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' THE RIO KID-~OUTLAW, EECOMES A RANCHER!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Now Boss of the Lazy-O!
HE little two-horse hack that ran
i from D’ecos Bend to Packsaddle
* carvied a singlo  passenger.
. Jinuny Dace, tho driver, could
have told any galoot who that passenger
was—or he fignred that he could. He

knew him as Mister Fairfax, the guy who .

had bought the Lazy-O Ranch at Pack-
saddle, and was going to take possession
of his new property. And Jiinmy Dace
would have been as astonishied as any-
onoe to learn that the young man in
the hack was more properiy named
Carfax, and that he had been known
all through I'exas as the Rio Kid.

_ Tew, if any, would have known the

Rio Kid as he lounged lazily in the
rvickety old hack, bumping slong the
trail to Packsaddle. Looking at_his
own face in his pocket mirror, tho Kid
hardly knew himself. And he reckoned
that Texas shoriffe and Texas rangers
would hardly get wise to Lim if they
#ew him. .

The Xid had changed some.

He still wore -the Stotson hat, but
without tho band of silver nuggets that
was s0 widely known. The silver spurs
and the goatskin chaparvjos were gone.
'he walnut-butted guns no longer
swvung in the low-hung holsters. The
holsters were gone with the guns.
Nobody, looking at “ Mistor Fairfux,”
would have guesscd that he was
“heeled” at all. But enyone who had
known the Kid wonld have figured—
correctly—that though his hardware was
not on view it was within easy reach.

The Kid looked like a prosperous
zopng rancher—as he was, for the time

eing, at Jcast, :
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Least of all would anyone
looking for the Rio Kid
have cxpected to find him
afoat, travelling in a staﬁe
hack.” The Kid and the
. grey mustang, Bide-Kicker;
were inseparablo. 4nd that was where
the Kid felt the pinch hardest. He
hated parting with his horso, even for
a few days; he hated going afoot, and
he loathed traveiling on wheels. But he
had marked out the gamne he wes going
to play, and he was going to play it.
immy Dace, who drovo the hack,
was not a rospectful porson, as s rule,
but ho ireated his solitary passenger,
on this occasion, with marked rospect.
The man who had bought the Lazy-O
was & man deselving of respect, for
meny rteasons. The Lezy-Q was the
biggest ranch in the Packsaddle section
of the Pecos country, and its long-
horned herds roamed over scores of
miles of rich grasslands. The Lszy-O
bunch was the toughest bunch in Texas,
and when they rolled into Packsaddle
for a jamboree law-abiding citizens
closed doors and windows and lay low
till the bunech rode oub again, And
Jimmy Dacewondered, with deep respect,
at a guy who looked little more than
a bor, and who fancied that he could
handle the Lazy-O bunch. Moreover,
Jimmy respected wealth, and only a
wealthy galoot could have bought the
Lazy-O—lorty thousand dollars, at the
lowest figure, Jimmy reckoued, though
the Lazy-O had been in the market for
a long time, and, in {act, for years on
end had been . run by the foreman,
Darpey Baker, without much interfer-
ence from distant proprietors. Jimmy

“wondoered how Barney Bakor would

cotton to this .new boss, who looked
like a kid; and, pnvnte}y, he opined
that in buying the Lazy-O, Mister Fair-
fax had bought troubls. :
Jimmy could have told Mister Fair-
fax quite & lot about his new property
and its outfit, had ho chosen to tell
tales. He could have told him that

- evidently di

Bamey Baker almost openly sold cattle

belonging to the ranch, tho procecds of

theso sales going into Barney's own

‘pocket, as every grloot in Packsaddle

knew well.. He could have warned him
that jf he worried Barncy any, the
Yazy-O property was more likely to
intorest his heirs than himself. ¥o
could have put him wise that in Pack.
eaddle the law wus chicfly the law of
the man quickest on the draw, and that
no sheriff within & hundred miles was
likely to seck trouble with the Lasy-O
bunch, if he could help it. e could,
in fact, have told this handsome young
rapcher that in going to the Lazy-U
ho was most likely going to his own
funeral.

But Jimmy did not tell Mister Fair-
fax all those things that he might have
told him. It was no business of his,
Jimmy reckoned, and a stranger who
horned intwo the Packsaddle ~country
could find things out for himself. More-
over, Jimmy was interested in figuring
how long Mister Fairfax was likely to
live after horning in. No insurance com-

any would have taken on Mistéer Fair-
tax, at any price, on Jimmy Dace’s
estimation of his probable length of life.

But the Soung guy in the hack

nrot know what a thorny
trail he had started on. He teemed
quite cheery and satisfied. .

That certainly was the case. Except
for parting with 8ide-Kicker, the Rio
Kid was quite el;g'loygng his new venture.

Rangers and sheriffs had been hot on
the Kid's track. The boy outlaw of the
Rio Grando had been hunted hard. He
had been cornered in the Mal Pais, and
the sheriff of Plug Hat had almost
cinched him. By llano and sicrra they
had hunted the Rio Kid, and the Kid
reckoned that it was time for him to
disappear altogether. In a safe place
the Kid had tucked away thc fortune
he had won in the Arizona gold-mines
long sago. . Much of it was gone, for
the Kid was carcless in such matters;
but much remained—plenty for the boy



RIO KID—-RANCHER!

By RALPH REDWAY ..

