Kid rode
along she bottom of-a—wide canyon,
Chiei Many Pgnics at his side on a
broncho., Whore tha chief had obtained
that cayuse, the Kid thought it better
not to ask. © Chief Many Ponies hagd
been afoot when the Kid fell in with
}nm now he was mnunted and it was
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a cinel that he had rnot houghy the
dorse, It hod come jnto his possession
while the Kid was “shooting up = Trail
€l . -

The Kid, like evezy other eow-
puncher, hated a horso-thief like poison,
But Chisf JMany Ponies had bees a
good friend <o him, and at the present
time was the cnly friend he had; and
he . reflected rather bitterly thab. o
hunted cutlaw could nat afford to be
too particular, - .

The gutcast Apache was g horze-thief,
and a cow-thief, and every other kind
- of thief, so far ns the white men wera
coneerned. He wonld have died helors
he would have robbed one of his own
race.

The Eid could see the distinstion,
and the ezeuso for the chief, who
looked on all the goods of -the pale-
faces s the just plunder of war. Dut
to ride in cahoots with a Redskin, to
whom all other white men were fogs,
was bitter enough to thg Kid, especi-
ally with the Redskin riding s stolen
horse, But 15 was the Mal Pals and
the den of the outeast Apache, o the
steel handeuffs thas Captain Hall of the
Rangers had ready for him—and the
Eic’: choice was mada, ;

But the Hid's handsome, supburst
face was clonded under the shadow of
his Ztewson has. He would have liked
poting befter than to ride back 3o the
Frio covntry and punch cows. But the
TFrio coiintry was clozed o him: and
puzching cows on a peaceiul ranch was
finished for the Kid, .

Even in the Mal Pals he kuew thag
ke would have to be wary. On the
edge cf that barren, pathless {ract the
most  determined sheriff  was  arccus-
tomed to turn back and give up the
trail.  But the Kid was not dealing
with & sheriff’s posse now. The men
ot his trall were a bunch of Rangers,
men who cared nothing for hardship
and denger, nothing for the reward on
the Kid's hend; nothing for any con-
sideratign tut getbing thelr man,

The Kid kaew that they would follow
Lim into the Evil Country, and his
eyes glinted and his krows darkencd
at the theught. Amid those wild rocks
and canyons and tungled pines the Kid
kad no fear even of a score of deter.
miréd Rangers. In the Mal Pais he
wwould hit back; and it was in the
Kic’s mind zo hit back, and hit hard.
They were after him for his sealp. If
they lost zheir own in that rocky
wiiderness (t was their own funeral,

The Xid, ns his keen ear caught the
ring of a distant hoof, and koew that
pursuers - were close behind, said ta
Limself grimly that they migh: ride
into the Aal Pais but that they should
not find It so easy to ride out again.
The Kid nad resolved to turn on bis
hunters,- and for once to live up to ihe
despierate reputation that ell Texas had
given him. If twenty Texas Rangers
vanished “fromn the koowledge of men,
on the trail of the Rio XKid, it weuld
put-the whole country wise to iz that
the Kid was & bad man {o erowd.

Afb the distent echo of o ringing hoof
an rock, Chie! Many Fonles glonced at
the Kid, with a glitter in his black

BYES.
" YUgh?  he

f“Paleface

follow 1 X
The Eid made a grimmace. He hated
{p hear the Redskin speak of tha
Rangers a3 palefaces—as if  DMany
Ponies counied him, tho Kid, as a Ted-
skin—and that made the EKid more
savagely exasperated  against  the
auaters wke-were driving him into tha
receszes of shie Mal Pals, into the diogy

zrunted.

tepees of the thiei-Apaches whe skulked
there, -

He gianced back, his hand dropping
to the walnut Dutt of a gua.

Chief Meny Ponies drew in his stolen

‘brencho, and touched Lis finger to his

lips. The Kid relinguished the gun,

“It's your sag-so;-chiefl” he mwut-
tered. “This is your country. Waal's
the game?”

Wilh o sign the Indian told him, with-
out words, Chief Many Ponies was a
man of fzw words,

“The two horsemen dismounted and
fed their mounts into the cover of a
mass of boulders, Leaving the animasa
there, they ecrept back, and from the
cover ol the roghks washed the open
canron, ]

Again came the ring of a hoof, closer

now. A Lorseman was fellewing the
canyon, o doubt o acout of Lbe
Ranpoers, and theve © was stil  less

deubt that he 4id not know how clese
he was upon the hunted cutlaw,

The Indian lisicned, and zeld up one
Boger, and the Kid nodded. Only one
men was coming—a  detached seous
looking for sign. In the black eyes of
$he Indiau there was o glare of ferocity,
Ilis bronze hand touched the kaife in
his girdle.

The Kid set his teeth. The Runger
seous, if he fouad siga in the canyon,
would not carry the news ¢f it baci
to his comrades,

The hocf-beals ceased, The Kid,
peering from cover, suw the Hanges
dismouniee,  seapning the groud for
sien. There was little sign to be piclked
up on the hard, stony, sun-beked earth;
but the Ranger's eyes were keen, He
svalked his horse forward, etiil scoan-
nming the ground, occasionally shooting
a sharp. searching glance round him
at ihe walls of yugged rock and beits
of scraggy pine. But keen as his eyes
were, ne did not see the Kid and the
Apache,

Leading his Lorvse, he came on slowiy,
scanning Ior sign, till he was passing
the heap of Dou.ders, within six feet
of where n white wan snd p Red
crouched ouy of sight.

The spring of n hung:s jaguar was
not so gsudden as the spring- of Chief
Meny Donies. It secmed i the same
instant thet he was crouchicg =i the
Kid's side, and that ke was upon the
Texas Hanger, bearing 'him to the
ground, so sudcenly an
had no chance to drnw & weapon,

The Ranger crushed down, the Indian
above him. The man's face went white
a5 ha glared up at & coppery visage
with blazing eyes, and a lnife thrown
up; to ba %.:uried to the hillk in his
throat.

The Rio Kid looked on with stony
eycs.

The Racger wag his enemy, hanting
him to death. He was a white man,
abous to dis woder the knife of a
Redskin, The savage 1esolve of the Rio
Kid melted away in thas iostant.
Bwift as Mauy Ponies himaself the Kid
Ieaped forivard, caught the descending
arm, and arrested the stroke even as it
reached the throst cf the fallen man,

THE SECOND CHAPTER. _
. The Kid’s Warning !

HIEF MANY PONIES mve a

‘ grunt of surprise and rage.
He tore his arm free of the
EKid's grip, his black eyes ablaze,
sad threw up the kaife ggain for &
Llow- at the Ifallen Ranger. But tha
Kid shoved him back with suach force

gwiftiy that he

.you, ountlaw and fra-bu

tnat the Redskin recled and fell against
the boulders, .

The neal insting the Kid'as riding-
boot kicked ab the revolver the Ranger
in the same second had grabbed from
his peit. The gun wemt Oying froc the
Renger’s hand, exploding as 15 fell, the
bullet whistlicg away across the rocky
canyon. e

A six-gun in the Kids grip looked
the Ranger {uil in his bronzed face,

*“Liet up on that!” soapped the Kid.

Chisf Many Ponies, grunting, righted
bimself und’ stood looking. omn, with
lewering brow, knife in hand. But ha
stood back, Ieaving the matter in ths
hands of the Kid.

H¥en durned gink!' growled the
Kid, his eves gleaming a% the Ranger.
“¥uoa reckoned gou’d piil a gun on
me, and me sinnding between von: and
the Injun’s khife, vou dog-goned cuss!?

“T guess ¥ was pulling on the Injun,”
said the fallen man, staring up at the
Kid’s gun. “Ray, you're the Kid *

- *You've ssid .7

“'T reckon I know you, though T ain't
seent you  before,” satd the Rangow
“Well, you got mo by the short hairy,
Kid. Pull trigger and get it over!’

You was {railing me ! gaid the Kid
bitterly.  “Well, hyer T am.  You've
found me, you durned ginkt’ : :

“Yowite got the drop” said the
Ranger coocly. ©If I'd Lknowed vou
wes 50 near 1'd have had & pun in my
paw, and that Injun wouldn't have got
me 20 easy, But I ain't pot mno kiek
coming. Burn powder and gel Zone,”

The Kid gared at him over the gun.

The man—lean, brown, muscular,
cool as ice in the presence of death—
wis nol the men that the Kid desired
to send over the range if he could help
it. Ho was the xind of man the Kirl
would have liked at his side on any
hard and dangerous irail.  The Kid
watched Eim for o long moment, and
then siipped the gun back into his beit.

“What d'yoa call yourself ' he asked
abruptly.

“ Pecog Pote,” ; :

“Well, Pecos Pete, you want to beat
it—and beat it pronte!”’ sald the Kid.
“And T reckon if you're wise you won's
stop this sida of the Rio Pecos. The
valley of the Pecos i a safe place for
you. Pete’?

T'ne man from the Peecs grinned,

*You talking tuckey!” he asked.

“Sure! FHit the trail!l” )

“Eook here, Kid, 1 ain't nc more -
tired of life than the next mean.” said
Peocos Pete, raising himsell on  his
cibow and staring up at the Kid enri.
ously, “But I ain't double-crossing
a3z you are.
3f 1 beat it outer here 1 got to nump
it back to Capiein Hall and report.
Mule-Kick Hall is sn your trail, and I
guess you know what that means. BSo
If you zin't satizfied, use your gun
twhﬁe you got the chance. I ain't lot-
ting up on you a Continental red cent
if vou leb me skip..  Chew on that,
Kid.” :

The Kid Ioughed. .

1 ain’t havking on your letting up,”
he said, 1 got o message for your bir
chief. You're poing to take it to him.”

1 puess I'll do that pronto.”

