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THER FIRST OHAPTER.

;o Hunted Down 1
LI \HE spattering -of shots from the
- prairie startled the Rio Kid
;> from his siesta. The boy outlaw
. =.; of the Rio Grande lay deep'in
ferns, resting laxily in the heat of the
Texan day. the tangled
boughs of tha chapa shut off the
blaze “of - the  sun- that burned with
tropical heat on the open prairie. The
Kid lay at ease in the ferns, hi
rosting oo his saddle. Near at hand the
grey mustang cropped the herbage.
» Bave for the quiet cro orop of the
orse, ‘and the chirrup of a cicada in
the tfucket, all was silent and still in
the drowsy heat of midday. - -
:3The Kid. had been thinking, half-
dresming, of old days on the Doubie-
3ar Ranch; old dl&;whm he had
ridden  with the ble-Bar bunch
before he had been outlawed and a
price put on his head. But as that
sudden spattering of shots broke the
drowsy silence, the mustang raised his
bhead from the grm and laid back his
ears—and the Rio Kid leaped to his
feet, his hand sping & gun.
; ¥Thud, thud, thud!
Faint from afar, then closer and
louder came the hoof-strokes of & gallop-

ing horse, ,

.~ Bhucks !” murmured the Kid, as he
. 'E:hwd'lh : guess the gt]uo:l that's
ri a 3 idi it
h.rdn.g' 1 cayuse is sure riding i

~g@The Rio Kid had camped on the edge
of the chaparral. A dozen steps, and
o. way looking, out over: the open
prairie that stretched from the dusky
wood, mile on mile, towards the distant
.Rio Pecos. ; Keeping in cover. of the
-_.‘go_u..';hngl_ed with masses of dant
Bpaniard’s beard,~the’ Kid :loc oud
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A hunted man will ulwayl find a friend in the R;o Kid. Butlet him
try to Jonl}l_c—'cmu this young boy cutlaw, and there 1s tro\xl?le.

over the sunlit plain, wondering who
was riding s0 hard in the blaze of the
sun. .
A horseman was spurring towards the
chaparral. --His broncho, thick with
dust, czked with aweat, was on the point
of exhaustion—only the savage urqli_ng
of whip and spur drove him on.. The
Kid's brows contracted as he looked.
To save his life, the Kid would never
have driven an exhausted horse so
mercilossly. - . :

But it was to save his life that the
horsoman was spurring. Over a grassy
fold of the prairie behind three Stetson
hats were bobbinE. Three riders were
on the track of the fugitive, and gain-
ing on him at every leap of their horses,

in spite of his savage spurring and
lashing whip. "
The Rio Kid looked on grimly. i
The fugitive had lost his hat in his

wild flight. The blazing sun beat down
on his face and tousled head. The Kid
knew that dark, black-bearded face, the
mouth that wasg like @ gash, the hard,
savage eyes sot close together.
vo-Hundred-Dollar Smith!” mur-

mured: the Kid. *“Shucks! I guess
them jas r:dyonder will be raking in
that five hundred. Bure thing!” '

The fleeing broncho staggered, and
seemed about to fall. "A savage band on
the rein steadied him, and he panted on
towards the chaparral. Bang, bang,
bang! came from riders ind.
They were in full sight now, firing on
the fugitive as they rode him down.

The Kid made no movement.

. Five-Hundred-Dollar 8mith was mak-
ing & desperate effort to reach the

. il:agsrrd. Close as his pursuers were,

ad a chance of escApe once in the
unied woods and thickets. - But he
would never reach it—the Kid could see
o} At avery steide he
Didd axmatidd g 7c At LA e

see the over-strained broncho pitch over

in Erlu. .

The Kid's look was dubious. For a
hunted man he could feel aympathy;
he had been hunted himself, and had
known what it was to ride for his life
with .deadly foes spurring on his trail.
But he had little feelin ior the desper-
ate bandit who was fleeing from the
Sheriff of Plug Hat and his men.

All along the border Rube Smith was
koown for his desperats deeds—e gun-
man, a-rustler, a cow-thief, a ruthless
killer, with a reward of five hundred
dollars on hiy head. Every cowman in
Texas would have been glad to see
Rube Smith swung up to the branch of
a cottonwood, and the Rio Kid would
not have been sorry. 3

Crash !

Within a dozen yards of the spot
where the Kid stood, screened by hang-
ing llianas, on the edge of the
chaparral, the over-driven mustang
crashed suddenly to the earth.

The rider fell heavily.

The Kid saw him strive to rise, and
sink back aegain, helplessly. One leg
was pinned under the fallen horse.

Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith lay at the
mercy of his pursuers. There was a
shout of triumph as the Plug Hat men
rode on to secure him.

Then the Kid woke suddenly to

action.

“Bad man” the outlaw was—the
most lawless and desperate border
ruffian i.n! Texas, hBut thaK“{iE {e!i_n
stirmng of sympathy as ruffian Iay
at 5’mwcy of bz foes. He would
not see him taken.

From the green of the chaparral came
» sudden blaze of firing aa the Kid's
walnut-butted .45's roar

Bang, bang, bang! A T 3
i : riding. &
to m"l"h,’—khagl_:r& ol?i’ing_‘!:!_ul ng
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few yards shead of his men, gave a
yell as tho Stetson spun from his head.
His followers reined in ir horsey as
the lcad whizzed by their ears.

Bang, bang! |

For a second tho three riders stared
at the grecn wall of the chaparral, with
the whizzing lead buxzing round their
heads; and then they wheeled their
horses and rode madly back the way
they had come. Plying whip and spur,
they dashed away over the prairie, rid-
inﬁ for their lives.

'he Kid grinned as bhe threw lead
after them. N

The bullets went close, grazing here
an arm, thero a shoulder or an ear.
‘The Rio Kid could place his lead where
ho liked. Not one of the sherifi’s men
was hit; but every one of the three
figured that he had had the closest call
oof his life as he rode franticslly out of
rango of the hidden marksman. .

TE:; vanished across the grassy plain,
nothing doubting that the fleeing bandit
had led them into an ambush from
which they had narrowly escaped.

The Kid, his smkm‘i‘gum in his
hand, stepped out of trees and
advanced towards the fallen bandit.

Five-Hundred-Dollar 8mith had given
up his efforts to drag his pi leg
loote. The horse did not stir. It was
death-stricken as it fell, and it lay, an
inert mass, its ht ~pinning the
bandit’s limb, crushing it into the earth.
Lying on his zide, raised on an elbow,
the bandit dngfod_ @ six-gun_from his

belt, his eyes glaring over the barrol
at the Rio Kid as ho came out of the
chaparral.

“Drop it, feller!” ordercd the Kid.
“You pesky jay, don’t you savvy that
I've jest saved iour nock—though it
sure wasn't worth saving! Drop it,
hombre.” }

The Kid's gun looked full in the face
of the panting bandit.

“The Rio Kidl” breathed Rube

“Bure 1"

The bandit's savage eyes glared at
him over the six-gun. But he knew—
none bettor—that the - Rio Kid's aim
never failed. A glitter came into the
Kid's eyes,

“Drop it, you-durned coyote—"

The six-gun sagged into the grass.

"] guess it's your say-so, Kid,” said
Five-Hundred-Dolldr Smith hoargely;
and he dropped the gun.

“You've said it,” agreed the Rio Kid.

Ho picked up thd bandit’s rovolver
and, with a swing of his arm, tossed it
away over the troe-tops into the

chaparral,

T little stream that flowed and
rippled amid tangled mesquite

and pecan and post-oak. It was @

flimsy hut, but shelter enough for the

Rio Kid. In these days the Eid was

lying low.

Since the Kid had returned to his own
country from Mexico foes had been
hard on his trail. He had been cornered
in the Mal Pais, and only his luck had
eaved him from the Texas Rangers. He
was many a long mile now {rom the Mal
Pais, and in tho dense chaparrals of
the Pecos valley his encmies were not
likely to trail him down.

Still, the Kid was very wary, and for
the timo he was not anxious to draw
attention to himself. The encounter
with the sherifi's men from Plug Hat
was not pleasing to him for that reason.

Whether they had scen him or not,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
in Camp !
HE wattled jacal was built in the
heart of the chaparral, by a

" into my

a3 he fired on them from the chaparral,
ho did not know, but if they had they
would spread the news that the boy out-
law of the Rio Grande was on hand.
The Kid called himself a gink for
having chipped in to save Five-Hundred-
Dollar Smith from a well-deserved fate.

And ho had the gunman on his hands
now. Without a borse,. with his
leg hurt, and disarmed—the Kid had
fcen 'to that—the guoman was helpless.
The Kid had brought him to the jacal
where he camped, and the bandit lay
now on a pile of skine in the little hut.
- Night brooded over the chaparral.

It was denscly dark, hardly a gleam
of starlight penctrating the tangled
vegetation. Outside the doorway of the
jacal a low camp-firo burned on which
the Kid bad cooked his supper—and his

gucst’s. 4 .

Littlo as he liked Rubo Smith, and
though he called himself a gink for
having saved him, the Kid's hospitality
was bonndless, The hunted man was
welcome to a share in the shelter of the
jacal and to a share of the Kid's pro-
vender. .

The Kid would be glnd enough to see
the last of him, and-while he stayed
he could not trust him an inch, but he
was welcome to if he liked. Ho
was & hunted man, hunted for his life,
and that was cnough for the Kid. !

“Grub, feller!” called out the Kid
cheerily, when the flap-jacks and bacon
and beane were ready.

Five-Hundred-Dollar 8mith crawled
from the bed of skins,

His leg had been hurt where it had
been pinned under the dead broncho;
but the Kid had examined it and found
that no bones were broken. It seemed
to the Kid that the bandit was making
much of a slight injury, though Rube
Smith, strong and savage and desperate,
was hardly the man to play the invalid.

ga l‘“h on one sido ;)I ‘h:ciﬁuh fire,
and ate his supper with voracious a
tite. While he ate he stared -:pﬂz
Kid in the ruddy gleam of the fire.