Po ‘own & ranch, and be lord nml._mute'r over a
secret ambition o_f t}\e. Rio Kid, Boy O.uth_w. ; ¢ ]
ortunity of realising his dream, and the Kid is not slow in taking it

‘outlaw's new ventare. And there was
something in this stunt tlral eppcaled
1o the Kid’'s sense of humour. They
jooked for him in the lono and the
sierra, by mountain and plain they
hunted him, but they were not likely to
look for him bossing-the biggost ranch
in_tho Packsaddle conntry. .
Ho had discarded his distinctive
attire, ho had parted, for a time, with
8ide-Kicker, he dressed like a ranclier

instead of a puncher; and he sported -

a little moustacho, which made hiin look
both older and differcnt; and he did
not figure that ho was likely to be
recognised. And Packsaddle was a far
cry from the Rio Irio country, where
ho was best known, And the fact that
it was a district that sherifls disliked,
out of regard for their houlth, rccom-
mended it to the Rio Kid. What was
not heslthy for sheriffs was likely to
be all tho hoalthier for Lhe boy outlaw
of the Rio Grande, s

So the IKid smiled cheerily as ho sat
in the two-horse heck, butaping over a
trail that was good for horscmen, bus

_had never becn made for wheels. Iio

Jooked out on the Packsaddler countr
and liked it. Jt wes a rich and well-
watered ocountry, ebounding im rich
grass, good feed for cattle, and little
streams, rolling plains, fringed by belts
of post-onk and peccan, deep coulees,
where the rain_pathered. The Kid
figured that the Packsaddle herds would
not thirst, aven if all tho rest of Texas
was_dry. And he was master of hun-
dreds of acres of this rich ocountry,
which was a [iu'leasant thought to the
boy puncher, who had punched cows on
tho Double-Bar, in the Frio country,
and who, like all punchers, had dreamed
of hn,vini a ranch of his own somo day.
Now he had it, and he figured that life
was going to be food.

Herds of cattlo dotted the rolling
prairie, through which the stage-trail
ran. Several times the Kid sighled
some puncher, riding his broncho knee-
deep in grasy, and his hoart warmed to

e told himself with

the sight. This, h

a grin, was bettor than the Mal Pais
nmA .

shooting up the rangers.

A slackening of speed, as Jimmy Dace
pulled in his horses, caused the Kid to
put his head out and glance at the
driver,

“Say, wo ain't hitting Packsaddle
yot ?” he asked,

IINO ”»

. What are you pulling in for?”
Jimmy Dace gestured with his whip.
“1 guoss there’s two guys ahoad who
want to chew the rag with somebody,”
he answered.
-The Kid glanced along the trail,
Two horsemen had pulled out from
the plaine, and sat in their saddles
directly in the way of the  hack.
Punchers, they looked to the Kid,
riders in chaps, with hard-bitten, reck-
less faces—punchers, the Kid figured,
of a tovgh brand. = They touched no
weapon, but thoy %lamly meant to stop
the 9ci:, and the Kid, scenting trouble,
elid his hand down to where the walnut-

gang of p\mc]netl. has aIways
At last comes the

butted gun had onco swung in the
holster.  ‘Ilien ho grinned, as his
hand found wmothing hanging by the
well-fitting cord riding-breeches. ™ And
his band slid round to tho back of his
belt, to make suye that the gun that
was pot in sight was safely there, all
ihe same.

“A hold-up?'’ ho asked.

“Not £0's you'd uotico it,” answered
Jiminy Daca. :

“What's the gume, then?” asked the
Kid, puzzled.

Jimoy Dace looked down from his
box at the haudsome, inquiring face
looking up at him from the window
of the hack. 4n impulse of compassiou
stirred  Jimmy’s souwowhat leathery
heart,  After all, the Kid was only a
kid~a mere boy, playing rauncher—and
it was a shame to let him walk with
{:ja eyes shut into what was coming to
him.

“Mister Faiifax, air,”’ said Junnmy,
“then guys belong to the Laey-0.”

“My ranch " sald the Kid,

“Tho}y’re in the Lazy-O outfit, and I
guess ‘they’re Barney Baker's side-
pardners,” said Jimmy, sinking his
voico to a hoarse whisper, though the
hack was not yet close to the waitiog
horsemen. “'The one with the cast in
his eyo is Panhandle Peto—"" .

*Looks toughI’’ comunented the Kid.

“Sure! The one with the scar on bis
jaw is the Coyote. Ilis name’s Jenson,
ut he's called the Coyote.”

“ ks wean,” said the Kid.

“That's how,” said Jimmy Dace,
“Mister Fairfax, sir, they'ro stopping
this hoarse lo see vou, sir.”

“Sort of welcomo home?’ drawled
the Kid.

“Not on your life,” said Jimmy
Dace. “Birce, I' guess them guys is
rough. 'Tain't my funeral, nohow, but
I hate to seo a tenderfoot mishandled.”

The Kid smiled.

“] ain’t ‘exactly s tenderfoot, feller.”
“1 guess not,”” assented Jimmy., ¢
rackon you was raised among cowe, You
sure do look it, Mister Iairfax, sir.

But—"

*“They know at the ranch that I'mm
ooming from Pecon Bend in this hack,”
remurked the Kid,. “Two of the boys
have rode out to mest me. I take that
kindly.”

Jimmy Dace stared at him.

“They’ve rode out to meet you, eure
cnough,” he said. * Mister Fnirfux, 1
guess they never told you a whole heap
abou’l‘; the Lazy-O when they sold it to
you.”’ -

“I guess I had cll the particulars,”
said the Kid, “You wont to say it ain't
a good ranch?”