“Vou went to tell Mule-Kiek 1Iali
that 1'm here in the Mal Pais, and
ready for any guy that comes after
me,” muid the Kid slowly. “Tell Lim
I ain’t hoping for trouble with tha
Rangers, I'd give half my roll to ride
clear of thewmn and save troubie, I know
they call your caploin Mule-Kick Hall
because he's got a hefty puanch, an’ they
say he rever lets up on e trail. Well,
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1 reckon he's goirg 1o iet up on this
cue, Tell hinp o leave e ajone in
the Mal Puis. I guess if he wants tu
get busy there’s hoss-thicves and hoid-
up men a-plenty along the Rig Grande
waitin' to be zounded np/h - :

“T'11 sure tell hiwm.’™ said Decos Pete,
&ith a grin, e e e g

“You figure that it wor't make any
Jdifference to Eimi® = . .

“Tb sure wonr's.! - )

“Pell him,” said the Kid :iuief.ly_,
“that now LI'm back in Texas I ain'c
koning to give any man trouble, _Ié‘;s;
want ta be lsft alone. And tell him
1hag 3§ Le rides into the Mal Pais after
Tie not 4 man in ais cutht will ever ride
‘Leck to the plaing. Pm sute wanting
to save froupie; puz i Fm erowded
aster this, you're the last guy that will
get avay aliva after I've pulled 5 g,
Soow neat it back to pour cutht,” .

“ [ sure :eul him.” - Peecos,
pic himself ap and stood icoking at
iie Kid serutinisingly, not unsympathe-
ticaily. “Buas it won't cut po ive, Eid,
and Um teliing vou fair and squars
The Rangers will got you afore sun-
Gowrn, if they have to hook you out of
tue deepest nole in the Bad Ceuntry.™

Tae Kig srugged ks shoulders.

“I'vo told you to rut him wise,” he
sotd,  '“Aftzr tils it's his ¢wn funeral
1f he crowds me. Now giz!”

Pecos Peto walked across t¢ his borse,
The Kid had spared nis life, and the
Vanger 4id not deign %o slance ot tha
tatsered Redskin, Chied Meany Ponies,
But the eyes of the Apgche gleamed
and glitiored av Bim, and ke broke Into
& guttural muster and gripsed his knife
;imost corvilzively. ; ) )

Han it, Red!” said the Rie XKid
unearemonicusiy, Y You ain’t carving
that galoot, nokow. 1 guess I'd rather
the Rangers rode wide of ns™

“My white brother talks like a
squaw,”  said | Chief . Mang Fonies.
“lieap gocd kil paleface?” L

The Kid smiled bitterly. The Indizn
vigs rht—he talked like ¢ squnw,  Ho
had sent a warnirg to Mule-Kick Hul,
knowing well encugh in his hesrt - of
hearta that Hall was the last raan n
Texas to listen to it or heed it Tle
inew, as the Tadian knew, that he had
dosired to spare the Ranger's life, to
iha peril of his own. FPecos Pete dead
uader the Redskin'e kaife, there was a
rhahce of blinding the trail and escap-

ing the hunt; but with Pecos Pete gone -

0 cull the Rangers to the trail, kecapa
wis mere difficult, if pot impossible,
In a guarter of ap hour or less the Kid
knew g seore of Rangers would be on
. ilis very =pob hunting fcr a sign cf
him, All Tewxss walled him a desperate
gamman, and he had resolved to live
up t7 it; yet, with his gun aimed at
Peros Pete's heart, he had holstered it
again wkused. , .
VYes, the Redskin was righi—he way
tslking and thinking Like a squaw; not
like a warrior whose life was in hia
own Lands, and likely to pay for an
impalse of merecy. Why shculd he
hesitate to putl triggetr on tke men who
were hunting him to his death?
_“Hear good kill¥* growled Chief
Many Ponieg disconteniedly.
The Kid laughed ratker harshly.
*¥ou heard my message, chief,” he
said. “Well, dog-gons you, if they
fcllow ws deeper into the Ma! Pais, 1
%ueﬁs the whole outfit is gong to tha
appy huniipg grounds, ~ I'm telling
" you, Red, that ihey'rs goirg to find
the Rio Kid a bad mau'to crovwd, Ies
them follow otr trail—and not a man
of them will ride hose to tell how thez
found s ™ .
i PorviaR.—No. 534,

.. Indian glaneed
Pets -

‘.]'.‘h_s Inden's eyes Klsiuned,

Now my brother taiks lixe 4 warsior
and a_chiel,” e said,  His coppery
face g.;m'ed 8 *hn visign of the mad-
gacre Ol Lu¢ whole Ranger cutfy in the
dreary recesson of the Mal Pujs

They remounteq and rode on into the
barren lands, From the canyoy  the
Apache tummed ingg o Tecky  arroyo,
whero 1here was ony 1gon) between
rugged wails of rock for o singie hore-
man o ride, The Indian led the way,
well aequainted with every foot of the
Mal Pais, apd the Rio Kid rode afier
dirm, the surefovted mustang picking

hin steps on lvase miones ane zlippery

ridges.
It was g steeyn AL 5 e
: 5 5 23080, slow and hard
going. ” Long before they reached the

wop of the narrow azre 3
! ¥o horses’ hoofs
were heard in the vanvon belgw., The

o hack, '

ers obme ! he pyjd.

The Kid grinwed, id

1"[ ﬁmss they're weleome, I'd eure
make the Brade if ai) Texas was follow-
Jir.;%, I»;]s,l;p a %atlh Like this Hyer., Beat
i Imun, and leay. them
nack.‘} s ¢ me to hold thelr
- ;:'L‘gh! It 15 gacg.” - :

The Apacne pushed on, leading the
broncho by the bridle now, The Kid
dismonnted and sent on  2ide-Kicker
aflter e Indian. e typned ip the
narrow arrors, dropped on his knees
behind a rugzged Lowser, and gripped
o shx-gan in bis hang '

Ee \k‘ﬁlt(‘d. =

The Rangers know tha wav i

; 30 wny gy had
gone; they had heard e 1;07:‘5&%:‘ ciut-
teg]!._ng In the arroyo, ang loove stones
acliing back and rattling down the steep

eclivity, even if they"had not picked
up sigm, The Kid knew thev were
ceming, and he waited fay thews,

Bound a bepd of the winding arroyo
c2mile & an on fuol, gun ir hang, eagle-
eyes searching ua ho camp, He was Do
ten ie“ 11‘011‘.[);;;@ Kid when the boy
uncher roza ind ize ¢ Wit
c?_ﬁlled revolver, the b‘\?U]dEl B

mocking smile wus o the Kid's
facci_‘ a}{ he Tooktzd over the gun.

Yho Ronger started convaisively,

2The Kid 1" he breathed, it

H? swung up his gon ewiftly.

I:Eél.t he was nat swift enough's it was
ge! otn .thn._t any guy was gwift erogh
E-‘Sn % eame to mirplay with the Rio

id, ) ’
- Bang!

The Hanger gave a Fel
as his 1ight arm dropped
broken by o ballet, aujdphf-
on_the sicnes, )

he man want
collapse groaning
was a rush of feot
guna in hha.nd, tam

and in tha rool T wall,

¥§ng !] Bang | ol

‘Bey leaped back for sov 5
than {hey }E‘nd comag, cover mutﬂ"

ud and mocki
of the boy outln.wng rhag the laughier

“Say, you ginks,
the Rin Kidl W

| of anguizh
to his side,
gun cIa_u:ged

staggering back, to
on the rocks. There
as four or five men,
e rushing roimd the

8, you a.honing to see
] Weoll, here 1 am, yo
guye! I'm your autc]’opn,r:t'ith %he’ v?mli
Dnii‘ YT'.I Eolte rome and :ake me)”
mmﬁer;l.ughed agnin, with derisive?
A Brelson hat showed reund the rocks,

and the Kid firnd, aud 1ha het sgiled

aAway, torn v
the bullet. from e wearer's bead by
“We'll git you, Kid
hqa.ise Toica, :
‘I'mn cure ok home it vou w i 1®
shouted brik the JEId. 55 S pacis
I-"Cg(i“;?‘?. ke the smel] of burning
o his tavoty failed
Rangers under hig ﬁﬁe_

shouted a

{o draw fhe wary
Quoly in hiy vieww

e U] QG?DODHLAE Complete Story Wéekly s

ley the wounded man, groaning—expect.
ILE eVOLY momlent i fmilet from the boy
cutlaw to Bunish him, But itkat bulles
d4id not come. E
The Kid waited, standing the enemy
off, till a signal from Chief Many,
Ponies told that the Apsche and the
orses wera clear of the ravine .ai its
summit.” Then he foliowed his Indian
cowrade, coolly, leaving the way open
it the Rangess if they chose, Bub i%
wag long hefore the bunch wers ‘subis
fied that he was gone, and emerged from
COVET, . : .
Meanwhile, the Kid was mopnied
again on & high upland to which the
steep arroyo led, and he rede on with
Chiei Many Pooies inte the heard of
the 3sl Pais. They rode by wild and
arran woays, where it seemmed impossible
that human eye ¢ould pick up sigy and
folldw, Dut Mule-Kick Hall was weil
knéwn for his skill aad tenzeiiy on the
trail; ahd the Eid krew that he would
ro; b shaken of. Harder and grimmer
the Kid’s fuce was growing, as black
and bitter thoughts goursed through his
mind. A s=econd time he had spared
o foe, He had puat his bullet throvgh
an sra Instead of through a head; but
the cncmy was not thinzing of sparing
Lim in turn, The Kid swore thai that
sbould he his lsst act of merciful folly,
amd that the resclute hunters who were
irailing him should find iheir desth in

ihe shidows of the Mial Pais

THE THIRD QHAPTER,
Trappad !
W PEVHUNDER ™ growled Mule-Eick
Eall

He aat in bis saddle and stared
] round him with giinting eves
and lowering brows,
Juighteen 1nen rade with Captain Hull,
of the Texas Rangers. A wounded man
had heen sent back in charge of a
sound man to T'rail End, to spread the
news there, and thence to all the cow-
towne, thay the Bungers wese crowding
the Rio Kid, and that the chances were
thal the boy outlaw cf the Ric Grande
would he reped in st lazt, Eighteen
lean, brown, hard-bitsen men, Hull him-
scif the leanest, brownest, Lardest-
bitten of all. ’
A litle _man, tough ps stesl, how.
legped from consiant riding, with eyes
lika flintg—a man bard as iror, hard
pud rapid ag the kick of a mule— that
wias Jim Hall, the man who was buni
irg the Kid. ’I‘hgre WAS NE IROre mercy
in him towards the law-brepker thesn in
o wolf or a griuzly besr. His own life
he counted as nothing in comparison
with getting his man, Getting his man
was Jim Ha:l’s one article of faith, and
a3 & rule he got kis men. The moss
desperate punman i the cow camps
lowered his oyes and walked softly when
Jirs Hall was on hand. More than ones
the Bapger hod taken she vwaji.of the
Rie Kijd—and this tims Le swgie. that
ke would be successful. g