“You figure it's safe to light a fire
hyer, Kid1” he asked.

“Surel It won’t bo scen from the

fains,” answered the Kid. *“I reckon
'll.numglz: it out, .though, afore I turn
lankets.” .

. I guess I never reckoned I'd meet up
with you, Kid,” said the bandit. "Last
I heard of you, they had you cinched
in tho Mal Pais, down by the Rio
Grande.”

The Kid grinncd. '

. "I guess they never got away with
it,” he answered. “But I allow it was a
close eall.”

“Lucky for me you was around
here,” said Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith.
“Them guys had me dead to rights
when you horned in.”

“They sure had.”

“1 guess I'm powerful obliged, Kid,”
said Rube Smith, his shifty eyes on the
handsome, sunburnt face across the fire.
"“But what's the big idea in taking my
bardware off me, feller?”

“You're sure safer without it,” said
the Kid. " You might get a hunch to
pull a gun if you had one, and that
would mean sudden death for you,
feller.” |

Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith laughed
uneasily. p

“I guess I wouldn't pull A gun on

on, Kid, arter you saved me,” he said.
‘You can sure trust me for that.”

The Kid smiled. and mado no reply.
He trusted Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith
about as much as he trusted a rattlo-
snake.

“Well, 1 reckon I don’t want a gun
while I'm _camping here,” said Rube
Smith. *“ You're sure a white man, Kid,

* was quite aware of it.«.ts.
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to stand by & guy uxe thh. Say, what'
you doing in this country?” . .-
“Lying doggo,” the Kid-(nswered
. briefly, . *“ There's a lot of guys wans to
meet up with me, bad, t I ain't
honing to seo them.'. What you been
doing an the P feller?”
:. Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith did not
answer that question. He ate and
beans in silence, -+ - . - :
His autper finished, be balf-roso, and
* sank again with a faint gup. |
“My leg's sure 1" he said.
“Mebbe you'll .give mo a band back
into the shebang, Kid.” -

P Lol ml“ = = +
The Kid helped the ruffian back into
the jacal, and Five-Hundred-Dollar

Smith sank down on the bed' of skins *

-with a faint groan. - . - .. .

Tho Kid, in the ehadows of the hut,
loocked at him curiously. ‘Again it was
borne-in upon t
was making much of his injury, more
than the hurt to his leg warranted. v

The -man's record- was \a black one,
and the Kid knew that he was nono too

..good for any treachery.-. He. was un-

mounted now, and for.the. sake of the
Kid's horse he-would have been capable
of repaying the boy outlaw’s sarvico with
& bu let.l!u-ou.gh the head. . The Kid

T ".i':i'
.- He wondered.-whether it waa the
‘bandit’s game to give him an Im ion
of being belplezs in order to make some
attempt _on_ him . while +ho.slept that
.night. Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith was
none too good for it, and a stone or =
billet of wood might have sufficed for
dealing with & sleeping man. | ... .
The Kid smiled at the-thought.- He
slept liko a weasel,” and if the bandit
had any idea of taking him by surprise
when was in his -blankets he was
lil(el‘; to meet with a surprise himseclf,
“You ail right now, feller?” asked
the Kid. > ol S
I guess so. Yon turning in1”

“1 reckon I'll let you have the she-
bang,” said the Kid. “I'm tpking my
blankets into the chaparral.” .

“You sure don’t trust & guy, Kid.”

“Not s whole heap!” said the Kid
coolly, and picking up his blankets
and_slicker, he left the jacal.

Five-Hundred-Dollar ~ Smith’s
gleamed after him in the gloom. .

The Kid laid down in his blankets in

eyes

his mind that.the bandit -

the thickets, by the side of his musteng. |

But he did not sleep.

The elmz-ﬁro died out, and all was

dark, save here and there where & gleam
of atarlight came through the tangled
branches. 2
Night, full
sounds of the ch
cloak round the um&
He had lain by

of the strange, ecrie
aparral, lay like a ‘dark
of the Rio Kid.
o mustang more

than an hour, when there was & faint .

eound from tho jacal close at hand.

The Kid smiled in the darkness.

His hand was on the walnut butt of
a six-gun. Ho had given the fugitive
bandit help and shelter, and if Five-
Hundred-Dollar Smith was meditating
treachery the Kid was prepared to give
him hot lead, with no more compunction
than if he had been a prowling wolf.

Lying silent in the thicket the Kid
fistened. He heard the bandit leave the
jacal, and there was no sound of the
dragging of an injured lcx‘.m Heo smiled
again. His judgment had been correct;
Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith’s leg was
bruised, but it was not disabled. He
was moving easily and freely enough
now.

The Kid gripped. his _six-gun hard.
He fully J'mt'pc\\:led te d-nﬁct the ruffian
stealing, towards {mx: in _the dnr!:_q_e-

ith murderous intent.  ~° e T
‘-w- . . Treg Porvian.—No. 558,
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But to his surprise there was no sound
of the bandit's approach. For some
minutes there was gilence—he knew that
the ruffian was listening. Then there
were faint sounds receding, and the Kid-

rcalised that Rubo Smith was leaving
the camp. 5
* The Kid whistled under his breath.

Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith, with in-
finite caution, was stealing away into
the chaparral.

Whjr There was no reason why he
should not have left the Kid openly, at
a? moment he liked. Why had he
affected to be disabled, and why was he
ltellliu’ sway softly in the darkness?
The Eid reflected on that problem for
& few moments. What it meant he did
not know— that it was more than
‘hkrt‘ly that it meant treachery of some

80 . :
+. The Kid quietly leavirg his blankets
moved silently through 4he thickets;

end  &f Five-Hundred-Dollar _Smith
picked his slow and cautious wa
through the ai

ﬁ’loom. of the chaparr
there was one that followed behind him, .
unseen, unhecard, like a flitting phan-

- tom jn the shadows of the night.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
i Biack Treschery |

ﬂi 70U, Rubel” -
" _ ."1 guess 80, Jake Saunders.”

*You're dog-goned late.”
- “You be:: waiting 1”
- “Bince sundown |” growled the rough-
man who léaned on the trunk
owadwﬁt_mwood,_ doeynd in shadow, the
E is ci indicatin, h he
stood  to the B":. of the :di:“who
came creeping: from the thickets.
Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith stopped
under the nh;.d?fwy br’lﬁu m‘t htze. f..nll1
eottonwood, & Il roam ACH.
where the Rio Kid's camp lay. Jake

- peered at him in the gloom. !

*“I been waiting since sundown,” he
eated. “I on I'd bave -hit the
‘trail mighty soon, Rube.: You allowed

kd."be hers to meet up with me at

dar . ;
-“I guess it was & chance whether I
met up with you at all,””

led the
bandit. “The sheriff of pl'u; Hat got
;jrim!:' o(_mq. and I bad to ride for my

6. : 5 )
. Jake whistled.

“] guess they’d have cinched me,”
.went on Five-Hundred-Dollar Bmitaf-.
“but the Rio Kid horned in—>

“The Rio Kid1” ejaculated ‘Jake
Saunders, -

Yep.”
' "X reckoned he was down in the Mal
Pais—the R-nn:: was arter him.”
“Well, he's e, and be horned in,
and thtew lead at the Plug Hat guys,
and I Egot away,” said Hubo Smith.
" He's fixed ur n a jacal in the chap-
arral,’ lying do . He allows that
there ain't = chanoe of any galoot
:gp% in the thousand dollars that's
ered for him.> ;
. “Gee!” muttered the other.
=~ “That’s why I kept waiting,”
went oo the it. - “1 -didn’t figure
ot letting the Kid know I had a pard
meeting up with me here.” "
«Not by lone.chalks o in't] T
on, e sin't! e
lol't"hhn in his blankets, and I guess he
won t open his eyes till sun-up.”
I: “He's & spry galoot, that Kit!'l I,

L) you getting awa
: “g: didn't I‘f“ nngd‘ Five-Hundred-

He gritted his teeth,

“What's the gameo, then?” asked the
other. “I can sure fix you up with
s gun; but you don’t want to go to gun-
play with the Kid. He's a bad man

“to crowd.”
“I ain't crowding him, I guess.” The
bandit paused & moment. “That Kid'a

worth a thousand dollars, Jake.

suro can't walk into Plug Hat or any

other cow-town and tell them whero to

cinch him. I reckon it would be shoot-

ing on sight if I did.”
ake chuckled,

“I% sure would,” he assented. “I
guess they’d rather have you than the
Kid, Rube.” i

“That's so. But they ain’t wise to
you, Jake—no guy in this section knows
that you work with me. You can walk
into any cow-town on the Pecos; you
wouldn’t be much use to my outfit if
you couldn’t. All they know of you ia
that you're a puncher on the Sunset
Ranch. They ain't wise to it that
you're in with m‘v bunch—"

“If they was, I guess I shouldn’t be
here chewing the rag with you,”
grinned Jake. “I should sure be strung
up on & limb.”

“You get me?"” muttored Five-Hun-
dred-Dollar Smith. “You_hustle into
Plug Hat, and put the sheriff wise that
you know wheore to lay hands on the
Rio Kid. He sure will jump at the
chance of roping in that pesky fire-
bug. Bring the sherif and his men
around hyer at dawn, and they’'ll have
the Kid jest where they want him.
They can surround his camp and closo
in on him, and he won’t have a dog'a
clance of getting clear, like he did in
the Mal Pais. You get me?”