“Best in the Packsaddle country,”
enswered Jiminy. *“But did they tell
you about the bunch?”

“They did not,”” said the Kid. *“But
I guess T'll pull all right with the bunch.
And if I do not, fellcr, I gucss a bunch
can_be fired.” .

Jimmy gave him a pitying look.

“You figure on firing the Laxzy-O
bunch?”’ he asked.
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HSure, if I don't like their ways.”

Jitumy opencd his mouth aguin—and
closed it. ITe drove on slowly towards
the two waiting Liorscinen. 1t was use-
fvss, he figured, to put this coufident
Kid wise, aud he had to take what wes
coming to him.

THE SECOND- CHAPTER,
The Kid Means Business!
\HE Rio .Kid gazod with 6ol
interest from the window of the
hack. Jimamy Daco drew it to
a halt at a gosture from_the
horseman with a cast in his eyo—Pan«
handle Pete, as he had called him,
Whatever attitude Mister Fairfax might
adopt, Jinny Dace did not aim at
troublo with the men of the Lazy-O.
Jimmy was by nature not a meck galoot
at all; but when he walked in tho
presence of the Lazy-O men he walked
warily.

“ Artornoon,
very civilly.

“You've got a passengec?’’ asked
Panhundle Pete.

“You've said it,"”.

“Name of Fairfax?”

~“Right 1n once.”

“Toll him to hop out.”

Jimmy Dace called down to his pas.
senger.

* Mister Fairfax, air, you want to hop
out and speak to these guys.”

_“Guess again,” drawled the Kid, “IX
ain’t bopping out a whole lot.”

“For the love of Lucy, Mistor Fais-
fax, sir, ‘don’t rile ’cm!” wmurmured
Jinuny Dace. “TI'll tell the world you're
a good little man, and I'd Late Lo sco
you quirted or shot up.”

“I'd suro hate it mysolf, just a few,"”
said tho Xid cheerfully, *“Tell them
guys I'm their now boss, and I want to
speak to thetn. 7Thoy're to ride up to
the window.”’

Jimmy wmade s hopeless gesture.

“8ay, wo're waiting to sce that guy I"
called out the Coyote.

. “1le’s a-coming,” called bock Jimmy
Dace hastily. “Givoe the galoot a
chance, you 'uns.”” He bent os low as
he could, to give the Kid one last warn-
mﬁ; “ Mister Fairfux, sir, hop out, and
talk turkey to them guys. {,gueu it
ain't my funeral, and I sure don't want
to rilo the Lazy-O bunch, but I jest pot
to toll you that when theysayhop, o guy
had bettor hop. Did Lhey isll you at Pecoy
Bend who bought the Lazy-O last {all?”

“They did not."”

“Did thoy tell you
up on the prairie?”

“Gea!” said the Kid. “They did
not.’’

“] guess they was plumb anxious to
find & buyor for that ranch,’”” said
Jimmy. “1 reckon jt's been hanging on
the market a long timf!. Mister IFairfax,
sir. ess they didn't tell you all
they could, or you sure wouldn't have
horned in fo buy it. Mister Fairfax,
eir, you talk turkey to them guys and
got off safo.”’ :

The Kid smiled.

“Tell them guys to oome up to tho
hack,” he eanswered. “It’s their boss
orders them.” .

Jimmy sighed.

.“You 'uns, your bos says you're to
ride up to the hack and talk to him,” he
called out. :

The two punchers stared, exchanged
s glance, and thon grinned. They rode
up to the halted vehicle and stopped
beside it, staring at the handsomwe,
boyish face that loocked out at them,

The Kid gave themn an amiable smile,
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fellers1” 2aid Jimmy,

he was found shot
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“You boys belong to the Lary-O?’ he
ssked.
“Sure |” grunted Panhandlo Pete.
“Then I'mm pleased to mest up wit
ou,” said the Kid. ‘“You want to
inow that I've bought the ranch—least-
ways, I've paid down on if, and aim to
hand over the rest after I've looked it
over, Comes to tho same thing. I sure
hope we'ro going to pull together fine
at the Lazy-0.”
“8tep down
Panhandie Pecte curtly.
1) Sho !n .
“You hear me, yaup?” snapped the
puncher, N .
-« sure ain't doaf,” said the Kid
pleasantly. * But you reem te have got
1t wrong, feller. You ain't boss—I'm
bosts. Cliew on that a minute, and then
take off your hat and say youw're sorry.”
Pavhandlo Pete stared at him,
“Gee whiz1” he said.
“Some greenhorn, I guess,” remarked
Co;rot,o Jenson.

“@it down outer thut hearse,
roared Panhandle Pete. )
The Kid whistled softly, v

“1'vo suro heard that Pucksaddle is
a tough country,” he remarkod. “Is
that how a cowman talks to his boss in
Packsaddle? I suro reckon that there's
going to be a change on the Lazy-O.”

“You hopping down?”’

“Not a whole lot.” )

“Then I guess you'll be made,” said
Panhiandle Pete. . . .

The Kid looked at him steadily. IHis
. faco was still cool and smiling, bui

there was a glint in his eyes.

“That’s your say-s0,” he said. " You
say the same, you Jenson?” - .

. “8ure!” said the Coyote cmphatic-

ally.

‘?’Tho,t does it,” said the Kid coolly.
“You're both.fired. You don’t belong
to tho Lazy-O apy more. Go back io
the ranch and tell- Mr, Baker I've fired
you, and ask for your monoy.”