The Eid was cornered in tha. ga;ﬁc!ess
Mal Fals} men were cn the swaieh:.for
him on all aides if he scught to make
a break from the fastnesses of the “Evil
Country.” 'There were mapy trackless
mtles within the limits of the Mal Pals;
but Mule-Kick Hall swere that ho would
comb them al! with o fine comb il Le
vincbed -the elusive XKid, Yob for thres
days he had ridden, with Dhiz hard-
kitten bunch, by ravine and rocky can-
yon, im blﬂ.z.ingij heat, and camped on
rocky uplsuds by night: aod stiil the
Kid was as large. ) .

Apgaln end agein hed the Ravger
gconts fegnd track of himy again and
again had they Haitered themselves that
they were at his hecls. QOnce, from a



. growing, more savaga ang bitter with

. Hall and hiz men,

~

- *“Thunder!” a: he

" lands
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high.oliff, be had waved his Sfefson to
them nnd lamughed aloud, and wanished
again before & bullet could reach him.

Onge, in the datk nighs, s rattling of .

rapid bullets had startled the Ranger
camp, and they volleyed into the dark-
nesy, the volleying only nnswered by o
mockipg lsugh that died sway in the
night,

Savage and bitter Hall's teroper way

sach passing  hour of esacching, of
Iatigne, of disappointment. Put never
for ong mement did he dream of hitting
the back vrail. He had laughed when
hs had received the Kid's message, sent

7 Poenos Peto.
Now he «did not
laugh; hut his reso-
lution grew herder
and harder.

In the -Mal Paiz
was the refuge of
many s faw-hreaker
~~horsa - thief  and
caw-thief, hold-up
men and RUBDman,
outeast Indian and
Mexican bandit,
But they had fed
belore the coming
of the Rangers,

eombing the Mal
Paiz, found many
3 deserted hut or
wattled jacal, And
in & desolats, lonely
canyon they found
abandoned Indian
tepees, where the
remnant  of  the
tribe of Chisf Many
Ponies had  been
went  tg  guiher
Signs of fugitives
they fouad many,
bub fugitives they
found none. They
cared for  hone,
save only the Hio
Kid, The Xid was
sfill in the Mal
Pais, and day by
dwy  they hunted
him harder,

~ifn - the - glate of
kot sunshine all
.and kiz lean bunch
t'm%eh inte s rocky
guleh high wp in
the Mal Pais. It
was then that Mule-
Kick Hall growled

stared round him.
Many a sign had
led the Rangers io
that  remote hollow
in ithe harren wp-
o Hall whs sare, ab tash, that he
wag Unse behind the Wid, A hot and
dusty 3%d t—birst{ trail kad soured the
hest temper in the buach, snd savagest
andudnitess of all was Mule-Kick Xall.
Héestadfed round at rocky, insceessible
walls that shut in the gulch pina-trees
and straggling juniper growing here ang
there in the vugged clefia. here was
ample cover thera for & hundred men,
If the Kid had chosen to tura at bay
he could have seld his life dearly before
the Bangers roped birmg in, But that was
a risk tg
course, Ab every siep ot a bronche a
bullst might have come whistling, to
empty a saddle in the bunch, Mo
than once_the Rangers had wondered
that the Kid, well known to be the
deisdlisst shot in Texas, had not picked
off some of the outfit from cover, at a
disfance. But the Eid, desperately

THE KID AT BAY! The Kid's gun spoke

e Rangers took a5 a matler of

There was a rush of feel, and fonse other Bangers appeared.

hunted a5 he was, seemed to be holding

his hand, 2 : :
“Thunder {* rvepeated Jim IIall
savagely. He pushed back his Steison

and wiped his perspiring brow. *That

deg-goned firsbug is Jeading us a pesky

dance, you "ums! He sure is! Bui
we'll get him 1 -

“Forget it, feller!” drawled a cool
voice.,

Jim Hall storted, and almost spun
rouad in bis saddle, .

It was the voire of the Rio Kid that
answered bim,

“Doggone oy oatsl” gosped ihe
Ranger, “What—-"

“ Look up, you gink 1” came the Kid's
voice, *Look up, you gol-durned man.
hunser, and see what's coming to you !

Jim Hall looked ap. !
High up the rocky wall of fhe gulch
the ﬁiﬁ Kid stood in fxil wiew, on a

i and the RBangar gave a yefl oF anguish, Mis right aray
deopped t0 his sids, his gurt clanging to the stenes, and he staggered back, halding hia injured aram.

(See Chiplar 2)

narrow ledge. . The halied bunch of
Rangers stared up at him. BEvery hand
was on a gun, bub no gun was lifted
for the moment. They sat in their
saddles and stared up at the Kid, He
was bwenty feet abaove their heads, and
below the ledge where he stood the wall
of rock was almoszt perpendicuiar. A
bullet might have veached him—bug
never o IRAN. - .
“You ™ said Mule-Kick Hall between
his teeth, staring up, his grasp almasy
convuisive on tha butt of a siz-gun,
“Yow've said it, feller.,” drawled the
Kid, “L guews. I'va gob vou where
want you now! And if any guy in that
buneh lifts a. gan it will the lash
thing he’ll do thiz side of Jordan.™
Hall langhed savagely.. .
“You dog-goned %rebug, you figura
that you ean hold up this bunch?™
Tas Poreuan—No. 554,
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“] cure do,” eaid the Kid coolly.

“Cet away with it, if you can,” said
Mule Kick Hall. “Why, dog-gone you,
if you wipe cut half the bunch the rest
will take you “?}5356 you belong. You're

mutton, Iid I A .

i ]?I‘?:,rge,t i, said the Kid, “Ain't L
telling you that I've got you where ,I
want sou? You locoed bonehead, there’s
thirty rvifies aimed on you now, and if
I give the word it’s you for the coyotes
and the buzzards!l” .
Mule-Kick Hali set his teeth.

There was no sign of enemmes 1o be
geen; but the Kid's words carried con-
victios, 'The Rangers stared about
themn uneasily. They were bottled up
in the narrow g_u.lch hetween high,
vocky walls, and if the Kid had any-
thing like the. force he mentioned at
hand their goose Wwas cooked, and they
kn‘?\svh;i‘;.v yourself I called out the Kid.

There was & SHUTUIRE in the silent, life-
less walls of the guleh. From rock and
erevice and pine-ciwmyp, dark, coppery
faces looked out, and every coppery
face looked over the barret of a rifle.
Thirty. Apaches, the savage and ruthless
outcasts of the Mal Pais, were there,
lining the rocks with rifles aimed at the
bunch below. Chief Many Tonies
grinned down at the Rangers. It was
the Xid who had planned thai ambush;
the Kid who had carefully left sign to
lead his buniers into it; the Kid who
héd carried out the plan, and trapped
Mule.Kick Hall and his men. Naw,
Chief Many Ponies was ready to do his
part with rifle and knife and ioma-
hawk. Anpnd every copper-faced savage
in the outcast gang wyas
eager to follow his lead.

Jimm Hall's face set like iren. He
knew that he had ridden to the end of

" his trail; that his life was the Kid's
to take, and the life of every man in
his bunch. One volley from the rifles
above, and hardly a man would remaia
in his saddle, for there was no time {0
hunt cover. The whole bun¢h was full
in the line of fire as sgan .25 the Kid
chose to give the signal.

Ancther call from the Kid and the
Apaches sank back into cover. Buk
though they were no longer to be seen
rifle-muzzles were looking out from
cover, as the horsemen below well knew.
Faces were pale and hard set in the
Ranger bunch. They had bunted down
the Rio Kid—to their own death!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Way of the Kid!

HE Ric Kid locked down on the
i “silent, " grim-faced bunch of
riders, & mocking smile on his

face, ; .
He had them, as he had =aid, where
he wanted them. They had followed

lim into the heart of the Mal Pais, -

meocking his warning, and now he had
conly to uzter & word to see the whole
outfit wiped out. It was the heour of
the Kid’s iriumph—the hour of the de-
feat of Jim Hall, who bhad never
acknowledged defeat before. Grim and
fierce the Kid’s resolution had been,
and yet now that he had the bunch
where he wanted them, he did not give
the word to burn powder. The gang

of thief-Apsches waited impatiently for .

the word, and already guttural mur-
. murs veached the Kid's ears as he stood
on the ledge looking down on his foes:
A gesture from the Eid silenced the
murmurs; but flerce, black syes were
scintillating ;  mimble, bromze - fingera
caressed ready triggers. It could not
last long. ]
“Youve got us, id!” . Jim Hall's
Tz PoruLar.—No, 554, -

_Hall.

ready and’

‘quietly.

voice floated up, husky with rage.
“Dog-gone you, it's your game! You
durned lobo-wolf, in cahoots with Red-
sking *

A dush stole over the Kid's mocking
face.