*Sure 1”

“It's a thousand dollars,” muttered
the bandit, '“You rope in the dollars,
Jake—easy as falling off a log. We
divide afterwards.” :

b a sure thi’ng," said Jake.
“It's jesi pie,” said Five-Hundred-
Dollar 8mith rsely. *The Kid ain't
got & nuﬁicion. He don’t trust me
any, but he ain’t wise to it that I've

t & pard here—and a pard that can
show up in any cow-town without being
known as one of my outfit. It's jest
pie.”

“Yon've said it!” agreed Jake, .

There was an_ eager muttering of
voices as the bandit gave his wnfecﬁ:uta
the- description of spot where the
jacal was built by the little stream.

“X guess I know the place,” said Jako

aunders. “I been all through this
chaparral. I reckon I could find it
with my eyes shut now you've put mo
wise. You sure the Kid will be there?!”

“It's m cinch! He won't miss me till
dawn—and then, if he does, how’s he
to get wise to this racket? He knows

N daren’t show up in any town in Texas,

He don’t know about you.”

“You ain’t xoinr back?”

Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith chuckled
hoarsely.

“Not by a jugful! I reckon the Kid
might get suspicions when the Plug Hat
guys come around, and he might let me
have the first bullet. And X sure don't
want the Plug Hat galoots to find me
along with the Kid—tbey'd be erful
pleased to ‘string me up on the same
branch, I reckon. Nope—I sin’t going
back. You hit for Plug Hat now, jest
as fast as your ca can_raise the

S He dust, and you'll sheriff by dawn,
Dollar ‘Bmith. ' “He took bis blanketssI'll see y’o‘:‘ agﬁ: to-morrow at sun-
ouk into the chaparral; he reckoned he down. I guess I can camp here safe:
waan's safe.too near, me in'the dark. it's more’n half a mile from the Kid's
veouth, Sgin hime and 10 Ao ol e other wes, ‘i yon miging Siom.

ouch. n, and if-he'd ‘me.a | r way, with yop guidin em,
pun——t e RSl et : 7 %“Bure!” asmented Jr:o. s e

'.l"l‘l_l., orutiz.—No,’ -*Lend me a six-gun, and beat it.”
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A fow minutes later there waa the
sound of a horso pushing through the
thickets, followed h{ the ringing of dis-
tant hoofs when Jake Saunders reached
the open plain and galloped for the cow-
town.

Five-Hundred-Dollar Bmith stood
under the cottonwood, smoking a cigar-

I ctte, and holding in his hand the six-

gun Saunders had given him. His grip
was hard on the butt of the Colt, and
a savage light burned in his eyes. His
thoughts were of the Rio Kid, and tho
temptation was on him to return to the
jacal, now that ho had a weapon in his

and, and give the boy outlaw “his.”
His grouch against the Kid was an
ancient one, and the Kid saving his life
had _made no difference to it. .

“Dead or alive |” muttered the bandit
aloud. *They want him dead or alive—
and I gucss Jake would cinch fthe
roeward if they found him dead. And
they'd be surer of finding himm—with a
bullet through his heart, dog-gone him !
I've sure a hunch to go back—"

But the bandit shook his head.” No
doubt the Rio Kid would be securely
roped in when the jacal was surrounded
by the sheriff of Plug Hat and o scoro
of determined men. But gun-play,
single-handed, was another matter. -

ive-Hundred-Dollar 8mith shook his
ead, and thrust the mix-gun into his
belt. With such black treachery afoot,
it was not healthy to return to the Rio
Kid's camp. Safer to camp where he
was, skulking in biding till the boy
outlaw was a prisoner in hands that
were not likely to looscn him once they
had fastened their grip on him, It was
an casy thousand dollars, the bandit re-
flected.
Something that stirred in the shadows

made the bandit start and d his band
again to the gun -he had st into
his belt. = But before he could draw

it 8 rim of steel was pressing against
his neck, and a soft, pleasant voice

said in his ear:
You draw that
ote 1"

“Fo it, fellg::d
n an rea coy

gl"'l'l'ae ha::tu of the bandit missed a beat

as he heard the voice of the Rio Kid.

cotion:

branches at the startled,

scared face of Five-Hundred-
D bamast-oyed bi desperate]
e bandit oy m y.

The Kid, whom he had deemed slecp-
ing in his camp half a mile away, was
there. The Kid had trailed him when
ho left the jacal. How much did he
know? :

Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith's fingers
cl convulsively on the butt of the
six-gun. But it was death to draw it,
and he did not venture, The Kid, with
his left hand, relieved him of tho %';_n
and tossed it away in the darkness. His
face was etill smiling, but it was a grim
and doadly smile.

o ou trailed me?” muttered
Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith hoarsely.

“You've said it.”

The Kid laughed softly.

“1 allowed you was a Emen coyote,
Rube Bmith! I sure reckoned I was
some gink to get you away from the
sheriff of PlnF Hat. Bay, you're going
to tako a litile pasear with me. e'ro
going back to camp.”

“Why1” hissed Five-Hundred-Dollar
8mith, between his teeth

“Y sure ain't so tired of your com-
pany, feller, as you are of mine,” smiled
the Kid. “I reckon I'll take a cinch on
your pawa before we start, and, if yom

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
In His Own Snare |
HE Rio Kiq smiled pleasantly in
the shadows of the
wood
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raise any .objeo
tions, Rn{n, Jtm
2 :;'m:t l.g remember
at this six-gun
is mighty likerf" to o
go off sudden”
The ruffian stood pe
stiJl while the Eid 1ast
tied his hands be-
hind his back. In
the &Ioom he could
see the smile on the
Kid’s face, and the
boy outlaw’s tone
5 pleasantly
mocking. But the
fenr of death was in
the heart of the
bandit who had
sought to sell the
. Kid to his enemies
in return for the
saving of his life.
“Taking the ruffian
bz onamgound arm,
the Kid led himaway
through the chap-
arral, in the direc
tion of the jacal.
Five - Hundred-
Dollar Smith stum-
bled on by his side.
“Your laig's sure

grasp

a whole lot better'n
it was,” said the
Kid, with gentle
sarcasm. “Say,

you was sure fool-
ing me, Rube! But
I gucss wasn't
quite so fooled as
you allowed!”
The bandit
panted.
. “You're wize to
it, Kid—JY know

that. You heard

me chewing the rag

with Jake

Baunders 1", .
“Every word,” drawled the Kid.

“You r fish! T wasn’t six feet from

you all the time!”

“Then you know——"
guess you ain't got a lot more to
tell me,” admitted the Kid.

“Dog-gone youl” hissed Rube Smith.
“What are you taking me back to your
camp for? If you're going to drill me,
you gol-darned cuss—"

“Who's going to drill you?” said the
Kid, in a tone of mild surprise. “This
infant sure ain't?"”

“You sin’t?” breathed Five-Hundred-
Dollar Smith. -

“8ure not.”

“Then what's your game!”

“1 Buces you'll be wise to that,

ronto,”

"

onto,

The Kid led his prisoner on by tangled
paths. Five - Hundred - Dollar, Smith
tramped and stumbled by his side,

erless in his hands, savagely surmis-
ing what his fate was to be. As soon
as he knew that the Kid was wise to
his treschery, he had expected to be
shot out of hand. But the Kid did not
intend to use his gun. What, then, did
ho intend?

. The Kid did not choose to explain. In
silonce, he led the bandit through the
gloomy chaparral, and they reached
the jacal by the little stream. Thero
was a stirring in the thicket, and Side-
Kicker looked out at his master. The
Kid paused to pat the glossy neck of his
mustang.

“I guess we'll bo hittin' the trail
mighty soon, old hoss,” said the Kid.

You, Rube Smith, you hump it into
the shebang.”

THEKID'S PRISBONER! With
on the bandil's
shoulder, the Kid drove him in-
to the wattled hut. Thers, with
h cut from his trali-

@ bound the outlaw's fest
together. (Ses Chapler 4.)

Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith stopped,
and faced the Kid with a desperate
light in his eyes.

* Look here, Kid "

“Get into the shebang, I'm telling
ou.”

“You dog-goned ocuss!” .

“I guess I ain't got a whole lot of
time to chew the rag with you, Rube
Smith,” said the Kid amiably, “I got
to hit the horizon afore the sheriff of
Plug Hat borns in with his posse. You
get inside.” -

With a grasp on the bandit’s shoulder,
the Kid drove him into the wattled hut.
There, with a length cut from his trail*
ropg, be bound the outlaw's feet fast to-

ether.

. Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith lay on the
earth, staring up at the Rio Kid with
eyes that scintillated like a snake’s.

The Kid bent over him and examined
his bonds carefully, and rose, as if satis-
fied. Then, from the doorway of the
jacal, the Kid loocked up ot the stars
through an opening of the tangled
branches,

“Two hours to dawn,” he remarked.
“I guess I ain't got a whole lot of time.
But Side-Kicker can sure cover a lot
of ground in two hours. The sheriff of
Plug Hat is going to be some disap-
pointed when he horns in here with
your pard, feller. You give him the
Rio Kid's respects, and tell him he's
welcome to follow on my trail if he
likes, if he's longing for Plug Hat to
get o new sheriff. You get me?”

Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith panted.

He understood now.

As the Kid stepped out of the jacal,
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a torrent of savage oatha from .the

bandit followed him. ;

He glanced back, amused.

“You surq can cuss some, Rube,” he
said. “SBay! Ain't you honing to enjoy
that little surprise parly you fixed up
for me? Gee-whiz! I guess I'll tell the
world you can cuss gome! ' This here
talk ain't for Bide-Kicker to hear,
it sure ain’t! I'm hitting the trail, and
if cussing makes you Ie& beturé feller,
you can sure cuss all you want} .

The Kid saddled and packed his
mustang, and led B8ide-Kicker away
through the chaparral. brushing
and rustling died in the distance; and
Five-Hundred-Dollar 8mith, breathing
curses, struggled with his r:lpu in the
jacal. KFar away on the edge of the
chaparral the Rio Kid mounted the
grey mustang and rode away under the
stfasn that were paling at the approach
of dawn.