* **  gaid Panhandle DPete.
“Plumb loco!” :

He dismounted fron: his broncho and
wrenched open the door of the hack,
Jimmy Dace sat tight on his box aud
chowed tobacco, Hae felt no call to inter-
veno. He had warncd tho newcomor,
and ho left it at that. Not that inter-
vention on Jimmy's part would have
been any use.

“ Now,” said Panhandle Pete, his
bearded, bromzed face flushed with
anger, “You gitting down, Mister
Fairfax, or you want to be handled?”

The Kid gave him & cheery nod.
When it camo to frouble he wanted
room; nnd irouble was coming swiftly.
He assented.

L 1t yowre so parlicular T'll sure get
down,'’ ho said.

¢ Pronto 1"’ snarled Pete.

The Kid stepped out of the hack.

Both tho punchera wero dismounted
now, and they had their quirts in their
hands. The Kid realised that he had
bouﬁht a, surprise-packet in the Lazy-O
ranch. Lawyer Lucas, in Pecos Bend,
had not not told him what to expect in
tho Packsaddlo country. DBut the Kid
had no grouch about it, He figured
that he was quite able {0 toke care of
bimself, and ho grinned as he surmised
what these guys would have thought had
they known that Mister Fairfax was
the Rio Kid, tho quickest man on tho
draw in all Texas. 'The Kid never
looked for trouble, Lut trouble had -a
way of haunting his footsteps. And he
had no objection to it when it came.
.- *Well, hyer I am, you ’uus,” said the
Kid cheorily. “If you want to shoot
off your mouths, I guess I oan give you
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you!”’

from that heara§!” said”

a few mionulea. Don'i forget that you're
fired from the Lazy-0.”

“] guess you ain't the size of man to
fire us, dog-gone you,” growled Pan-
hundle Pete, “We come hyer to put
you wise, The bunch don’t want you
on Lazy-Q. Got that?”’

“J got it,’”” ussented the XKid.

“If you like to ride back to Pecoa
DBond while you're safe in one pieco
I guess I'll rustle you & horse.”

“But 1 guess I've jest come- from
Pecos Bend,” said the Kid, in innocent
surprise, ‘I ain't ,iomg back any.
I'm going to Packsaddlc, and to-morrow
I aim to take possession of the Laxzy-0."

"-You”o,in’t ren in Packsaddle afore,

_ %1 reckoned not. You don't savvy
this country,” said Panhondle Peto
grimly. “I reckon you fancy that if
you hit troubloe at the ranch the sheriff
will put things through for you.”
“Ain’t that the shoriff's job 7"’ asked

_the Kid.

“8ure thing! But you wani to find
o shoriff who's anxious to get on tho
job in Packsaddle,” answered the
punchor. “You ask the sheriff at Pocos
Bend to ride out to Lazy-O and sec you
through, and I guess he'll tell you to
vall again next year.”

“You don't say!” remarked the Kid.

“Wae don't get a lot of sherifia here,”
said P’anhandle Pete. “ Barney Baker
runs tho Lazy-O, and Parney's good
enough for the bunch., Aud we ain’t
honing to sce any boss cavorting
around. You get mo?”’

The Kid laughed.

“Y guess you'll sco me cavorting
around,” he said, ** Why, you gink, I've
paid down ten thousand,dollars on that
ranch—the other thirty thousand to be
paid after I've scen i8.”

“I guess you can call it off and savo
the thirty thousand,” said the puncher,

“And you figure that Lawyer Lucas
d me back the ten if I call it
off 7" grinned the Kid.

“ Not in your lifetime,’”” chuckled the
Coyote.

“Then I guess T go through with the
deal,”” drawled the Kid. “Got any
more to say, you guys?’ '

“You hitting it for Pecos Behd?”

“Not hy a jugtul,” ..

“Waal, if you want to be quirted
Lefore you g0, I guoss I'd as soon quirt
you as not,”” said Panhandle Pete,

The Kid laughed ngain, He had
beard that the Lazy-O outfit were .a
tough buoch, but this way of meeting
& now boss wox, he figured, the limit,
It was no wonder that a property like
the Lazy-O hnd hung long in the
market. " 7

“You aim to quirt your boss?’ ho
asked. :

“Surn—if you don't hLit the horizon
pronlo.”

“T guoss I've heard they're tough in

Packsaddle,” said the ¥Xad. “RBnt-7T
naver heard the like of this. Still, i
yow're honing to handie that quiri, I
guess you'd better got on with it,”

Panhandleo Pete waited for no more.
o mado a rush at the Kid, swinging
up the heavy quirt.

With a swift backward jump the Kid
cluded the slash of the quirt, and before
it could be lilted egain he leaped for-
ward as swiftly. - .

What scemed like o solid lump of lead
crashed on the jaw of the puncher, It
was the Kid's fist—and all the Kid's
weight was behind it. =

Panhbandle Pete gave a gurgling gasp
and flow backwards, and crashed down
in tho treil with a mighty crash.

“Geal’ gasped.the Coyote,

Lia hand flew to his gun.
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Crack!

How the Colt got into the Kid’s hand
seemed like magic to Jimmy Dace,
g:tchmg with distended eyes ifrom his

X,

But it was there, and it was there in
time. And the Kid burned powder
before the Coyote could lift his hand
with the gun in it.