“Aw, can 1t!” he rapped.”] guess a
guy with twenty galocts on his trail
has to fnd friends wherever he can. 1
guess shooting off your mouth won't
buy you anything, Jim Hall.” )

“You ain't wiped us cut yei,” snarled
“1 reckon we'll get some of you
when the roockus begins, darn you!”

He made a motion with kis pistol
hand. . .

From the Kid's hip came a spurt of
smoke and fire, and the six-gun spun
from the Ranger's hand, crashing to
the rocks, Jim. Hall gave o yell of
pain, and sucked at & hand that was
wet with bleod. ;

There was a siirring among the am-
busked Indians, as if they took the shoy
for s signal,” The Kid’s angry voice
roared ; . .

“Lie low, vou Injun ginks! Lie low,
dog-gone you!” i

There was a grunting end a growling
from the Apaches; but the voice of

.Chief Many Ponies enforced the Kid's

order, and the Redskins held their
hands.
growing fiercer and Hercer.

“What you waiting for?” came Jim
Halt’s husky, enraged voice. ' You got
us, Kid. We'll die kicking; but you
got us. Burn powder, you fire-hug,
unless yow've learned from your Injun
friends to torture your prisoners.”

The Kid's face twitched. .

“Can it, Hall, you gink!" he said
bitterly. *T got you where I want you.
Jt's your dwn funeral, dog-gone you!
But a white man can't stand for it~ I
guess these Injuns'is ready to back me
up.in wiping out your bunch; but they
won't be ready to take orders to let up
on you. -You savvy that, I guess.
Give me your word to ride back to Frail
End without drawing rein—~—""

Hell intersupied him with a curse.

“I'll ride out of range of them rifles,
and not a cayuse’s length farther,” he
snarled. “Shoot if you want, dog-gone
you ! .

“Yowre a hard man, Jim Hall, and

said the Kid
“I guess it won’t be easy for
me to make these Reds hold their fire,
But I.don’t stand for it, and I guess
Ll do my duwndest. Hit the trail,
you-uns, as fast as you know how, and
take your chance.” S

. He turned his back on the Rangers,
facing the hillside where a scoré and .a

2 hard man to save,”

half- of Redskins lurked in cover 'with '

ready rifles,
“Hold your fre!” he snapped, as
fierce eyes glared on him (rom the

racks,  “T guess I'm giving orders here,
you Reds.  Down with them rifles,
pronto.”

Chief Many Ponies’ glittering, black
eyes met the Kid's fiercely for the
moment.  But the Kid’'s steady gaze
never faltered, and the Indian chief
lowered his rifle, and his action was
followed by the rest.

There was a clatter of swift hoof-
beats in the guleh below. The trapped
Rangers had not lost the chance. If the
Kid succeeded in holding off the Indian

attack, it cowld only be for moments. -
But those moments were enough to save .

Mule-Kick Hall and his buach.

- In hot haste the horsemen swung
round and spurred wildly, and galloped
down the rocky gulch, the way they

had eome, o .
‘Clatter, clatter, clatter! Jim Hall,

_But suppressed ferocity was-

with one backward, bitter lock at the
handsome figire on the ledge, rode as
hard as any of his bunchk. Oub of that
death-trap the Texas Rangers spurred
madly; and a few moments were
enough for them, But from three oy
four of the Apaches, in spite of the
Kid's angry roar, came whistling bul-
lets.  Then, with a yell of feroceity,
heedless of the Eid, the whole gang
of copper-skinned outcasts leaped from
cover, and blazed away with their rifles
after the hard-riding hunch.

But tho few moments had been
enough. Two or three of the Rangers
were rocking im ‘their saddles: but the
whole bunch sWwept 6ut of range behind
a spur of cliff at the lower end of the
gulch. They were_saved, and the Rio
Kid "had - saved them. The Redskins
knew better than to pursue 'Texas
Rangers and come to ‘close ' quarters
with themn. . Round the Kid, on the
rocky ledge, the thief-Apaches crowded
with burning eyes and threatening
scowls and lifted tomahawks.' And the
Kid stared at them coolly and disdajp-
fully, Chief Many Ponics drove back
the threatening erowd, and stood before
the Kid, hizs dark fade working with
Tage. i

- What does my brother mean 7 ask
Chief Many Ponies, in a choking voiceff
“Has his heart turned to water ag the
sight of his enemies? Is he s coward
who fears the sight of blood? He
called the Apache braves from their
lodges to lie in wait for his enemies,
and then—-—"

“And then he didn't stand for it,
Tajun,” said the Kid. “I guess you
won't understand if I talk to you for a
month of Sundays, so I guess I ain’s
chewing the rag. Them guys was after
me, and I guess they'il be after me:
still; and I've let up om them. If you
ai’t satisfied, Injun, I guess you've got
a kick coming. Yve sure let you down
bad.” The Kid took the revelvers
from his holsters, and laid them on the
rocks. “You've lost that bunch, Injunm,
and that's a cineh. - But if you ain’t
satisfied, you've got me, and I ain’t
kicking neme. It's your say-so.”

The eyes of Chief Many Ponjes glit-
tered 2t him, and the bronze hand was

_hard on the_handle_of the long knife.

Blowly the Indian’s grasp relazed on
the weapan.

My brother has followed many trails
with Chief Many Ponies,” he said.
“ He has saved Many Ponies from death
at the hands of his enemics, and the
chief does not forget. Let my brother
live, But with Many Poonies he -will
never follow a trail again.”

The: Apache made a sign to his men,
and they followed him into a cleft of
the hiliside, obedient, but castipg back
many a black, savage look at the ®id
as they went. The last stealthy. T4¥f‘of

Sl

a moccasin died away-—the G
was left alone. Slowly he pickddip
his guns and thrust them back into %he
holsters. srfv,

In a few hours, at the most, the hunt
would bé hot at his heels again, and
the Kid alone to face the music.

Yet, though he smiled in bitter self-
mockery, there were no regrets’ in his
heart as he rode the grey mustang by -
a solitary trail into the barren depths
of the Mal Pais. d .

THE EXND.

{The Rio Kid has escaped the Fexas
Rangers for the time being, but they are
hot on his trail. And din next week’s
gripping yarn, “CORNERING THE
KID! ke firds kimself surrounded:
Don't miss this story, boys/)
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- THE FIRET CHAPTER.
Circled by Fees!

OPLLESS, fon the siewpoisnd of

H men who were hotting L, nag

the situation of the Rie Kid,

Closer and clowr the nei had

wen dravk, and even to thowe who

knew Lo bitter afperictes the Kid

viueive ways, it «wcoemed that the boy cut-

faw of :he Rio Crande was (0 be
cinched or bast,

‘To the Kid himself, in these loeg, hot
days and black nights amid the rocks
and pines of the Mal Faie, it sremed
sometinies That ki encinies were right—
that they had him at lest, and that
his long, wild trail was Jdraving to it

end,
In the Mal Paio—1bis “Eril Country ™
wetliore were jetlaps twendy or thie
souate miles of rugged roon, boulder
cpiietd on boulder, precipitons Kitlddes
gived with canmvony and arrczos and
splis by deep barrancas; Lelts of sorabby
pine, patchies of deep, tangled chap.
parral, stectches of waterless sand and
stoge, atd heeg and there torrente that
icaped foaming frem rock to reck, It
was an ideial country for apy hombra
whe soupht to hide hiteseif—and it had
hidden many a fugitive worsethief oned

whan and  guteast  Apache  med

AL,

The Rio Kid lod counted on salety
nhen he plunged ioto that arid waste,
where 1o nan cnfered unjess driven.
Bit the buue was #p, and it was hot
at hig heels,  For dnys and noeks the
Kid had ridden perilous paths jn the
Bad Country, Lut the pureuit never
slacked ; pather, it wrew lhotter and
hotter, clazer and «loswr Al through
the eow-towns aleng 1he Rie Grands
and the Pecos the nowe had spread that
the Kid was cornorad in the Mal Pais,
and {rem all sides came eager riders 10
join in tho hunt, now that there was a
vhence at Jast of poliing the elusive
Kid in a cinch, Round the Mal Paie.

B S -

The Rio Kid, hunted By Texas Rangcrs in the " Evil Countt}‘." the last retreat of
]aw-f;renkerf. and with the guns of cow-puncluﬂ and sherifls turned aga;ntt him should
he atfcmpt to make a break for the pll;nlunal. 1s at last eornered.
l:oy outlaw of

rio ?

e all sidus, horsemen rode er ragipsd
atd wawhed, Through and throngh thy
Lasd innds, Captain Hall and Lis detadie
tivnt of Texss Rangers esde, cowbing
the Mal Pais with a finc comb in scardd
of the Kid.

A moro of times, at least, Le had
almest fallen ivtn their handa;  bat
always his pheyomens] luck had Le-
friended him., A dozen times the Kid
had beenr sighted by watchers on some
cdgo of the Mal Pais, looking for a
chance to make a break for the open

laing; and ervery time he had found
o1 in his path end had hunted cover
again among the rocks,

Tha Mal Pais, generally tenanted by
lurking fugitives from  justice and
Indians escapod from the roservations,
was dessrted now, rave by the Rio Kid
awd his hunters.  Lourking malefaciore
had fled from the Lant thal was pong
npn, mising rangess and <Leriffs moen n
wide becth,  Thae guieast Apacivg win
Lad their den in the heart of the arid
tract had goue. For thate, for gummin
and “kad " men generaly, the bunrers
had no hesd—thelr pot was spread for
the Rio Kid,

Loug Lzd the boy cutlawgleficd them,
suapped  his ficgers at sherifs and
Hanprrs alike, and ridden his wihd trai)
ax if ke bore a charmwd life. Now he
was almost at the end of his rope; and
this timeo 3t was to he the finish, In
syery cow-town sud cattle comp for
s hundred miles there was ouly one
topic—the Rio Kid and his [ast
desporate fight againit overwhelming
odda-=his last struggle agaipat the net
that was closing vound him slowly but
auroly. )

Ilapeless it looked for the Kid, huisted
fromy canyol to canvon, [rom srroyo
ta arroyq, fr thirket to  thicket,
Friendless and alone in the Mal Pais,
his Lorso and his guns all that Lo had
to rely upon, tha circlo of determined
hunters closing in on him, daily cloree,

17

TEXAS RANCERS!