The Sherifi's Prisoner! .

ﬂ.N OT a word, you guys,” breathed
Dawn was glimmering in

the chaparral by the banks of the Rio
ushes ;

faint, but enough to light the Plug Hat
Haines, c]osin%.in on the camp of the
Rio Kid. ith them -came Jake

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Long Bill Haines, sherifi of
Plug Hat.
Pecos. A faint light spread amid
tangled branches and dusky b
men on their way. Ten armed men,
guns in hand, were with Long Bill
Saunders, the puncher who worked in
Tue PoruLag.—No. 556, <
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*cni;ools » with 'Five-Hundred-Dollar
Smith ”S }he bnl:ldik':i lspy i nm:i :Eu
ranches. Silent, grim, determine e
faen, of Plug Hug closed in round the
jacal by the littlo stream. w s

Glad enough had Long Bill been to
leave hia bed and call w
the news that the Rio Kid was at hand.
The previous day, Five-Hundred-Dollar
Smitl‘: had-escaped him; but the boy out-
law of the Rio Grande was a more
valuable prize, = | v %

Every man in the sherifi’s outhit was
Leen and eager to get a cinch on the

outlaw puncher, who had so long defied °

all the sheriffis in.Texas, and whose
escape from the Mal Pais, whera the
rangers had had him cornered, was the
talk of évery cow-town and camp along
the Pecos and the Rio Grando.

“Not a_word!” breathed tho sheriff.
. And,’ in deep- silence, they trod
caufiously on.~

The Kid might be eleeping; but the
Rio Kjd was well known to lfe-ep with
one eyo open. Every instant the men
of Plug Hat to hear the crack
of a six-gun, telling them that the boy
outlaw was wise to their coming. And
they .knew well that if they heard the
crack of the Kid's there would be
one of the bunch who would never ride
back to town. = - .

But there was no stirring, no sound
of alarm, as they crept through the

thickets, searching every inch of und
as they advanced, in the rising light of
dawn, and at last e lonely

jacal by the stream. -
» The’ little wattled building was sur-
rounded, ' sad before the doorway the
sheriff paused. From within, he heard
the sound of & movement—the man he
sought was there., |

e

IN THE HANDS OF THE
_ :SHEIKI
(Ces!_s'nue& from page )2.)

“There are other ways” .

f%sli:oalt.he ‘Spahi ..I';;:hd .
caught nny 's. glance, as
j looked - do ov a .
e coon 101 Bt 1 wait for the doos
*to bs opened, mes enfants.”
He laughed mockingly.

and
p.th.

ard as the

Scoundrel .and. blac! ;
Spahi was, there seemed nothing like
fear in him,

- “Y bave found you,” he went on, in
the same mocking tone. *Pestel I~
came to hunt for . le in the hills
and I have found sheep. Ha, hal”

The juniors understood then. .

Wharton whispered to his comrades,
while the-Spahj’s mocking laugh rang
below. ~ i e Lh

“We've gqtlto” get him—without a

sh if possible!

.%u& how1” -

“Keep him in talk, if you can.”
Wharton held up a long camel-rope he
had brought up to the roof. . “You
come witg me, Bob. You others stay
here.” EKeep bim in talk if you cam, but
if he tries to mount his horse, shoot him
dead [ . R .-

“Right!”

Frank Nugent and Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh joined Johnny Bull at the
parapet over the doorway. :

Wharton and Bob Cherry crossed t
flat’ rcof ‘t?mthe e‘:iuhich he end h:fﬂthc
rope was fastened qui to t ag-
staff that stood on the . Quietly the

mgg:r-wnleidown at the back of
the little li:lro building. %
r- Bilently, but in haste, Wharton
swung himself over, and .1:5 down the
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his posse on °

Jake Saunders had told him that the
Kid was camping in his blankets outside
the hut; but he had not been found out-
side, and within tho jacal something
stirred. The chill of nmight had driven
him into the shelter of the hut, no doubt.

Long Bill Haines paused, gasping his
six-gun. No shot camo from the jacal,
and it looked as if the Kid still slept,
with his foes closing in to seize him.

With a gesture to his men-to follow,
the sheriff strode into the jacal, gun
raised, finger on trigpger.

“Put 'em up, Kid]" he rapped.

It was deeply dusky inside the jacal.
In sheer amezement the sheriff of Plug
Hat starcd at a figuro on the floor—a
figure that wrenched madly at ropes that
bound his limbs. Even in the dim light
bhe ‘could scoe that the. rough-bearded
ruffian was not the handsome Kid.

A swift glanco showéd that there was
no one else in the jacal. = . |

*Hyer, you, Jake BSaunders!” ex-
claimed tho sheriff. " *“ What you giving
me?! This here galoot ain’t the Kid.”

Jako Saunders stared into the jacal.
What he saw made his jaw drop in
surprise and alarm. For an instant he
stared, dumbfounded, at the bound
figure o:la t::dea_rtth. }hll;hon'ho bo.ckeg
away, plun into thwkell. an
disappeared. If Five-Hundred-Dollar
Smith was taken, he was more likely
than not to betray an associate.

. “I guess I don't ?‘ on_ to this!”
wled the shoriff of Plug Hat. *‘This
iyer galoot ain’t the Kid—and he's sure
tied up like an ornery ateer. Get him
into the light.” i :

Two or three pairs of hands grasped
the bound man, and rolled him out.of
the jacal into the clearer light outside.

m——

rope, his riflo on his back. As swiftly,
Bob Cherry followed him. In a very
few minutes they s on the earth, the
building between them and the S :

Meanwhile Bou Saoud was calling up
to the three juniors whom he could see
on the roof.

“You will not descend and let me in?
Mais, allons, donc! It ia inhospitable,
n'estce-pas? I wolcome you to the

mes amis!” e

“Where is Ibrahim1” asked Nugent,
rather to gein time than in expectation
of answer, ‘. .

~ The Spahi laughed again,

“In camp of Mustaphs, my
father,” he angwered. *“Have you
bribed him with a grest sum? He
came to us and lied. He told us that
the five Roumis were dead in the desert,
and that the hyenas had picked their
bones! Ibrahim will pay for deceiv-
inilthe sheik.”

e grinned.

At the same moment Harry Wharton
appeared at the corner-of the build-
ing, and the Spahi started as he saw
him. He threw up his rifle to a level,
aiming at the captain of the Remove.

There was a crash, as Johnny Bull
flung his rifle from the roof. It crashed
on the Spahi’s burnoused head, and Bou
8coud reeled with a sharp cry. b

In an instant Wharton was rushing
upon him, 3

* Quick, Bob!” panted Wharton..

Bob Cherry,” only & few seconds
Eehi];:‘d _his comrade, rushed on’ the
pahi, -

A savage curse in Arabic broke from
Bou ,.88 he struggled in the grasp
of the two juniors. - ' :

His rifle lay on the ground, but there
was @ long knife in his girdle, and he
clutched at it. - oy

Fba threy, juniory.on the yoof sushed,

Tt T o
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Then the sheriff of Plug Hat gave a
roar.

“Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith!"

A panting curse answered him. Five-
Hundred-Dollar Smith, sweating, ex-
hausted fromm his long and unavailing
struggle with the ropes, lay and panted,
and glared at tho posse from Plug Hat.
They gathered round him in amazement.
Long Bill Haines stared at him blankly.

“Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith!” he ro-
peated. “The dog-goned firebug that
got away from us ynatcrd?l I should
smilel That galoot Saunders allowed
we'd cinch the Kid here; but the Kid
sure ain't around. But I guessa we ain't
had our trauble for nothing! Gee!”

The sheriff and his men rode out of
the chaparral without the prize Yy

d come to seek. But they rode in a
mood_of considerable satisfaction, with
Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith bound to &
broncho in their midst. .

If they had missed the boy outlaw cf
the Rio Grande, they had roped in the
most dangerpus bandit in the Pecos
country, and they had reason to rejoico
in their success. .

They rode back to Plug Hat with
Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith a prisoner;
but where the Rio Kid was they did not
know, and never know. Far away over
the grassy prairie the grey mustang was
galloping, and the Rio Kid, free as the
wind that blew in his careless face, still
snapped his fingers at his foes.

THE END.

(Look out for another powerful long .
tale of the Rio Kid in next week's issue,
entitled: “THE PUNCHER OF BLUE
DIRD RANCHI'")

frantically down the steps into ‘the
building. Th:i tore open the barred
door and rushed out to join in the fray.

Wharton and Bob Cherry were both
sturdy and strong, but the - powerful
Arab was like a tiger in their .hands.
Wharton seized his wrist and dragg
his grasp away from the knife, but
Saoud toro it again.

It was then that the door of the Bordj
flew open, and Nugent, Bull, and the
nobob rushed out. They hurled them- -
sclves on the Bpahi.

The knife was gleaming in the air as
they reached him, e«iming at Bob

herry. Jobnny Bull's ieu;, fist
reached the Spahi in time, crashing on
his jaw, and Saoud rolled over on
the earth.

A loud and terrible cry rang out and
awoke the echoes of the hills. The
Famous Five, closing in on the sprawl-
ing Arab, paused. His burnous was
drenched with blood, the fierce, dusk
faco had gone grey, the savage blac
cyes rolled with fear and agony. Bou
Saoud, the Spahi, had fallen on his own
knife as he rolled over under Johnny
Bull’s blow, and the blade was buried
almost to the hilt in his body.

-Bou Saoud was dead!

The blazing sun rose higher over the
Sahara. A score of yards irom the gate
of the lonely Bordj s heap of sand hid
for ever the savage Spahi. the roof,
Harry Wharton & watched, with
anxious hearts, for Ibrahim.

THRE END.