There was a hoarse. yell from Coyote
Jenson as the gun flew from his hand
and his right arm dropped to his side.
He stood staggering and staring
stupidly at his arm, which hung help-
lossly, ~ streaming with blood. "And
Jimmy Dace ejnculated, in tones of
wonder and awe: -

“QGeel. Carry ma home to die!”’

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

‘The Kid Comes to Townt
HE Rio Kid siood smiling; tho
‘§ ° smoking Colt in his hand. Pan.
handlo , Pete still asprawled
dazedly in the trail. Coyote
Jenson staggered back to the hack, and
stood leaning on it, his face white, his
legs sagging under him, his brokon arm

hanging at his side helplessly.

Panhandle Pote staggered up.

He felt his jaw with his hand, as if
to ascertain thaf it was still there,

"DOF-gone my “cats}”’ he mutiered
hoarsely. .

“You want any more, fcllor (" asked
the Kid amniably. .

The puncher smbbed» at a gun,

“Don't {” said the Kid quietly.

The walnut-butted Colt was looking
at the Lazy-O puncher, the Kid'a fnper
on the trigger, .

“Guess again,

feller,” advised tho

Kid. *You touch that gun and you're
a dead guy, Guess again,”

Slowly the puncher’'s hand cames
away from his belt. The Kid's voico

was cool and drawling, his face smiling,
but his ayes glinted hike oold steel over
the ravolver., Panhandle .Pete knew
that he was looking death in the face.

“You—you durned, dog-goned lobo-
wolf I’ he muttered, his voice busky
with rage. o

“I guess you ain't the frst guy that's
woke mo up for a gopher and found he'd
woke up a prairic wolf,” said the Kid.
“Take that gun and drop it in the
trail.” ' ’

Panhandle Pete took th® gun from
his belt. He was soroly tempted to lift
it and attempt a pot-shot. Butb some-
thing in the glinting eyes of the Kid
warned him off. He knew that he
wonld be a dead man before he could
pull the trigger. The gun crashed to
the ground. :

“That's better,”” smiled the Kid.
“You jump to orders that-a-way, feller,
and T guess ¥ may keep you on at the
Lazy-Q, after all. I sure nin't anxious
to fire any of the bunch. I guess wo'll

ull together as thick as flens on o

exican dog when we know one another
better, You jest got {0 learn to behave
and you'll find ‘me as good a boss aa
a cow-man could want. You got me?”

“You figure oun going on to the
Lazy-Ot" .

“Surel” - .

“J gueas the bunch will be glad to sce ~
you,” muttered tho puncher. "I gucss
we’ll all be poworful glad to sce you,

‘Mistor . Fairfax.”

“That’s sure good to hoar,” said the
Kid., “You tell them at tho Lazy-Q that
I'm coming along to-morrow, and tell
Barney Baker to ride into Packsaddlo
this evening and see me at thoe hotlel
thero, Now don’t shoot off your mouth
any more. <You've spilled a hatful
alrca.gfy. Cict on your eayuso and ride,”

Panhandle gave him a look, and gave
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a longing glance at the gun lying in the
trail,” ] : . .
“TForget it, feller!” said the Kid.
“Don’t I keep on telling you that you
ain't woke up a gopher, but a prairie
wolf, all teeth and claws. You want to
et that sink into your cabeza. Put that
pard of yourn on his brone and tote him

_away, I guesshe wants tying up some.”’

~
G
|
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With & muttered curse, the Lazy-O
uncher turned away. In grim silenco
¢ _helped the wounded man into his
saddle, and tho two rode away together
across the plain.
The Kid rostored his gun to its place.
He smiled as ho met the wondering
stare of Jimmy Dace. :
e ain’t wasted a lot of time,
feller,”” remarked tho Kid, "and I'm
sure glad to have met up with some of
my bunch. But I reckon you'd better
get on.”
* 7 “Jumpin' gophers!” murmured the
driver. “Mister Fairfax, sir, I guess 1
hand it to you, I guess you're the first

e ="

guy that's put it over the Lazy-O bunch
and got away with it.”” .

The Kid stepped ‘into the hack, and
tho driver gathered up his reins, cracked
his whip, and drove on towards the
distant cow-town, still in a state of
wonder and surprise.

- The Kid leaned back in his seat, a
thoughtful expression on his face.

It was clear, he rcflected, bow trouble
dogged his steps. From those old days
on the Double-Bar Ranch in the Frio
country, when the Kid, innocent of any
wrongdoing, had been driven into out-
lawry, trouble had followed him like
his s}l_adnw. He could say, with a clear
conscience, that he never hunted it; but
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What seemed like a lum
on the jaw of the puncher.
Kid’s fist, and all the Kid’s welght was
blolhlnd it.
atln
crashed down in the trail. (Ses Ohapter 2.)

it always seemed to come. Still, there
was no doubt that the Kid scemed to
thrive on it. :

He quito realised that ho had becn,
to some exient, played for a sucker
when they sold him the Lazy-O. He had
no doubt that Lawyer Lucas at Pecos
Bend was in cahoots with Barney Baker
at the La2y-O, and that they stood to-
other to kcop the Lazy-O on its present
ooting. No doubt that Barney made
o good thing of it, running the ranch
as if i were his own. No doubt that
they expected him to be scared off, and
to lose the big deposit he had paid on
the purchase price, leaving DBarney
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Baker king-pin i}l a new buyer came
along—to be playcd in the same way.

This* was a game that could bo
played in a country like Pack-
saddle, but it could mot, the

Kid reckoned, bo played on him, He
had bought the Lazy-O, and he was
going to run the Lazy-O. And though
the Kid never hunted for trouble he had
a-cortain zest in meelting it when it
came. There was something in him that
loved a fight.