Is it the end for the

i+ looked even to the Kid as if the game
vead

Bt hope was a part of the Kid's
ature=—tho litt thing he was likely to
}».u:. with,  His swift mustang, his une
atling muns, Lis own skill on the trail,
stoncd lam in geed sivad., Where the
Kid moved no «ign was left for the
keenest eye.  Many times hie had loin
it roser, with rager foes passing within
a fen vards of him, wuknowing; many
times a fesprrate ride up sonie stom-
ingly inaccessiblo cliff, a wild leap over
rome wide and yawuing barranca, had
saved him whon 81 seemed lost.  Days,
many days, had passed. snd the Kud
was 2ttt free: though with exeory pass-
ing day the lmitz of his {rocdom were
wore il foore cireurpae ribed,

Makiug a break oat of the Mal Pais
fie fiadd found to be imposabde. Lurking
fugittaes in the bad latds had flod—
sethr hind beca allowed W0 eape une
tegardud, nthers bad been roped ins
Lt Jor the Kid thero was no chance of
naking a getuway, llo was wise to
that pow, and he bad made up his mind
to it. ‘Lhers was a chance of wearibg
out his hunters—auany ol them, at Jeast;
rauchers and cow-puinhers. who had
joined in largeiy for the excitcment of
the hunt, shieriffs who had busincis clse.
where. Xo chanco of uring out Mule-
Kick Hall snd Lis Rangers—the Kid
knew that, There was only one thing
that could have unlpped Mule-Kick Halt
and that was a Lallet through the heart,

Dut in thowe days the Kid's cyed ofton
wuphit the thv—cloudiess, burning blue
that stretehed pitiless with heat over the
Mal I'ziz. Long had that blazing heas
larted; end the Wid did mot need to
learn nnything sbout weather signa,

Likely emgugh. he knew, it would ba
followed by a cloud-burst, and if that
came it came with salvation for the
Kid. When the Mal Pgin bocame an
inferno of faslling zocks and raging
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torrenuty, when every arreyo and canyon,
pow baling dry in tercid heat, foawed
witlt suabung water, it would be a
diffcront  proposition far the hunters.
The Kid had seen the Mal Pois under o
cloudburst, nnd hnew what it was like.
Aud thar Liope was always at the back
3[ Lis 12ind, a3 burning dey foillowed
av,

But it Lope had not left the Kid now
a3 he iny bebind a rock looking nlony
tho Larrol of his rifle, grounds of hope
corteinly seetard to be gone. - Thes had
Tinted the elusive Wid to bis last refuge,
high up in tha heart of the Mal 1tais,
Thore, on o Ligh platean, the ehapparral
grew thick aml tangled, baunled b
cougnr and creeping snake,  On three
tides the bigh mesa was pnaceessibe,
gave to the hardiest elimber. Ou tho
fourth side rupged slopes led up ta it
Lut across the woy lay o deep wide bar.
runes, which had to ho crotsed before
the lart refirze of the Kid could be
reacked.  Wide and deep vawned that
Lisek guil, with a murmar of flowing
water ul the bottom of it thirty yards
dowa. Only in one spot the two sides
approached elose, ond tha harranca
becamoa 4 myera rift, six or seven fect
neross,  There it was easy to pass—il
the Nin Wid was uot in the way.

Behind o rock a dozen vards from the
edge of the borianca his keen eyet on
that narrow rift, lay the Kid—waiting
1ie knew that the Rangers scerc coming.
Fvery pow and then a Steton hat
mlimpsed into sight—every few moments
the ring of & stirrup or & bridle
reached his ears. They knew whero he
was: they knew that hie was at the end
of his trail. To fiee further he woul
have had to scramble down one of the
steep sides of the mesa—into the hands
of cnemies who waited and waiched

below. 'I'here was no:farther flight for

the Ltio Kid. Tho high mesa, tangled
with chapparral, sas surrounded, and
on the only accessibla side the eonemy
were advancing. All that remained to
the boy outlaw was to sell his life dearly
—unicsa a miracle came to his aid.

Tut hia. face was cocl, oven smiling,
a3 ke looked along _tile. rifle-barrel,
watching through a chink in the rocks.
Thoy were coming, bot they would not
get {xim cazily. Iack in the chapparral
the Kid's mustang was in cover, safe
from stray bullets. It was characteristio
of the Kid that ho losked 10 his horse's
safety before his own.  Defore long
Bullets would be Bying thick aver the
mesn,
1oin in the chorus.

Mang times during that long and
deadly bunt the erack of the Kid's guns
had heen heard : and every timo it was
Leard it meant that one fower foe trailed
thoe boy outlaw, Many a wounded man
had gono bark to tho camps tlxunkmpi
his lucks stars that the boy ontlaw hac
not Lurned powder to kill. The Kid
could plant his lead exactly where he
liked. And for some whim, difficult for
his hunters to undoerstand, he chose Lo
plant it where it would diszble and
nat Lill. It was not with any thought
of propitiati his focs; for the Kid
kncw that he had no mercy to expect.
T, was one of the Kid’s ways, and that
was all. .

A Btetson hat bobbed into the Kid'a
view acros: the barranca. A Ranger
pushed out from behind s rocky ridge.
The Kid grinned as he pulled trigger.

Thoe Stctson spun from the Rangers
Liead, taking a lock of hair and a strip
of skin with it '

With a yell the Ranger Lunted cover
eagzain. -

Tho Kid laughed.

A burst of ﬁrin3

followed. Bullots
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The Kid's rifio was ready to ¢

whistled over the bigh mess and tore
leaf and bLranch in tihe chapparral
behind the Kid,

Ile laz in cover and waited.

Amopy the rugged ridges  and
stacked, jagged boulders on the slope
wp to lhe mess, the Rangers ha
plonty of cover, and they were frecsing
to it, sitce the Kid's shot had warned
them that he was there and watehing.

LThe Kid could not sce them; bul his
thonghts followed their movements, aa
casily as liis eyvo could have done.

They had lefo their hersey below naw
~rithog ot the Kid's rifle wos  too
fouthardy, even for Toxar Rangers
Ou fuot they came up the slope, sical-
ing frows rock {o rock, from lollow Lo
hollow, from siraggling bk to
bush. The Kid reckoned thot there
were twenty-five lo thirty Rangers in
the !JHI:L'JI, and & dozen of then ware
keeping up the fire frow belund, while
the  rest advanced  wder cover o
cioerr  quarters,  The KU waited
coolly,  Wlhen they bhad (o pass the
Larrouca, they had to thow themsclves
for the leap acrosy; and the Kid
hgured {hat they would not make the
grade,

Within a dozen feet of the barranca.
on tle lower #de, was o mass of
rugged boulders, the last cover for L
Rangers.  The Kid watched it. Uy

W gound, if not by sight, he was aware

that his foea had reached it, and las
there in cover, gathering force [or the
final rush.

The firing from farther back dicd
mn{‘ at a signal, and & voice hailed
the Nio Kid from behind the boulders;

“8ay, vou fire-bug!”

It way tho voico of Mule-Kick Hall

“8ay, you coyote!” retorted the Kid.
“I1f you want 1o talk, come out inte
the open, Jim Hall, and don't chew
the rag, hiding like = dog-goned
prairic.walf! Say, you sared to show
yourself 1™ L.

An angry curse was the answer.

“I goness awearing won't buy you
snything, Jim all!"  chuckled
the Kid, “Do you figure that I'd
draw 3 bead on you while you was
talking turkeyi” .

“] guess I wouldn't put it past you!"
growled Hall, Lo

“Forget it, feller!” said the Eid. “If
you want a pow-wow instead of gun-
play, 1 ain't got avy kick coming!
Tell your guys to keep their friggers
own: and I'll sure hop out of cover,
pronto!”

“You can take my word for that, and
you know it!” growled Hall.

“Bure!" said the Kid.

And, with carcless coclncss, he rose
from covrer, aud ¢ in [ull view, his
rifle resting Iui]htiy in the hollow of his
arm. On the other side of the
barratea Jit Hall stepped from behind
the rocks—and the oullaw and the
captoin of t¥e Rangers stood looking
at one another across the yawning
gulf. under the blaze of the burning
sunshine.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
AL Bay!

HE .n{b Kid, with gracefnl
litencss, swept  off  his

tetson in salute to the Ranger

captain, That a dozen rifles or

more looked mt him, from clefts and

chinks in the mass of boulders, he welt
knew, but cared nothing.

Ha!l stared at him, not acknowledg-

ing the salute, his  hard-bilten faco

Sour,
Jim_ Ifall, slight in build, though
with iron muscles, wiry, selive, bow-
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lozged from inceszant riding, hard of
feature and ruthless of eye, made &
grim Dgure as ke stood there, thick
with the dust of weary trails, savage
snd sour.