(“IN DEADLY PERILI" is the title
of next week's gripping long n'-plcu
story of the adventures of the Famous
Five in the Sahara 'Deur_i.}_ ;
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The sherit's posse 18 hot on the trail of the Rio
‘ I(:.d—yet this young lmy outlaw stops and attendsa
' Tt 1s not the Airst time the Kid
has played the Good Samaritan—but 1t is the first
time he has met with such painful consequences

as a result of such gallantry!

,woundetl puncher.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Red Harris !

HT blows of the quirt came to tho
.Rio Kid’s cars, like tho cracking
of successive pistol-shots, und at
every sounding crack, his brow
grow blucker und blacker, and his eyes
glinted more ominouzly. .
YVob he did not stir,
1lnterfering belween  any
galoot and his caynse wud
aguinst tho code of the cow
country. Neither weas the
Xid, though he loved a horsoe
like a brother, o soft xuy.
More than once, when be had
hacked an .*“outlaw” brome,
the Kid "had nesed o quint
with a heavy hand, as heavyn
havd as was nceded.  When
rough measires wero neces-
sary, the Kid could use them.
So, for a time; the Kid did
not leed the ervacking of tho
heavy thong on the squealing
broncho: it was a sonnd too
contmon in the cow country o
Jraw partienlar.attention,
And when bo hecded, at last,
he eid not stir.

Unnocessary cruelty to a horsoe got tho

Kid’s goat surely. . But the unwritten
Jaws of cow-land held him quiet.
Between o man and his critter, no other
mau must interveno. . 3w
But tho slow anger of the Kid was
rising and rising, and reaching white
" heat. Sooner ér later, he knew, if this
game did not stop, ho would chip in,
Tre Porcrar—No. 657. - E

.o score of miles-in_that region.

Don't

and if he went. to the length of chipping
in, ugainst all o cowman’s principles,
he surely was going fo give that guy
with tha red beard semething to ¥c-
member hiin by.. Yo
The Kid was sprawling in the shade
of tho stockman's hut, on a lonely
ravge, by the Rio Pocos. His mustang

was in the corral attachced to the hut.
The Kid had ridden uwp that morning,
and found the place vacant, and had
mude himeelf nt.home, in the free and
oasy way of the Texas rauch-hands
The hut, he ﬁqund,— ‘belonged ta the
Blue Bird .Raunch, which ran for Im:;.uy
t lay-
at loast twenty miles: from the ranch-
house; a shelter for the  lone cow-man.

(Copyright in the United States of Anierica.)

g " welconte—not mentioning, of
+course, thiat he happened to
bhe the Rio Kid, the boy out-

Juw for. whom a reward of .2

" DANCH]

YRALPH REDWAY .

miss this. powerful yarn of

Western a&irénture——ltarr;ng the Rio-

Kid, Boy Outlaw!

wha watched the herds in that paxt of
the raunge. Days and nights tho cow-
man would spend. ulone on the range,
riding the plains by day, sleeping in tho
solitavry -hut at night; for a weck or
more, until relieved by the next man
on duty. . A lonely life—and uny.man
on an outlying range was naturally
glad when.a guy drogped in, so had tho

stockman been at howme, the
Kid would have expected o

thousand dollurs was out.
But the atockman was away,
aud the Xid camped for noon
there, cooked hiy provender at
the iron stove in the hut, and
took his siesta in the shade of
.ihe pino-wood wall, .
The sound of approach was
enough to uwaken the Kid.
" His opening cyes fell on the
man with the red beurd, who
was riding np to the hut from
the boundless prairie. 'L'he
Kid figured that it was tho
stockman coming back, and
and he did not move. But ho watched.
-with interest. Tha broncho riddon by
tho red-bearded guy was giving trouble;
o now horse not yet in hLand; the Xid
-reckonod. Within a short distance of
the but, the rider dismounted, and
tethercd the brone to the stump of a
pcean., His attention was so wholly
taken up with the recalcitrant horso,
.tlrat he did not observe tho Kid sitting
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there in the shade of the wall. Ilaving
tothered the broncho, the red-benrded
man sobt to work with the quirt. " 1Ilis
faco was full of bitter anger and malice,
ns ho rained blows on the animal. -
Like pistol-shots the blows rang ‘and
cracked, sending cchoes far across the
prairie.  Uhe hapless broncho rearcd

and kickod, and squealed, but he had

been tethered short, and the wan kept
well out of the way of snafpmg tec
and luaging hoofs. And all the tirae
he lashed and lishod, and the broncho
squcaled; and tbe Kid looked on, with
dnrker and darker brow. .,

A bucking ceyuse might need a severe
quirting, oven a savage quirting, and
the Kid was not squeamish, DBut this
was shoor cruelty and malice.  The
brute wans wreaking o savage rage on
the helpless animal, and that kind of
game got the Iid's goat. More. and
more the Kid felt that he would have to
chip in. e hated to do it; a galoot’s
cayuse was o _galoot’s cayuse. Dut
thore was a limit, aud the guy with the
red beard had got to the limit, the Kid
reckoned. o was not %oi.ng to sit quict
and sce o horeo tortured.” - .

And when, at lost, the Kid made up
his mind to horn in, ho reso to his feet,
and hitched his holster round a little, to
bring & gun within ensy. roach of .his
hand. The red-beasded guy looked a
fairly tough spceimen, .but tough or not,
no man in Toxas was likely to- take such
intervention smiling. ''he Kid, when
he decided what to do, nnturaily ex-
pected gun-play to follow, i

So tho walnut butt of a_gun, in the

tied-down holster, was quite near the

XKid’s hand, as he strolled across towards
the ovil-faced man who was still
savagely beating the horse. -

“Suy, bo!” called out tho Kid.

Thore was n sudden cessation of the
pistol-like crncks of the quirt. The mon
spun round towards the Kid, the quirt

ropped, and he_grabbed at a gun a»
if by instinot. It was_ rather sudden
tho Kid reckoned, as the galoot mpki
not have known, yet, that he was going
to horn in. Dut sudden as it was, 1t did
not take the Ilid by surprise. His gun
was . looking at the red-becardod face
before the man had freed his Colt from
his belt. - .

“Let up1” said the Kid laconically.

The man relinquished the gun. Hix
evil oyes stared at the Kid, taking him
in,  What he zaw was a handsome,
sunburnt young puncher, with silken
neck-soarf, ond goatskin chaps, and a
band of silver nquetn round hie
Stetson' hat, and silver spurs on his
high-heeled riding-boots. The I{id made
a 1andaomo picture, standing thers in
the sunlight—s striking contrast.to the
burly, rough-bearded man in his dirty
blue woollen shirt and leather crackors.
But that handsome picture ovidently
had no placating effact on the broncho-
buster. He scowled savagely at tho Kid
a3 he dropped his hand from his gun.

“That's better, fcller,” smiled the
Kid, and his own gun went home at
once. “You don’t want to handle your
hardware. Say! You the guy that
belongs to this shebang?”

The man started.

“Surc!” he answered, aftor a pause,

“You'ro sure lothering that brono
some,” remarked the Kid. -

“I guess I can handle that cayuse as
1. durned well choose!” emarled the red-
beu.ga:lad man, & foll $ & -

" to a point, feller, up to a point,
said tﬂn Kid u.mi.u.blz. “I reckon you've
shot h{mst the point. -

“Mind your own
hide.

“You've hurt that crittor,” said the
Kid quietly, . “You'vp given him too

business, . durn your

”»

. tenderfoot.

.a horae.

.animal, .after which he let

much, though I allow he ﬁvna cavorting
some. You was going to give him more|

Woll, you ain't getting nway with itl
I'm stopping yow.™. . .
The man’s hand crept towards his
gun again. ; 3
The Kid did not scem (o notice it.
His gaze was on the man's eycs. The
XKid was an old hand at that game.

He never watched a man’s haud, like o
11la knew [rom a galoot's
eycs when he was gqing to draw.

“Gcnara.lnl-g ? said the XKid, in the
same ami la - tone, I ain’t any
hunch for horning in between a man and
his critter. That ain’t my style, Dut I
guess I'm doing jest that now. You want
to_know that I'm -going to tuke that

“quirt to you, and give you some of what

you've ﬂven that cayuse, and then I'm
going shoo the ecritteér off—aund I
guess you ain't likely to see hira again
soon. Yoy get mel” . :
Tho -gun flushed ount of  the red-
beardod man's belt. o .

rack | ’
It was the Kid who fired, from the
hig, without troubling to ‘lift the gun.
ho red-bearded mman gave & fearful
howl, as the revolver spun from hia
hand, a spurt of blood going with it.
. The Kid amiled. '
“I warned you, feller,” ho murmurcd.
“You sure ain't sudden enough on the
draw to try that game, thoygh I allow
you ain’t slow. You trying it on agin?”
A siroam of curses was-the ouly reply, -
ns the man sucked at hjs blceding hand.
A strip of skin had .been-torn away by
the bullet that had lifted the rovolver

frotr his grasp. : .
The Kid grinned, and holstered his
n.. : il ?

“T guess swearing won't buy you any-~

thing, fellor,” he remarked. “You
ready to take your medicine, you wall-
eyed, ornery, bone-hcaded seallyyag.”

He picked up the quirt the ruflian had
dropped. - .

“Dog-gone youl” hissed the man with
the red beard., “Dog-gone you, I

gues

Ho broke off with a savage
the quirt camoe down with a cras
the Llue woollen shirt.

Crack! Crook! Crack! Crack!

The quirt rang on the ruffian, as a fcw
minutes before it had been ringing on-
the heaving flanks of the tetherod
broncho.

The Kid struck, and struck hard. He
had no mercy on the man who tortured
; . He had been driven to horn
in, ageinet all the laws and. customs of
the cow country, and his idea was that
the guy should pay for it. And so the

1
P

Kid laid on the quirt with a heavy

hand. .
The ruffian yolled and dodged, and
howled for meroy. = Once he mnde a

spring. at the Kid with a.drawn knife.