The hack rolled on, bumping on the
uneven trail, and Packsaddlo came in
sight at last, in the glow of the sunset.

The Kid Jooked with interest at the
cow-town as he approached it. It was

STRAIGHT FROM THK SHOULDER!

of lead crashed
It was the

Panhandle Pete gave a gur-
gasp, and flew backwards, and

like a hundred other cow-towns that he
had scen—one irregulur streect, lined
with shacke, shantics, 'doby houses, and
frame houses, with a timber botel and
a timber salcon. The hack rolled up
to the hotel where a dozen horses were
hitched to the well-gnawed rail in front
of the building. ’%h_e usual crowd of
loafers and curious citizens had gathered
to soe the hack come in from Pecos
Bend. Packsaddle was far from rail-
ways, and the hack {rom Pccos was its
only regular communication with the
outsido werld, and brought mails and
nowspapers. baggage, and an occasional
: .Tux Popursr.—No. 558,
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passonger, three times a week. The
arrival of tho stage was always.a matier
of intorest in a:cow-town; burisd in the
vast prairics. . On this occdsion -the
interest was greater than usual, for all

Packsaddle knew that the new boss of

the Lazy-(Q was-arriving that day from
Pecos Bend. :

Two or three score of punchers 'and,

others were lounging in frout of the
timbir building, watching for the hack.
There was a general movement as it
rolled. vp ‘and Jimuny Dace brought it
1o a halt with 2 flounish, * Malf-a-dozen
voices called out at once: - . -

C*You got him, Jimmy? -

Jimmy grinped down from his box,

“Buro I Ko answered,

A short, muscular puncher, -bow-
legged from incéssant riding, straddied
forward. -, The Kid, from the hack,
noted that the crowd gave way with
f;rea.t_ care to the bow-legged man, But
1c did not need that to téll him that
the man was a gun-man—a “killer.” He
knew the type—the hard, cold face, the
ico-cold eyes. - S

“¥ou say you gob him?” asked the
bow-legged man. ' -

“I sure got him, Lariat,”” answered
Jimmy, very civilly, .

“Wasn’t you met up on' the trail?”’

£33

demanded Larist. *I reckoned some of

the boys was t"nee‘binﬁl up with you.”

That told the Kid that the bow-leggoed
mon was a Lazy-0 man. He reckoned
that the Lazy-O bunch teok in soma of
the hardest characters even. in the law.
less Packsaddle country, o

“We was sure met up with, Lariat,”
said Jimmy Dace. ‘Panhandle Pete
and the Coyote.” B

“Waal, then, what. you giving us?"
demanded Lariat. “‘Mean to say they
let the guy come on to town ?2”’

“They surs did.”

“1 guess I dor't get you,” growled
Lariat, ' : .

Ho turned from Jimmy ‘as the Kid:

stepped from the hack. :
. Every eye in the crowd fastened on
the Kid immediately, - :

The Kid wondered, for a moment,

whether any galoot in Packsaddla hap-.

peped to know tho Rio Kid by sight, and
whether the change in his looks would
pass muster, R o

. But there was no sign ol recognition
in ‘anpy faco—only kéen interest, tinc:
tured with derision. The buying and
selling of the Lazy-O, as the Kid
learned - later, was o standing joke in
Packsaddle. D

Every man there was keen to look at
the new propristor of 'the. Lazy-O, keen to
gize him up, and see. what sort of & guy
he was.” And they wantod to know how
he had got so far as the cow-town, as
it was_nn open secrot that some of the
Lazy-O bunch had aimed to meet the
hack and warn him off.

Pho Kid glanced round casually and
started for tho hotel entrance. = The
bow-legged man  planted  himsolf
promptly in the way, o

“Say, you Mister Fairfax?” he asked.

“You've pot me,” assentcd tho
“I reckon you're & Lazy-Q mbn?":

“Yep 1" : . )

“One of my outfit then,” srid the
Kid pleasantly, “Take s look af your
‘boss, if you want, and then step lively.
faller.” ]

.Tho cold eyes of the
Eim curiously. Fle did not step ‘nside,
or make any movement to dé so.~ .
- I reckon your supper can wait, Mr.
Fairfax,” he rematrked, in icy tones: “1
want to’' know tho kang of this. Wasn't
you told ‘on’ tlie trail that Packsaddls
ain’v a_healthy.plade for you?>» =
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“riled.” T .

‘if he wants to.”

- was fresh.
,Igid. ’

guoss I'm honing for some supper, .

n-man- watohed

“1 kinder ‘guessed ‘it from . the way
them %uys carricd on,’” said the XKid.
“ But they was quite satisfied, when they
went, that I con look after my health,”

The gun-man eyed him, aevidentl
puzzied. Lhere was a bush in the crowd.
fivery man thers knew the gun-man’s
intentions, and the Kid was not blind
to them.  But he smiled pleasantly. |

Barney Daker, he  reckoned, was
handling this matier in a busincss-like
way, .1t a quirting on the trail did not
frighten off tiie new boss thero was a
gun-man waiting for him.at Packsaddle,
and it was going fo be gun-play. There
was no doubt that sny man who Lought

- the Liazy-O was Buying trouble,

“ T guess Panhandle Pate put you wise
that yow wasn't wanted on thé Lazy-O,”
said Lariat, ab last, . -~

“He kindor dropped a- Lint’ that-as
“From what .

way,’” assented the Kid.
1 figured, it séemid that
honing to geb & new boss,
suro come to like it when they know

me. T'm a good little man-when

the outfit’'ain't

There was a laugh, and the gun-nﬁn's
cold eyes glittored. - : :

1 don't rightly kneow how you ,got:;‘

past the guys,” ho- said.. “But——
“1 ain't. lfee'pm% it & secrot,”’ sald the,

Kid "chearily,  “They sure was too

freeh, and I fired them.” S
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~ “Tired them ?”’ gasped Lariat.