Weary of the toiling trail, enraged
by vcvonstnnt drfcat, cmbittervd by
endless  disnppointments,  there  was
something like personal hatred in the
etare of the Ranger,

No outlaw or gunman had ever given
him a temh of the troulle the Ilio
Rid wad given; and it wns a bitter
mumory to Mule-Kick Hall that once,
in this long Luut, he bad ridden into
a trap, ord that thoe lives of hir Lunch
had iccn at the mercy of the Kid and
s rang of outeast Apaches. The Kid
had spared thent, and parted from bis
Jtegskin  allies; and the knowledge
tiat Le had been epared Ly the outlaw
whont ho hunted for Lis hife, was gol
and wormwowd to Jira Ilall

“8ay, you sure Jook as if you'd rol
a erouch, Jim!" said the Kid amishly,
“Mcan to say you ain't criering this
Lyer lectlo pascar in the Mal Daist”

Tiore was o chvckle from lichind the

Loulders where the Rangers lay in
Lores. i@ .
“That Kid ir surs » cool cussi? zaid

the voice of Decas Peto,

Mule-Rick Mall glared round, and
tho chuckling died away. 1le turned
liis keen, bitter cyes under the bect-

ling brows, on the Kid again.
“Your jig's up, Kid!" sald

abruptly. .
“That your idea?" asked the Eid

pleasantly, 2
“We'vo got you cinched!” growled

Hall, “You're wite to it, a3 well ns
I am, that you can't get off that ;avsn.
It's surounded — watched on il
sidea. Make a break on any side, and
you'il see that Your goose s cooked!”

“It's sure kind of you to put me
wite fo i,” said the Kid gravely.
“You're the fricnd I want in this hyer
fix, Jim Hall.”

Hall scowled. .

“You always was a8 guy for shoating
off your mouth!” he growled. “*Smart
cracks won't buy you anythingl I
allow you ean give us some trouble
cinching jou; but you can't get away.
and you know it1 What's the good of
burning powder, Kid?™

“T ain't honisg to burn powder,
folicr,” said the Kid., "All I'm ask-
ing for is an open trail. I've sure got
busipess in olher parls of Toxas, and
I'd give n whole hesp of dollars, I
sure would, to go and sco to it.”

There was another chuockle, stilled by
another scowl from ilall

“Talk sense, Kid!” said the Ranger
captain, *You'rc our muttonl Give
us your guns, ond we'll ride vom to
town, and you'll take {::ur chance with
s fair trial. Ain’t that belter than
being shot up in the Mal Paist™

#1" guess not.” The Kid shook his
head. "I ain't shot up yet, Jim Hall,
and I guess when the time comes I'm
going out kicking. 7That for your fair
irial at the county towni” He snapped
his fingers, * 1 guess the guys would
le in such a burry to string wp the
Ria Kid, that they wouldn’t worry a
whole lot about Ending him guilty
first. Why, the bold-up at Samsafras,
and shooting the marshal there, would
be enough to hang a man—and I never
heard of it till a week alter it had
happened, But if I told the judge that
how much would he bank on izt”

“Come off 1" growled Hall. “You're
wanted for that, as well a2 for a hun-
dred other thiugs!” .

“You've said it!” agreed the Kid.
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R T poaess 1 eather tahe my charog
iz tie Mal Pais?” )

Hall gave Lime o Didder fouk,

“Yoealld be ahot up, Kl I'm onlfen
fog sou oas zood a clanoe ws an oub
faw Fas a right to. Ilat 3f we lurn
poawalr o anars porong aaen., boain't
savic g that iom uen’t chest opog 1w
of ey Lapeh Heets B we'll gt a0a
wife, and voaTre o Jead man i

“Likely T enouwsdh )™ bl the  Kid
ensliys ") sure *ahe iU B¢ a big ctm-
aHment that soi've breapld ail yoor
buych after o, Jin Hall, 1 guese
rou've got the whole family there,
playing possom bohind there roche D2

HELPING AN ENEMY I The fifo Kid leaned forward from his waddle snd g
Though It meant risking hia own 1ilg in the flood In helplng an enemy, the Kid could not ess & white man drown It it was

by.
Jumo to save iy, (S (AU 1)
surp shows that you think a Mot of
ERTS

Iy it o cingh?™® demendod el

U Nope.” .

The Kid leughed lightly.

“Yau den'l grs M gs Pavy o
that, Jim., Mot by o jugloll 1 -
you'd rather talk tarkey thap  junip
ver that barpancd with my cifle taik.
ing 10 you, Dut youw don't god homo
with it

Hall gristed his temh,

*Wait, then!” he said terselr.

e dropped inta <over agoin, and
sinudancaisly  thoe Rie Kid hunted
aver betind e roek, Where wes a
cexekling of rifde tive in tho kot after-
poen.  The Kid 4 nay veply to ik
The Kid had w count his caririchres
uow, akd be was net di=posed (o wasts
a shot. He watted for the Rungegs to
o oL Yn the open, )

But they dil weot come act,

From time to time {iw
grambling voices and ang:y
the Hangers sweltered in b

el

i Lodders. Foery man in the
Lysp Dl was eoger o fotue ol b e
fuce of deatn, Dot Jame Tall’s werd
was law his resalution Jike irod,
Theough wenry haur after howr L
hoept Biv mien io caver, inoapite of heas

and  Depaticnes, and andiy prewling
snd grovsine. A e IKHEL wlhile Lo
waa avneved, adenir all for his

]
Muledoiek Hail

paticaee nd siral

wae waiting for mndewn,  The Rl
gt et gt sway  fiom the  pur-
ronvied  mega—that  was  fmporsible,
There was time to Lo jpetienl. Apd

whien darkness (o} on the Ma! Pais the
pamsage of the Lacranea would net Lo

ane of el tearind peil In U dark
tiwe Kiul's guns wers bt unely 1o taks
w0 terrible o tail

“Dig-goue him ™ growicd the Kid,

Tt wes wenry waiting for the Bitd, as
well as for the Rangers.  1le could
ot voenture o leave the baveancs une
wascird, OQuee the onemy wern acress
that chagn the odds gt closo quartors
naaid b ton mach fop the Kid to hope
f=r wven o figlting chasee. Fe was at
the ond eof s rope; and he  was
chnined to tise one spet where by focs
could pot nt him,

The Rid, enring the iren vu._tirnm:
of Jhu  Mall, cxercied  his oan
pativiice and waited and watehosd

The s went down in 3 bluse of
pur;iln aumed gnfd bubind the AMal Puss,

Shndows  lengthoened s canion aml
guleh. Dineuer and dimmer grew the

mesa, and rthe tangled choparsal that
clothed i, the rugged lapes, and the
feapret boullers where the Itengers lay
pw e ting. .

Diwmser  sud  dimancr—till  shapes

1%

5;:!:'-&' ton diw for discursent, ard
wrabives Lrymled over the ool cannuay
s1hat sewmied wope evil and forkldding
than over vpder the black el of
night §

Unwinking, the Kid's cyes vaidiod;
bug now e depended ere on his cars
than Bis cyes. Darkness, eod tag bours
freforg the Jocon cato up over tha
vullay ol e Kio Urande—dithnese awd
dire danger far tho beleaguered Wil

IPrawn the darkicx wounds of {nes it

mation—the long woit war over, the
wenry watding gt own oend,  Slight

suudd, cauntions sounde—hut cnough for
the wiury of the Kid, keen oy thode of
a ktbing coyoig-sounds of yuea who
cript freap o ogrer, wloo oerept ever
Locewn, Laked  warr®, jorthod  egainet
twess, LG Lipkesn i Lie :ni;—;is!; crepl
erer s wied clyeer o by narrowaest
secfion af tha ereul barsanes, 1le six-
forst pify that lay i Dot of the
Tid, A #00] 1ha Kid L)l LI Lo,
Warting bl in e plean wy pandeg
war et dn the hoals bBne, oonsiully

ﬁol.l the colinr ol Lthe Texas Ranger as he fiostad

with cartvidges running shost,  When
the Rid burmed pewder It woald e te
gotng cffent,

Yhe grindiog of heavy Linots ae they
landed--a map had Jeaped the Bayreoea,
From the Rid's rifle streamned flamw
and smwke, and a black hudow that
pomed in the pight was blotied o
tligh and pioreing, a ¢ry arose, g4 that
black shadew toppled over tlie olee of
tie barranca, aml hurtled down inte
space. From the Toxan Rapgors cams &
roar ol fory and a butst of Lrs, drown.
ing the lust el of the wan vie Lad

gore dowg to Lis death.
M The tnunting lingh of tlhe
Rio Kid roplied,
Cruck ! Crack?
The shota followed the lnagh of the
bey gatlaw, A zelling Baoger droppnd
Tig Porerat—Ne, 333,

THE THIRD CHAPTER, -
Acrge3 the Barrancal

L‘LI‘:'KF*;K 1EALL pui s
iy

Cut
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Fack from the ¢dge of the barrauea and
erawled nway, and anosher eiajiped o
haud to Lis head, whare bhali an cay
badl been torn nway. .

1t seemed as i the Kid eould seo in
o dark; and, iudeed, be could, for
the faintest shodow that stirred wae
enpugh for she Kid.  And when be
prlied tringst he kncw where the Tued
would go.

Lo rang the reckless leugh of the
Cboy cutiaw '

ey you ‘ural  You don't seem
in n dog-goned hurry " he called out.
“I'Il say so0u'ro surn taking your Lime!
Spy, Jim Ilull, you'ra the guy 1hat
alvars gota big want Your man’s hern,

anid by thy grear horned toad he's ready
and waiting.  Why ain't you gelling
g 32

1[all swore furipusly.

But when his sngry volee censed the
Kid was doubly watebful, The darkocss
that wrapped (he Rangers wrapped alio
the Eid, and he had erept closer to
the barranca—so close that oven in the
deop murk no man eould leap it without
the Kid's eyo spotting Lim. And eve
ang foger-trigger were s one.  Only st
that spot could a man on foot eroes;
and the Kid Leld all the cards o long
us his cartridges lasted,

Silonce from the KRangers, and &
mutter of a deep, low voice—ton low for
the Eid to hopo to catoh the words.
But it was Hall's vcice~and the Kid
would have given wmuch to hcar what
order ho was giving his moen, For he
knew that Hail was as wily as sn
Apache, as [ull of unmigectcd tricks aa
an unbroken cayuse, ‘That rush across
tho rift in the darkncss had becen
stop{md. Hall had counted on the cever
of the night, but its friendly cloak had
not &orved him.  What was the next
move? The Kid honed to know,

But ho did not know 41l a sudden
clatter of hoofboata from the night en-
lighteoed him,

“Geal” breathed the Kid.