.But the quirt lashed tho weapon from .
-his " hand, an
-drove him yelling baok.

& . lash across .the faco
v Again and
again tho loather thong crashed, till.the
screaming ruffian furl,r turned and ran,
The Kid strode after him, still lashing,
till he took to his haals at frantio npoog,
and vanished into the prairie,

Then the Kid ocarelessly tossed the
quirt away. -

He turned to the broncho tothered to
the pecan stump, Tho animal, lothered
with sweat and blood,” reared and
cavorted jn frantio fear. But the Kid
had a way with horses, and in a few
minutes ho had the broncho quict,
untiod-him, and led him into the corral.

. There, under the-hot sunshine, the Kid

spent an hour or more tending the burt

£ im loose
on tho plain—fully assured that withec-
soever Qe wandered, it would nof bg.

-Hoss-sense, the Ki

iuto the keeping of the fatoot who had
go cruelly used him, "The animal, as
soon as he was free, loped away in the
direction from which tho red-beardod

man had rigden himm up lo the stock-
man's hut, and.disappeared in tho dis-
tant " gruss, Aud the Kid sbreiched
himself by the shady wall again, lo rest .
in lazy caso till the aun went down and
ho could resume his Lrail in the cool
ol the evening.,
e e R
* THE SECOND OHAPTER
. The Qood Samaritan|
¢ EARCH me!” murmured the
Rio Kid. = . . '
Lying lnzily agninst tho pine
boards of the hut, idly loo! m%
over the soa of grasi that strotche
before his cyes, the Kid wondered.
Long ago, the diemounted man with
tho rcd beard .had vanished into the
roirie.  Long since, the riderless
roncho had disappeared to the, south.
Vast and lonely- the “prairic. strotched
rouand the lone stockmian's hut, with no
living thing in the Kid's sight, savo his
own mustang in the .corral—excepting
certain black dots. in- the sky, which eyes
less keen than the Kid’'s would -not have
taken for living things.. But. tha. Kid
knew whnt they. wero—the  iopilptes—
the . black vulturcs , that were.  thé
scavengers of the plains..  Far to the
south—the direction the loosened horse
had takon—those black ‘dots .gathered,
dropping to the carth onc after another,
and all in the same spot.” . = .~
The Kid know, of course, . what that
meaunt—a dead or- dying 'man or st
on -the plain, ‘and tho™ obscene birds
gathering to a‘hideous fomst., .- 7
. And he was won_dcririﬁ_. i e el ey
fa had taken:.ths blue.shirtod tran
with the~ red. beatd,.'ns a: matter of
course, to be the stockman who belonged
to the hut. But on furthor.consideration
the Kid doubted it. The man had been
dressed- as a puncher, but he looked
more like -a border ruffian than an
honest cowman, brute as he was,
his brutality to the broncho was mot,
the Kid figured, just the brutality of o
orucl rider, If the man was a horse-
thief, oxasperated by the unwillingness
of an animal he had taken from ' its
mastor, his sa.va'fo cruelty was more
ensily accounted for. The broncho as
soon as it was free, had not wandercd
at random, but had ioped off in o diract
line southward—the way it had come.
The Kid knew it must have a reason
for that, . - gL
Tho gathering of the black dots in

the distant sky, - dropping one after
another to the plain, :furnished the

reason, to the Kid's mind, when ho
had pondered over it. 1 A
The red-bearded man was not the

stookman stationed' at the.lonely hut.
But the broneho, likely cnough, was the
stockman’s broncho. And the an
himself—what had happened to him was
indicated, the Kid reckoned, by the
dropping of thoso black dots from tha
sky, Unless the Kid was out in his
reckoning, the broncho had gone back
to the spot where his master’s body lay.
“Bearch mel” maid the Kid again,
He rosc from his resting-place in the
thick grass, and stretchod his sinewy
limbs. The burning heat of the day
was over, and it was time for the Kid
to hit the trail. Ile did not want fo
linger on the range—he was on his way
to safer quartors. The hunt for the
boy outlaw of the Rio Grande had been
loft behind, but delays were dangergus.
reckoned, ur
him to mount the grey mustang,
pursuc his way to‘tﬁo northward.
the Kid reslised, with & sigh, tha.
Tur Poryrar.—No. 557



was nob given lo following the dictales
of hoss-sense. .
"Out on the plaing, unless he missed
his guess, lay n cowman, dead or badly
hurt. Dead, the Kid could not help
him, only to save the body from ?_l'le
vultures, but if he lived yet, the Iid
conld help him, and no other help was
likely to reach him. Northward lay the
" Kid’s way of safely, southward lay the
spot whore the black wvultures were
gathering, and anyone who knew the
Rio Kid could have guessed in once,
in which direction he would ride.
called his mustang out of tho corral,
and rode southward.:

The trail by which the red-bearded
galoot had come wns plain onough in
tho thick grass, but the Kid did not
need it. The dropping of the zopilotes
from the tky was guide enough. =

Onco having worked out, in his own
mind, the probable stale of affairs, the
Rio Kid lost no time. Iiis mustang
covercd the ground at a swilt gallop.

In a very short time, the bluck dols
became’ vuﬁums, plain to the eye, an
the Kid sighted the broncho, standing
koce-deep in the grass. Round him
vultures were squatting and squawking
—wailing! That told the XKid that the
intended vietim of the filthy birds was
yet alive, While he lived, even so much
as to move an eyelid, the foul scavengers
would not touch him, but they would
wait no longer than that. And ihey
were waiting ! :

The Kid came up at a gallop, slashing
round him  with his quirt, and the
vulturcs, with discordant crouking, rose
on the wing. They scuttled away in
fear, with a chorus of hideous sounds,
as the Kid drow rein close by the
standing broncho. -

He leaped from tho saddle. -

Ile could seo, now, what the horse had
returned for—the Kid's figuring had
becn corrcet. A man dressed as a cow-
puncher lay in the grass—his face
ghastly under his Stetson hat, his
nerveless hand gnrilgmg a six-gun. He
wus conscious, and his eyes roved wildly
to the Kid as he came. Then, as he
saw_the boy puncher close at band, he
made an effort to lift the gun, his finger
on tho trigger.

“Tho Rio Kid!” he muttered.

Evidently the ranch-man knew tho boy
outlaw by sight.

The Kid, with a swift jerk of his
quirt, knocked the six-gun from' the

puncher’s hand.
“1 guess you won’t want that, feller,”
said the Kid good-humouredly. “ Forget

it! Say, you got it bad, feller.”

The puncher stared at him,

"“You got me, Kid,” ho said feintly.

“You dog-goned hone-headed guy,’
growled tho Kid. * Ain’t you got the
aan;y to know that I came here to help
you? Sayl”w
. “I reckon you're the Rio Kid,” said
the puncher. “The durned fire-bug that
the Rangers are hunting for.”

“Jest that!” agreed the Kid. “Quit
chewing tho rag, feller—and don't worry
about your bardware. Take a drink.”

Ho placed a tin pannikin of water to
.the parched lips of the puncher, and the
man drank eagerly.

Then he stared again at the Ilid, in
wonder.

“You ‘ain’t in cahoots
scallywag that laid me out?” he asked.

“Torget it |” snapped tho Kid.

e bent ovor the man, and wasting
po furlher time to tulk proceeded to
examine his wound. A bullet had

assed through the puncher’s shoulder,
caying o clean holo. The wound wis
serious, and the man had lost o great
muantity of blood, and there was no
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doubt that had he remained a few hours
longer unaided, the 20pilotes would not
have been denied their supper. But he
was in good hands now. Life on the
prairie and in the sierra had taught
the Kid a rough surgery, and he bound
up the wound with deft handsa, The
puncher lay silent, wondering. 3

“I reckon you'll pull through,” said
the Kid quietly. "} got to get you lo
tho hut, feller., Say, I reckon it was
a guy with a red beard and a blue
shirt that gave you this.”

Tho punchier nodded. :

“You've said it,” he mutterad
faintly. *It was Red Iarris, the horse-
thief. Ile got me, und I pitched off the
bronc—and he roped the brone in, durn
him. I guess he’d have finished me, but
I got my gun ready for him, and heo
rode away and leclt me here—I guess he
figured I wouldn’t last long.”

“You belong to the stockman’s hut
yonder 1" asked the Ilid.

“Sure! I'm a Blue Bird puncher. I
guess that hoss-thief has gone there now,
to lift my fixings,”

The Kid grinned,

“IHe won't lift anything at that
shebang,” he said. I guess he lit out
like he was sent for, and on’ foot, after
I mct up with him,
up that brone in a way I sure disliked,
and I quirted him and sent him
travelling. Say that’s a good brone.
I mightn’t have guessed that you was
spilled around here, if he hadn't come
back for you.” i

“He sure is_a good cayuse,” said the
puncher. “I reckoned he'd throwed
that scallywag, when he came back.”

“Throwed nothing,” said the Iid,
It was this littlo infant that horned
in, and I reckon if I'd knowed what that
gol-darned galoot had done, I'd havo
given bhim a bullet through the head
instead of & quirting. Say, you reckon
you can ::it 2 hoss?” o

The Kid lifted the cow-puncher from
the grass in his strong arms, and
helped him
broncho. ,

Then he remounted his own mustang,
and taking the roins of both steeds, he
sot out for the stockman’s hut.

The puncher held on to tho saddle,
keeping his soat steadily, though: every
movement of his horse racked him with
pain. : '

His faco was ghastly under its tan.
In hasto as the I{id was to get him to
the hut and at rest on his bunk thero,
ho dared not procced faster than a walk,
lest the bandaged wound should break
out afresh. It was slow progress, and
more than onco tho Kid's ready arm
d and supported tho wounded man
o8 he lurched in the saddle. It seemed
an sge to the Kid befors the stockman’s
hut was approached at last.