- “Jeat that., Fired: them from the
bunch,’’ said the Kid inndeently, I
uess & ranch boss can fire his hands

“Geo whiz!{"”’ .

“They was very fresh,” said tho Kid
confidingly, conscious that every eor was
hanging on every word.  “They surp
Dut after I handled . Peto
and Jot daylight. through Cols‘(ote they
was like lambs. I guess they know how
to behave when they're told.”’ e

“You handled Pete -and drilled
Coyote?”  stuttored ~ the - gun-man
blankly. ~ “ What you giving us, yeu
ornery locoed gink?” .

“ Btraight goods,” answered the Kid.
“Jimamy Dace will tell you, if ‘;you.hono
to know. ' Me, I'm for supper.” - -

“¥ou .din't for supper yet,” said
Lariat grimly. “1-guess you won’t wing
any suEpér. ister Fairfax, when we'ro
thtoug T e e .
" “Feller, I'm hungry, after coming
all tho way from Pecos Bond,” said the
llJ{ic}‘. !""I guess it's me for grub, Stand

ack ["

'

ranch..

But. they'll -

1 ain't’

taking the troubls t

.and already the Packsadd

. u[i",‘
fast enough,
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“Not on Fbur lifetime,” sneered
Leariat. S o .
*The -Lazy-O bunch sure do want to -
learn.  mgnners,’”’ . said T the  Kid
pleasantly” - “I fipurd that thoy've gob
a boss now to teach thom,. I don’t take
lip’ from any man in my outfit, You're
fired, Larigt!’”” -~ =~ - -
“Tired! Mo?” -
“You got me.” Don’t let me see you -
on the Lnzy-Q whon I-hump alo;x% -
morrow or I shall sure have to use boos-
leather on you,” said the Kid. | . .
“Thérs was & breathless hush-and. «
rustle &8 men crowded baclk out of the
Jine of fire. For less than that—much
less than that—Lariat had shot up more
than' one man in Packsaddle; and every -

‘man konew, too, that he was theré to -

pick trouble with the new boss -of the

_Latiat drew a deep, deep breath, .
“You- figure that you’ll use . koot-
leather on mo?” he said at last.. “ You
figure - that you'll -fre me - from . the
bunch? Carry mé home to dial” -

© “T've told ‘you to stand dside, fcller,”

the Kid pointed out, *F guess I ain't
o ‘wall round you,

Yoit moving 2" . et
. ““Not s0's you'd notios,”. drawled the
gun-man. - A 2
Wguega' you'll be moved, pronto !
ade in )"’ grinned Lariat,- - - -*

- The bow-legged man stoodlike a rook -
in the Kid's path, his hands-very near
his low-slung guns. . That he'aimed to

66 ]
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‘draw and firo .as- soon as.the Kid made

a hoatile movoment evcrr*mn.n' ‘kngw,

6 men ﬁgux&i
that -the ‘Lazy-Q would he wanting
nnodther new boss, But they ‘did hot -

‘kriow the Rio Kid. . .

““I guess I'm. giving you's chance,”
urged the Kid.” “I've sure fired you
from my outfit, but I ain’t honing for -

trouble with you. Get out of the way,

you - wall-oyed,
¢oyato 1 . :
Like - » fAash Lariat’s hand .gripped a
But, fast as he was, ke was not

I Instantdy at the motion
the Kid lea on him, and before the
gun could leave the holster the Kid's
rasp was on the gun-min., The bow-.
egied puncher, swung from his feet
with that sudden grasp, went erashing
fo the ground, and the revolver was.
kicked from his hand. '"His left bhand .
grasped the othor gun as he sprawled,
and the Kid's riding-boot stamped gun
and hand togother fo the earth, to the
accompaniment of a scream of pain from .

: n,lnb~si_d9d,. -pie-faced .

Lariat.

.'«gh_e Kid was not smiling now. :
le grasped the sprawling ruffian by
the neck; i

; ragged him up with a ~swm§.
of his sinewy arms, twirled him round
helplessly, and planted a erashing kick
on_hig. buckskin ‘trousers. ' s
Lariat flew into the street and rolled
over, almost under the feet of Jimmy
Dace’s horses, . oL
. The Kid glanced at him and walked
into the tirober hotcl.” Ho'was, as he
had. gpid, :hungry after his long drive
from Pecos Bend, and wanted hia-
supper. - Outside the- hotal he left &
burzing orowd, wild with excitoment.
Often enough therd was: excitoment in'.
tho cow-town. of Packsaddle, but never
had it reached such a pitoh as now. The
arrival of the now boss.of the Lazy-O
‘had caused all Packsaddle to sit up and
take notice. ‘., - T
foU-C . THR, END. .
(The Kidis in for a lively time when
ke takes over the Lazy-O ' Ranch—but .
that does not worry this cheery young
outlaw. He's had moré worries than
most men—and got over them, Don't
miss ‘reading: “THE NEW BOS8 OF
PHE LAZY.O!” aext weekl). —
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WHO IS TIHE DEADLIEST SHOT IN TEXAS? THE RIO KID I-MEET HIM
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The Llsy O bunch are the hard-
est, roughest, and most dangerous
set of cowpunchers in the Pack-
saddle section, But that does not
worry the Rio Kid. who has taken
them over, to‘et]wr with one of the
nichest ranches in T