There was s sudden burst of fire from
the Rangers, searching the rocks acro-a
tie barranea, .

The Kid, lying low, csred nothing for
the whizzing lead,

But for that rush of hoofbeats ho
cared much; be knew what it meant,

While the Runfun hield him_ pinncd
te the narrow rift, cheined there to
goard it agningt thoir crossing, ono bold
horsaman, & distance farthor along the
barranca, wag Emng to_ leap.

To the daylight the Kid’s rifls would
havp picked lnm off Jike a wild turkey
in the chapparrsl, In the darkness,
at the distance, he waa invisible, a
shot from the Kid sonld stop himn; and
if the Lasrancs itself could not stop him
he would eroas.

The Kid gave a low whistle—of
sdmiration moro than aoything elsc.

For the leap in 1he darkness, acrosy
s gull of great width and fatai depib,
was the dred of o man who rocked
uothing of life, The clauces of making
the jump in safety wore obe ia a
thousand,

He kpew who the reekless bhorseman
wos, In all Texas, the Kid figured,
there were fwo men who would have
tuken such & desperate chance. Unc of
them was the Rigo Kid, tho other was
Mule-Kick Hall, captain of the Texas
Rungers. It war Jimg Iall whe, fiflty
yards further along tho barranca, ent
of tho Kid's Lire, was gnlloping to the
ruad leap.

It was a mad leap—a lcap to deaih.
The Kid waited to hear the crash of
horse aad rider into the dcfﬂu of tha
~ barranca.  Only s wonderful turn of
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forlene could bave made suel a leap
a sucvess—all the chances were against
making the grade.

There was o dog's chanco—and that
was all.  Due of that dog's chapse
materialised  the Kid bud wa enomy
Eohind him—e determined enewy o bhis
Iast refuge—at ciose quarters, Staliing
off the Luneh of Rangess wp= 2 {ling
of the past. If Jim Hall made the grade
the Wid's gama was We=hiints from
Lobind his caver would soon be lum-
tuihg abous hiz vars. For that charee
Muie-Fick Hall was taking Lia lifo in
his hands, lvapivg the barranca in the
dark, in the shadow of the wings of
the Appel of Death,

“les!! repeatad the Tl
ewss ] Vb say Le's got sand !

'Tho Ttangers crazed Lire again, Ther
werg {stening.  ax RAXOLsIY a3 the
Kil, to the crashing hoothrats ibat
approached an edge that the rider could
biarcly sve in the gloom, ts leap towards
auother ¢dgo that was whelly invisible,
Only a man of iron could have caspyed
the feat-—and not one in o thousand
rould Lave got away with it. Was Jim
Hali getting nway with it ?

On the answer to that question
depended the outcome of the Rio Kid's
fast stroggle for life and liherty.

Claiter, clatiert

A second of silence,

No eye could follow the horseman in
the clinging darkness: but in that
breathlsa sccond of silence the Kid
and hia foon koew that the horscman
had taken off for the leap; tlint the
madiy-driven broticho was sprivging
ecross the gull, suspended for the
atant in Epact.

Crash ! )

It was mn dinc of landing hoofs.

Hoofs that rang and crashed and clat-
tered an the near side of the harranca
~the Kid's side. Clatter, clatier! of
hoals vainl ;t‘rinn'i to make good =
precarious landing. then the long-drawn
tervified squeal of a borse thet f{el}
helplossly hack sud  crashed down
through space.

Crash ! far on thie rocks at the boltom
of the barranca—and silenca! The
horse had gone down—hit the rider?

Had Mule-Kick Honll gone down
with the falling horse? It was all Toxns
{0 a silver dollar that he had

And yet—

founds came through the night, and
they coatme on the Kid's wide of the
barranes--sounds of shufing  =nd
seofling—of a man who dragped himself
frem fhe cdge of death,

the Ranpers heard thote sounds n»
woll ae the Kid, The oxcited voice of
Peeon Tete yelled frantically.

“Sav, you 'unal Mao's surs made the
grado 1™

There war s shout of friumph from
ithe Rangers,

Mule-Kick Jisli had made the grode.
With a thousand chances to gne ngainst
snreess  the thousandth chance had
matorinlised, Tha horsa had gone down
1o death: the rider had Bung hiowelf
aver the neck and head of the {alling
broneho, catching at rocks and dragging
himself to lifle. Mule-Kick Iall was
ourosd the bacranca. :

M Jumpln® gophers 1" marmured the
Kit. "I guras that zuy's got sand-—ha
FUTR '-I'um! 'l tell the world ho's somo
cueg I

It the Kid had no time to expend in
admiring _the feat peefonned by bin
enomy. Far Mula-RKick Hall was cu the
wrong side of his defences now, amd
coming at him in the dorkness, And
thio d crept hack {rom cover. back
{ron the lareanca that war na Jomger
a defence, into the tangled chapparral
where ke had left bis mustang. And as

“Eammne
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be went noelde spat fire in the darknoss,
[_1;[_;15;1? itowith capad fashes, and gput-
tering 1eacl senrgnd 0t the ro-ks where
the Wid bad soen 2 winule before.
Mude-Rick Hail had lost no tiwe ju
EeLUNE o oloae quarters.

Ho did noy, it was pralable, figure on
finding the Kid still there, 13 cured
fnthe citler wax, I the id was tiere
It vk an e man—while ibe Rungers
wore coming aeress {he riid, 1 be vas
Hot there the morrow would sco. N
hunled out of the decpost Focessos of
Ut pateh of chappatrnl, his last hidiog-
place, from which there was no further
ratreat. Either wayp, Mule-Kick [T}
bad trismpled—ihe Kil was at the
el of bis ropowand the Nuoger who
tossted that hie never fuilod to get his
meen would make his words goad.

The Kid was not there—darinéss agnd
the choparral had swalowed bine.

!‘lnll shouted aeross to his mrn:

Hump it, you “uns!’

One by ong the Rangurs camo aeros
the parrow 2ift and joined their Joader.
Fwenty-live men wore pathicred there,
ready for the sl bunt that way o
bepin. when the morning sun lighted
tho gloom of the chaparral. The enid
was in sight now. Muole-Kick Hall had
wmade the grade; and the sun that waa
5001 to rizg on the Mal Pais would
light the last day of the boy outlaw of
the Rio Grande. )

THE FOURTH OHAPTER,
Frem the Jaws of Death !

LIE Rio Eid looked at tho red
duwn over the Mal Pnis and
thought of the sumsot thut fi
waa nover to see, and his lip

curled with reckless disdain,

Now that the cineh had come, the
Kid was ready to faco it. }o had had
s long run, sad if his Juck had petered
ont ho was not the galoot to complain,
Fortuno had stoed his friend for & long
time, and he had no kick coming.

‘The Kid did not deceive himsell—ho
knew that the jig was up. llut never
would the Kid bo taken to judgment
bound on the back of » broncho, with
gyves on his wriste—~nover that whiks
his Gnger could press a trigger, or his
liumd mg:tg s bon-i;lmit‘mh "%ﬂ_:i burn.
n ning was to sce the Kid's Inet
fight—a ﬁfht to the desthl

iis oolv solace—~if soiace it was—
was that ho woukl go on the long trail
in goodly company. Alule-Kick Hall
first, if b could get then a8 many
of the bunch as Fate allowed; and the
Kid reckoped that it would bo & good
rumber,  When they talked iz the cow.
tonne of the Rio ihd'n laat fight, he
vowed that they phould have somo.
thing worth chewing the rag about,

The sky that for wecks had been
burning blue, witheut s cloud, shedding
mrreileas heat on the Mal Fals, was
that miorning leaden, Lut hotier than
ever, Away te the south, on the Mex;.
tan Mdo ‘of the Rio Grande, black
clouds were hanked, inky battalions
that shadowed the burning sunlight.
Blowly, imperceptibly, those black
fuasses werg cdlgrng towards the Mal
Pais. T tho Kid did not heod them
or notice them; bo had other mattors
10 gecupy his mind. For the dawn was
followed by the erack of firearma—the
hunt was up.

. In the thick chaparzal tho heat wan
intente; the flies buzzed in uncounted
myrinds, Never for » moment was the
Kid—clutive as ever—out of sound gof
his enctnics, Through and through
that patch of chapareal, not half &
square mile in cxtent, that covered the

{Coatinucd a¢ foot of next page.)
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The Dox. the new monster ﬂy;::sg boat, weighing seventy.nine tons when fully
{rom and l-’mvlms on the ocean hikea scagun. has szartled the world Ly s magmtm!e.

| inthe

tsden, and capable o( lifting

In this artsclc. aur

contributor tells you all about this leviathan of the skies!

FEW yvears ago—twenty-four, to
A be exact—prople wha wore

intereted i oaeroplancr wrre

aviliy escibed berattee some.
ot had wore o5 Loss soccpsdolly made
sotm texts voth & sinple ghder which
coudd fleat upon the water snd rwe
therefrom inta the air.

This wonderfud biplane glider was
fitted with licllow wooden pontoons, or
floats, and a motor-boat had to tow it
afong the water until the glider got up
sufficient speed to mount into the ir. It
wusnt't a very poth affair. In fact, 3t
was rather funny when you think of it in
camnparison with the engrmous reaplancs,
ar fying-bwats that wo have to.day, Dut
it wax the forerunner of the mighty Dox !

Haven't vou heard of the Dox? ‘They
built it 1 Gennany. and tested it 3 very
short while ago, It came through the
tests with great hanours, and in doing so
pretty well upser most of the prevailiug
notions concerning the construction of
such vessels,

Tt is the hLiggedr fhingbtoat in the
world, nuude of groy sienl, 150 foet lonf,
and weighs 34 tons,  When the great air.
boat is loaded to capacity they reckon it
will be able 1o carry in the air forty-five
tons of peopls and baggage.