_But he reached it at length, and
lifted the wounded man from the
broncho. He turned both horscs into
the corral and helped the tottering
puncher into the hut.

With strong but tender hands tho Kid
ﬂ]aoed_ him on the blankets on the low

unk in the corner. The ghastly face
!ook:d up at him with a strange wonder
2 . ‘

*“Say 1” breathed the puncher,

" Shoot1” said tho Kid.

“Bay, this sure bcats mo to a
frazzle,” muttered the Blue Bird cow-
man. “Ain't you the Rio Kid, like I
reckoned 27 :

“Jest that identical galoot.”

“T'll say you're a white man, all same,
then,” said the puncher. ' “If I pull out
of this, fcller, it's you that’s saved me.
I guess when the guys at.the ranch are
shooting off their mouths about the Rio

Ilo was beating |

into the saddle of the h

I{iq, after this, Rube Wilkins will have
euthin’ to zay about it, he sure will,
You sure are a white man.”
IHe sank back heavily on the blankets,
“Gee 1” murmured the Xid, ;
The puncher had fainted,

"THE THIRD CHAPTER.
* Red Harris' Revenge |

& OG-GONE_tho luck!” growled

IHe stood in the doorway of

the lone stockman’s ut,

scanning thoe grassy plains that stretched
under the sunlight,

It was tho Kid's sccond day at the

slockman’s hut.

lIe had halted there for a moonday,
rest; aiming to ride on, and ride hard,
figuring that the seme night would find
him thirty miles farther on his way Lo
sufety. And this was the outcome. Now
it was tho second day since ho had off-
saddled there that hot noontide; and
tho I{id was still at the lono hut. There
was no help for it—the I{id being the

aloot he was. IIe had a 'sick man on

is hands—a man who, if ho left him,
would be left to death. "The Kid did
not think of leaving him. - .

Rube Wiikins had been delirious for a
long night, the Kid bad watched him
and guarded him like & brother. A man
he did not know—a man he had never
scen before-—a man who had tried 1o
lift a six-gun at tho sight of him—it
cut no ice with tho Kid. It was the law
of the land that one puncher stood by
anothor in need, and the fate that had
driven the Kid into outlawry had not
mado him less o cow-puncher. Had the
Texas Rungers, or a sheriff and his
posse, becr close on his trail, the Kid
would not have lelt Rubo o his fate,

Tho Kid.had, he reckoned, thrown
his T‘uﬂunrs off the track, and they did
not know that he was riding the rangos
in the valley of the Pecos, But any day,
any hour, he knew well, they might pick
up the scent, eny hour a bunch of horse-
men might ride. up to the lone hut,
unting for the elusive Kid, And if
they did, they would find him.

The Kid cursed the luck—but not in-
the hoaring of the sick man in the bunk.
When Rube Wilkins saw his face, it
waus cool and cheory; when Rube heard
his voice, it was as gentlo rs 2 woman’s.
['ew nurses could have been more kind
und devoted than the Rio Kid—the fire-
bug who was hunted by tho Rangers, the
outlaw who was wanted by a score of
sheriffs, It was the Kid's way, asd he
went his way without a thought of self—
only cursing the luck out of the sick
man’s hearing. For the Kid was nnt
tired of life, and he knew that hia life
was in the balance every hour that he
lingered on the range.

Deliriums had passed; and the puncher
was mending tha Kid reckoned, but he
was wenk as water and needed constant
ﬁgra. What he needed, the Kid gave

im. :

Many times it had been in the Kid's
mind to rido over to the ranch and give
tho -word there of Rube’s plight, and
leave his own fricnds to tend him. Guns
would leap from their holsters at the
sight of the Rio Kid riding up, that
was a cinch, but it_was not that that
deterred the Kid., It wns a long ride
to the Blue Bird ranch, and 2 long ride
back, the cow-man's but was on one of
the loneliest of the vast ranges along
the Pecos. And he could not leave the
sick man for so long. It would be days,
i;et, the Kid figured, bofore ho -could
eavo him as long as that. In the mean-
that every

time, he Iinﬁcrud-——knowin : 5
closer the

hour brought closer an
danger he had so far escaped. -
“Dog-gone the luck!” said the Kid to



—— QthDODuLAm'Gomp]e{@' ng;yCWgekIy I 5

the cicadas that chirruped in the sun-
browned grass. ‘“Dog-gone itl ‘Tho
Texas Rangers combing the llano for
me—and me sticking here like I was
lued. Any day a bunch may ride
iyer—and 1 gucas they won't stop to
chew the raeg whon they sight mel Kid
ou was always a.dog-gong bouehead—
lvml:ri;hi; time You suro do cap thestack.”
13 "i l” . 3
It was a faint voice fromn within the
stockman’s hut. . )
The Kid turned back into the hut,
with a smiling face and a cheery voice.
“You atwake, feller?” - .
The white, wan face looked at him
from the bunk. Rube Wilkins had beon
v through the valley of the' shadow of
death, but the Kid was pulling bim
through. : .

#8ay, Kid, I'm sure feeling better,”

said the puncher.
Pehnd v ¢ b read

“ 've sure your grub ready,
foller,” =maid the Ig:l i ’ .

He propped the sick man up in the
bunk, and brought him his mecal.- So
wenk was the man that the Kid had
to help him fo feed. And he helped
him with an almost womanly tondernoss.

The puncher grinned at him whim-

“I reckon I could

sically. 3 e . )
- “Say, who'd believe that it was the
Rio Kid, nussin’ a guy this-a-way,” ho
raid. “1 guess when I tell them, in the

bunk-house at the Blue Bird, thnﬂr'll
allow I’ve been dreaming some. They
sure willl The bunch have heard s lot
about you, Kid, that I guess now ain’t
k'reot. .
“Y reckon,” assentod the Kid. J
“I'll put thcm wise after this,® said
Rube earnestly. “But say, did that
rod-bearded galoot you 3u:rted. know
thot you was the Rio Kid1*
* *Like enough.” cai
“You ain't feared that he'll bring a
sherifi’s bunoh down on you herel?”
" nsked the puncher. .

the Kid's thoughts. The Kid

“Oh, I ain’t worrying any,” said the
Kid, with a smile. " After shooting up
n Blue Bird punchor, I guess he won't
hang on Lhis range, {onger'n it takos to
hoof off'n it.” :

“Y dunno,” said Rubo. "“Hc allowed
that he had fixed mo for keeps—~ho
knowed I was alone on this :nnF , and
ho never rockoned I'd get help. "1'd
have potered out sure as thunder, if you
hadu't horned in, Kid. That guy

- reckons I'm dead as George Washington,

he docs, and so he ain’t nothing to fear
that he knows of,- If he snvvies you're
the Kid, ho might_want to get back on
you for that-quirting.” g .
“I ain’t worrying,” Eaid the Iid
roassuringly. ' E am
He felt the wounded man siuking into

.a placid sleep, a little later, and went '
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wakefulneas.

in the face.

out into the hot sunshine before . the
hut. As a matter of faot, lightly as he
talked of it to tho-wounded puncher, the
Kid hed boen thinking dbout Red
Harris. It was all l'exas to a Mexican
dollar, as the Kid put it, that tho red-
bearded guy bad knowe who he was,
and the Kid knew in what. mood .the
ruffian hod gone. Revenge was his for
the asking—he had only to carry the
news to uny sheriff, or to any ranc

outfit, that the Kid was in the vicinity.
Belioving that Rube Wilkins was dead,
Red Harris would pot fear to go to tho
Blue Bird Ranch itself, for help to deal
with the Kid. And:there was the
reward, too—that would tempt the
ruffian. ;

But there wna no help for it. Leaving

Rube was impossible, except he was
to be left to die, and that was not in

take a chance, as ofton ‘ho. had done
before. .

Within tho slockman's hut, Rube was
sloeping aoundly, peacefully. The Kid
sat ‘down where the corral fonce cast
a shadow, and leancd on the pine poles,
nnd olosed his tired oyos, All through

CAUGHT NAPPING! . From dur slsep, the Kid came to

He slarted up, and his

he did not draw, for four levelled revolvers were looking him
- Hlndlt up, kidl "8 ?nm. the terse command.

had to:

ilio night they had not closed, and it
waa ngw lato in the day,.and the Kid
Wa3 weary. ; .
Iu the shimmering heat, he slept.
He dreamed in hia sleep, of old days
on the Double-Bar ranch, when he had
punched cows and never fancied what
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hand flew to a gun. But

the future held in store for him, - Ia
his drenms, the Kid was riding onco
more with the old. bunch, he could hear
the clattering of hoofs, the jiugling of
spur and stirrup and bridle. .