There are a couple of stormous win
to this monster—wings 150 feot from fip
lo tip, and ten foect thick. Tho wings
have a passage.way through them, so
that the mechanics can walk from turret
ts turret 58 pecessary. ‘There are six of
these turrets projecting from the two

colossal wings, und cach turret s
equipped with two 500 horw power
enginca.

All told, that mesns that the Dox
has twelve engincs. with a total horsa.
power of 6,000, Bome “kick ” to thia
stmazing leviathan of the airl Al the
engines are controlled by two pilots,

mech

under b sedors of the captain and the
Hving-boat's navigating offier i the
chart-room.

The Trial Flight!

Two engineers control the engine.room
dials, and tho way the Dox answers to
its helm is simply marvellows., Two
levors only to command all thot horse.
power, and yet the tremendons verse! ia
as dicile a3 a well-trained horte—with
the powee of €000 herses in ita
“innards " !

Inside the bady of the flving boat are
the captain’s bridge, a lnxurious and
spiacious saloon for ope hundred pas-
sengers, and arcommodation for all their
luggage, in addition to spaco for other
cargn. So you seo the Dox isn't simply
4 gigantic toy or experiment, It is
going to enter inlo serious competition

wiith ordinary air-craft, and whon it fiest

rose from the water, in July, it at once
took ite place at the very front of the
world's big fiving Loata,

Fae two and & half sears the Dox had
been guarded in her gigantic shed at
Friedrichshafen, For twn and s haif
years the atrictest zocrecy had heen
maintai on every point concerning
the marvellous fying-boat that was
slowly growing up as an army of expert
anies laboured to carry out the
ideas of its inventor and designer. You
can itagiane the pride of Dr. Dornier,
who designed it all, when, on that morn.
ing Iast July, the very last folshing
touch having heen given to his piant,
the child of his skill slid slowly and
sately down to the water’s edge.

The tremendous gates of the shed that
had hidden the Dox throagh thicty
strepanns monthe stid epen as  Dr.

Dornier pressed a button. The captive’

was frce to take (o the watcr and then
the aie, at lastt

_ A sacond Imtton was pressed, and the
Iox moved out—io the trial dight that
was 10 be witnessed by air experts
athered from all the ends of tho carth,
he twelve engines roared, the picked
crew of twonty men sottled in theig
appointed places.  Forty eager hands
were ready to do their bit, and then the
Dox was racing full-pelt across the
waters of the great lake whero it was to
shiow its paccs,

A Sheer Success !

And show them it did. For a maiter
of two lours its captain kept the
vnornous  flving-bost  racing on  the
water, Iwisting, dodging, carr¥ing out
with the greatest zeadiness every
demand of the skipper, .

The leviathan wings stood the strain,
and then, after & final cun of 500 yards,
at a epeed of sixty miles an hour, the
Dox, with her thirtv.four tons dead
weight, mounted ur from the churnin
water and scared like s monster bird.
Ty, up it wont, and then camae the test-
ing descent,  Gracefully the fyvipg-
bonat landed on the water again,

Three times the test was repeated, and
this firt of a projec Heet of
tremendous ﬂsinp&mu had proved
itre!f a sheer success. And it ja less
ihan iwenty.six yvoars ago that Orville
Wright managed his historie fighi of
twelvo seconds—a  fight whuﬁn he
describes, in his own words, as " the first
in which a machine oarrying 4 man had
raised Jts+3t into the air by its own
power in free flight, had sailed forward
on a leve! courso withoul reduction of
specd, and had finally landed without
wing wrecked 1

And now the Dox has arrived, to
astound the world by its magnitude !

(Yext week: "THE GREATEST
LINERSI')
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(Continued from previous page.)

summit of the mosa, the Rangers
hunted himy, yuartering the ground
like hunting-dogs for their prey.

But the Kid, it had been maid of old,
was & bad man to crowd.

More than one Ranger, hunting hard,
found what he sought and did net live
to_repent it,

For the Kid was descerste now, and
fie Eare a8 was given to him. It was
n hght to the Jdeath: and doath stalked
abroad under the burning hest that
morning on the chaparral high up in
the Mal Pais, .

And at the burning noontide the hunt
was slili hot, and the Kid was not yet
cine

Mule-Kirk Hall was grinding bis

fecth with rage: and his weary and in-
turinfed  men  muttering corss, savo
those who had come too close to their
auarey and would never spealt again,

Without a pause, unresiing, the hunt
went on, ever closer and Jonn- till a
ring of savago men, maddencd and
mereiless,  surrounded the clump of
thicket where the Kid lay beside his
mustang., 8 six-gun in either hand,
weary desperation in Lis face, and the
rastle of the death-sugel’s wings audible
in his cars.

One more rush, ono desperate hand.
to-hand gropple, and the hunt was over
—~the thing was domo. Then the name
of the boy cutlaw would bs only a
memory on the banks of the Mlio
Grande, 2

And then, like a roar of sudden artil-
lery, it came! Tho cloud burst, the
child of the burninf heat, for which
the Kid had hoped for long days, and
which bad ever disappointed him—and
which ke had now forgotten in his last
desperate hour. It came to remind
himn that while theye wos lLife thero was
hope—even a fow minutes of life, With
a roar and a crash, with sudden tor-
rents of rain like o spilt ocean, it camea.

Blackuess over tho leaden sky—black-
ness and raging water, The Mal Pais,

¥y as bLone under dags of drought
g:xc‘ked up thaﬂwltcr qi:i'uh seas. But _utili
it eame-~nouring, ing, raging.
Every arroyo, whers the sand and
stones had haked dry, burning to the

, AContinwed on next r.) ‘
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Taught a way theegh
and  crashing troes,
ihitipan
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Kid's sight and vanished again,  And
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and play cards in their studies—that
is tho state of the Smart Set at
Saintsbury College, Till Pete conies
along a8 Games Mastegl  Dete-othe
dusky giant, as strong as an ox, with
cast-iton skull and muscles of steel.
My hat{ How he wades in amongst the
cads and stackerst  Ylere is the most
rousing, lnughable and exciting schon!
story that you could wish for, RMake
fricnds with Pete to.day by getting
« THE SPORT-SIHY SCHOOL.!
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Lim, sted a Lioarse voice panted fur help.
And the Inid realised gt ths was ool
a dosd man, Lut & livieg one at Lis
Last giep.

Wi b was the B did pot kpow;
ey Le Lusw thal b mwust Le w foo,
1 : woatl were his faca

o oerrermtt, all i< pere

it

nodife in that
wintal lury—thy
soomen and beld
g el e slnewy
draggod e wnt across the
samge, und Sule Kicker fougit
on with g adguble burden,

Svimindng ar intersaiy Ording pre-
carviane fouhsld at olher titnes, tha
groy mnctange fonght o, ansid whirliog
inga and gpiosiia tiees, dacslied again
anid npadu Fevhy wails by tie
swirling oo b
he Ril kept the saddle, how
ang  kept s foest, 1lg Loy
vy Do e e that
eV eTE pRtOng BLery ouLta s
e for Lite, and that ¢aurags
ve von teoughont lasd,
foarioe food that rathoed
dann e wvatirgn the [ Kol eawreed
ar loer, jneed and dieey, tore deasd
!}3"!*_ ‘.i """fu;|-;_;!i'\{‘.

: Yot [,"']va\n.a e I;I'A'-\i,‘ll
g Toroen beefomn pogs, e Rid
fo el Ditpad ap fhee yaudl, Bis borse
st Laen deen o meling water, bal

§.|_.r-' BT ool

=il el Iashed
rowted, sind the Geroe wisd beat
ciuteband; bt be was out of the
Pais, out of the foaming [reshels
fatling roglhe aned rending (rees

At tiie Kid pusliead o6 10 a nidge of
high eround pbave tho flood, hslted
Iz weary horse, dismeunted. and lifred
dawn the man he bad saved, and laid
fum iepderiy onough in the prnss,

! gaess vl e O,K, there,
feller,” paid  the Kid *Ihis hyer
rookis won't Jaet 2 heap lang, I
sy that your friends will find you-—
and 5t 1 don't Mt the horizgon mighty
cuith they'll sure find me nt the snwe
rime! And 1 gaess 1 dou't want any
more Mrle Kk Hald in minet”

And then, as he pecred at the man
bie Lo raved, the Rin Kid cjneulated

cumiping gophers

Atd Mule Kick Hatl—dizablul, spent,
defopecIpasmciared up stith hittor eves
w the 2z who bed zaved him,

T paid the Kid theughtfally ;
saghind,

g eogone jf, iF Td knoeed it was
¥an T'd hsve hoohed yvou our ol that
holl all th ste! Ay taan in Teans
will toll yon that the Rio Kid is a gol-
darned gink! I cuess of I waan't
phenb lace, Jim Ul vou’d gon yours
nov'. right where vou live!™

“Rbast U7 aaid the Ranger.

The Kid shnak his head.

“Not anvy!” he answorcd., “It's me
for the 1raid; and you, T reckon, can He
Lere ti}! your guys find you gl pick
/ wp,  Then sot ean sirre beat it
bark o the rewn and 1!l the world
thal the Nin Kid pever lgured that yon
vas woarth bis tead. Solong, Jim 1el!
And povt time you toll Texas thut vou
alwars wet yvour roan. temember the
3l Pais nng the Ria Kidl”

And, with the Wanger's bitler eves
folfowing him. the Ris Kid meuntml
the wustong agoin, cracked his quirs,
and imappearcd in the dinness of
swampiag rain.

THE END.

{fde=t angs again ap Ve prof-ic, the
Tia Hid geels adveniuee, He finds ie,
sure cagunh, and e} the wmoect thyillting
eariaty,  Tasl st fur: "YIVE HEN.
DRED DOLEAR SMITH ! n rearing
tale of Wealern adeonture '}
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