But it was not all o drcam.-

From decp sleep, the Kid camo to

"wakefulness, and the: tramping and the

jingling were still in his ears. Ile
started up,” and his hand flew to a

gun.
* Bit he did ‘not diaw the gun. For

throe or four -levellad revolvers wore

Jooking him- iu ‘tho face, with grim

bronzed facos behind thom, nad a groff
voice rapped out tensely: . .-
“«Fands up, Kid|” .
“Geo!” murmured’ the Kid, and: his
fingers relinquished the butt of his gun.
“Put 'em up! Thunder, it's the Kid,
and we've got him| Up with 'emn, Kid,
or you gét yours.” P
And the Kid, with n bitter smile, put
his bands up ovor his bead.” Six brawny
punchers were round him, evory man
with n gun in his hand, snd every gun

"aimed at the Kid. And -behind them,

griuning with rovengoful . malice add
iy i'ogum‘--No. 5517,
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iriumph, was the evil fucc_ ol the red-
bearded man, Red Harris had come

back for his revenge.
up, ; !
telimg nothing of the bitterness

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
The Luck of tho Kid 1
r I 1 IIE Rio Kid stood with his hands
in his heuart.
IIe had taken a chance, and the

cool as ice, his smiling face

chiance had turned against him. The
I{id had no kick coming. lle had
known the risk he ran, when he

lingereu ab tho stockman’s hut on the
Blue Bird range to tend the wounded
puncher. He hod known the risk and
tuken it, and now that it had
materialised, the Kid was not the galoot
to complain. G
There were ready fingers on the
. {riggers of the guns that covered him.
s Death locked the Kid in tha face—
instant death if he gave trouble. They
had him completoly now, and the Kid
rut up his hands like a lamb. DBut
his eyes were watchful, he only nceded
u dog’s chance
wake a fight for it. Six to ono was
long odds, but the Kid had faced heavy
odda before, and lived to tell of it.
" “I’s the Kid, sure enough|” said the
puncher whaose {iruﬁ' voice had first
spoken. “ I puess thut galoot Ilarris was

giving us the straight goods. It’s sure
the Kid.” . .
“It sura is, Buck Williams,” said

another of the bunch. “I scen him
shooting up Prail End, and I guess I
know the IKid” . -

“You’ve said it, fellers!” ‘remarked
tho Kid easily. . "I ain’t donying it
anyl Say, you guafa have all the luck!
1 reckon if you hadn't found me aslcep,
you’d be cavorting over Jordan this
very minute.* ’

You was n.lwn].rs a cool cuss, Kid;;’-

said Buck Williams, with a grin. ** Kee
your paws up—we ain’t taking chances.
fle thrust the ]0|}EI barrel of his Colt
fuirly into the Kid’'s sunburnt fooce.
“Weo've got you, and by thunder we
nin’t letting you slip.” e

“You got mel” assonted the Kid,

“Run a rope round his paws, you
Harris,® -~ !

The red-bearded ruffian grinned, and
took a turn of a trail-rope round the
Kid's wrists, and knotted it. The Kid
was safe enough now, and the punchers
_returned the guns to their belts. .

“You allowed you was through with
me, durn your hide,” said Red Harris,
between his teeth, his ovil eyes burning
at the boy cutlaw. “You quirted me,
you dog-goned ﬁro-bug, and_ you
reckoned you was through., But I knew
you was the Rio Kid, and I got you
fixed, dog-gone you.” His clenched fist

wus raised, to be dashed into the face -

of the bound man—but Buck Williams
angrily struck his arm aside. -

” %et up on that, you galoot 1” snapped

uck.

The red-bearded ruffian
savagely, ' 5

“I tell you he quirted mol” he
roared. .

“And I toll you I'll quirt you some
moro if you handlo a galoot with his
hands tiod,” growled Buck,

“Say, qulera, that guy sure is o pizen
shunk,” said tho Kid coolly. “He’s told
you whero to lay your hands on me,
but he ain’t told you I quirted him for
beating up a stolen horse.”

Red Harris langhed savagely.

“¥You won't get away with that, dog-
gone you,” he said. “I guess no
galoot’s going to take an' outlaw’s
word,? Ce

“I guess you don’t look any teo good
for it, Harris, and you - sure ain't got n
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to draw his guns and -

reputation along ' the- Pecos,”
growled DBuck Williams, “DBut that
don't cut no ice. You're our mutton
Kid and we'ro sure going to tote you

good

to the ncarest sherif and hand you
over,” .
“Sure!”.assented the Kid, “But I

reckon you betler tote that picaro along
too, [cllers, for stealing a horse and
shooting up a cowman.” .
“What cowman has he shot upf?”
asked Buck, cyeing the Iid. :
“The galoot that belongs to this
shebang,” answered tho Kid, :

““Oh, come off |” jeered Red Iarris.

“1f Rubo Wilkins is shot up, it was you
shot him up, you durned fire-bug. Ain't
we found you camping in his place?”

'here was a growl from the punchers,
and they cast grim looks on the ICid.
Ono of them unloosed a lasso from a
saddle-horn,

“If Rube has been shot up, I guess
we ain't worrying any sherifl with this
scallywag, Buck,” he said. “ We'll sure
hang hima over the corral fence.”
“Rube a pard of yours?” drawled the
Cid. :

‘' Sure-~we'ro Blue Bird punchers,”
said Buck Williams.

The Kid’s oyes danced. -

*Jumping Jehosophal I’ he ejaculated.

Y(?u;: galoots from the Blue Bird ranch,
sa}. 3 ., . ¥ 3

"*We sure are—and if you've shot up
Rube, vou're for the rope,” snid Buck.
“His eayuse is in the corral, along with
your mustang—where's Rubo 7 :

“Ask that guy Harris where he left
him ?” said the Llid, unmoved. .

“Oh, come offI” said: Buck im-
patiently. “It ain’t any use giving us
that gulf, IXid. 'arris hit the Blue
Bird ranch on foot; and told us the
Rio Kid was uround'. and. was cumping
at this shebang. We didn’t half belicve

"it, but we moseyed nlong to look, see.

Wo found you hyer. There's Rube's
cayuse in tho corral— and I guess Rube
wouldn’t be out on the plains without
his critter, Where is he?” :

Savage faces surrounded the Kid.

now.
The Kid smiled. '
“Look in tha hutl” he said. o
“Dog-gone you, if Rube was in th
hut, he'd have showed up afore this,”
growled Duck, “Rube ain't deaf, I
reckon,” :

“Didn't I tell you he’d been shot up,” .

drawled the Kid.
“And 1 guess these guys are wise to

the galoot that did it,” grinned Red
Harris. “String him up to the corral
fence, boys.” ¥

The loop of the lasso drépped over
the Kid's neck.. But his faco was still
cool and smiling.

“Bay, you fellers are sure in some
hun'{.: he remarked. “I told you Rube
had been shot up. But I never allowed
he was a dead coon. 1 guess yow'll find
him in the shebang, and he'll sure tell
you _who shot him np, if you ask him.”

“Look in the shebang, Pete,” said
Buck Williams tersely, and one of tho
punchers strode away to the hut.

The Kid’s eyes were on the evil face
of Red Harris. That face had suddenly
grown pale and drawn. :

“8Say fellers, Rod Harris don't seem
pleased any to hear that Rube is alivo,”
drawled the Kid. * He surely don’t.”

Red Harris glared at him, and then
stared after the puncher who was going
to the stockman’s hut Thoro was doadly
torror in his eyes. If Rube Wilkins
was living and could tell who had shot
him on the prairio— :

With n bitter curse, the: red-hearded
ruffian _snatched a revolver . from his
belt. But tho Kid was watching. His
hands were bound, -but as the ruflian
swung the Colt towards him to fire, the

him coolly. . -

" wards

Kid made a sudden spring, and kicked,
und Red Harris staggered back from a
high-heeled riding-boot that drove into
his stomach,

The revolver exploded as he sagged
over, gasping, tho bullet narrowl
missing one of the punchers. o

Tho noxt moment, two or three pairs
of hards.were grasping the red-bearded
man. MHe struggled desperately but in
vain, - . = + A
A torrent of curses poured from tho
lips of the ruffian., The Kid locked nt

‘" Suy, foller, can it,” he suggeeted.
o charlng won’t buy you anything.
guess you'll be coming ulong with mo
to see the sheriff, you pizen skunlk, and
I sure sin’t proud of your company.”

“ Kaep him safe,” growled Buck, and
he strode uway to the hut., Therc was
o murmur of voices {rom the stockinau’s
hut. In five minutes Buck came striding
back, with bis hand upbeld, and thero
was a strango look on his face. He
eyed the Rio Kid curiously, and then
glunced round nt the group of punchers.

“Tube's there,” he said, jerking his
thumb towards the hut. “Ie’s all shot
up—but hec’s bandaged and doing_fine—
and he allows that it was Red .Harris
shot him up, out. on tho plains, and
stole his horse.”

“How'd he make the hut, then?”
asked one of the punchers,

;Bluck made a gosture towards the

1l . . b

“Ie allows that that dog-goned Kid
foted him in, and nussed him up, and
looked artor him like a brother,” he
said. "I guess. that's how wo come to
lindt t.’he Kid here! It sure gets my

at.” T

‘I'here was a rush of the punchers
towards the stockman’s hut. Buck
Williams was _left alone with tho
prisoners, "

For some moments,- he stood staring
at the Kid, as if in doubt. Then ha
drew his knife and cut through the rope
at tho Kid's wrists.

“I guess you'd hava been fur enough
away, if you hadn’t hung on to look
after Rube,” he said. .
“You've sure said it,” grinned the
Kid. . .

“Your cayuse is in the corral—you
want to saddle up and hit the horiwon,”
said. the puncher,

.

“Foller,” said the Kid, “you're a
white man. I'm sure proud to have
met up with you.” - 3

Not a hand was raised to the Rio
Kid, when, leading the grey mustang
by the bridle, he looked in at the door-
way of the stockman’s hut, and nodded
to the wounded man in the bunk,

““Say, Rube, you'll bo O.K. now your
pards are around,” he called out
cheerily. “1 guess it was good luck for
me that it was the Blue Bird outfit
that happoned in, and not tho Rangers
or a sherifi’s bunch.”

“8uro thing,” grinned Rube. “Thero
ain’t any gny here wants to hold you,
Kid, now I've put them wiso.”

A minute more and the galloping hoota
of the grey mustang rang on the
prairic: The Rio Kid was riding. Tho
punchers waved their hats as he went.

But Red Harris did not ride.

When the Rio Iid looked back to-
the stockman’s but, " from &
distance, there was somecthing that
swung ovor the high corral fence, at the
end of a'lasso. The swift justice of ‘the
ranch-hands had overtakon the border
ruffian, ; :
 THE END,

(The Rio Kid gallops headfirst into
another rousing adventure again nezié
week. Look out for: “THFE RIO KID
—RANCHER!)