Hotel  at  Packsaddle. He

exas !
glanced round him, nodded to
an acquaintance or two, and crdssed
over to the bar—where the bar-tender
slid his accustomed poison across the
lcaden counter before Le had time to
speak. But the foreman of the Lazy O

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Harney Baker of the Lazy O!
ARNEY BAKER, foreman of the

Lazy O, walked into the Pack

did not touch the tanglefoot. There -

was a grim e on his dark,
barsh face, a glint in his deep-set grey
cyes, an ominous tightening of his
hard mouth. Barney was not a sweet-
tempered man at the best of times, and
his looks, at the present moment,
showed that his temper was less sweet
than ever. The two or three score of
men in the place knew the rcason for
his black looks, as well as Barney him-
self knew it, and many of them would
have grinned,-but it was not healthy
to grin at the foreman of the Lu{ 0.

Standing at the bar, leaning an elbow
on it, Barney looked round, with glint-
ing eyes under knitted brows, as if in
scarch of offence. And most eyes
dropped before his, *or men looked an-
other way. Nobody wanted to find

irouble with the foreman of the
toughest outfit in the valley of the
Pecos. :

The dust of the trail was on Barney
Baker, thick on his chaps and his rid-
ing-boofs,  Perspiration clotted his
forehead nnder the brim of his Stetson.
He had ridden hard into town; his
sweating broncho was now panting at
the hitching-rope outside the timber
hotel. But though only a fow minutes
had elapsed since the Lazy O foreman
had dropped from his saddle, he had
had time to gather the latest news of
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the cow-town. For Packsaddle was
buzsing with the news from end to
end. It was the biggest excitcment that
had ever struck the town. It was on
every lip, and it had been fairly shou

at Barney, as the galoot most
cerned. re were a good many in-
the Pack Hotel when he arrived, but
more followed him in, wondering what
the mceting would be like, between the
foreman of the Lazy O, and the boy
rancher who had bought the ranch and
come along to Packsaddle to take
possession of it.

After a grim survey of the crowd,
that fell silent under his cold gaze,
Barney Baker turned to the bar-keeper.

“I hear there's news in town!” he
remarked, with a careless drawl in his
voice, that was belied by the glint in
his eyes.

“You've said it!” agreed the dis-
penser of varied poisons. 1 guess
Packsaddle is sitting up on its hind
legs and -waiting to hear something
drop.”

“Mpr. Fairfax has horned in, T hear.”

“He sure has.” ’

“AVhere is he®”

“Gone up to his room, I guess,” said

the bar-kceper. “DBuot he's coming

down to grub any minute.”
“He scems to have got this town rub-
bering !” said Barney.
“I should smile!” assented the bar-
keeper.  “Say, you hecered that he
{Copyright in the

* nited States of America.) =

Injun?” :
“Yep! 1 ines: Lariat will be coming
looking for him soon,” said the fore-
man of the Lazy O. “I saw him on
the street, and he looked rilodL:ome."
g0t

e -
hooted Lariat like he wss a Digger

“That guy Lariat has im nine
notches on his guns,” said the r-
keeper casually. “Maybe he’ll be mak-

ing another notch.” - ; .
“No ‘mebbe’ about it,” I guess,”
said Barney. .- ]
“I dunnol Your new boss looks & -
kid—but be’s sure some kid. He beat

up two Lazy O punchers who stop,
him on the trail, and he sure bandled

Lariat like he was a Chimaman. He's
some kid ! C

The foremsan of the Lasy O bent his .
heavy brows at the bar-keeper,

“My new bom?!” be repested. -

“1 guess I mean the guy that's
bought the O, down to Pecos
Bend,” said the bar; r hastily. “I
allow he wom’t ole lot of boss.
ing with you B R

There was a mutmur of voices.

“ Hyer is.” .

‘“ Hyer’s the guy that booted Lariat!”

- Baker turned from the bar
again. At the back of the large room
that filled the whole ground ficor of
the Pack Hotel, was a wooden staircase,
that led to the bed-rooms sbove. - On
the stair, which was more like a lad-
der, and innocent of hand-rail, & hand-
some figure appeared. All eyes werc
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turned on it, kecnest of all, the decop-
set eyes of the foreman of the Lazy O.

What he saw was a handsome young
rancher, dressec  mattily, _ almost
daintily, from the tips of his well.
titting riding-boots <o crown of his
Stetson hat. He looked little more
than s boy in years, but the Lazy O
foreman knew a man when he saw one.
He scanned the handsome, clear-cut
sunburnt face, which was adorned by a
little moustache, that did not hide the
firm set of the steady lips. A “kid,”
as the bar-keeper had said; but “some "
kid, Barney could see that. And it
seemed to llarney that there was some-
thing familiar in the face—that it was
a faco he had seen before somewhere,
- though he could not place it. 8o far
as he knew, he had never seen Mister
Fairfax, or heard of him till he bought
the Lazy O ranch.

But names went for little in the Pack-
saddle country, and Barncy knew that
he might have seen Mister Fairfax
when ho was called by some cther
name. Staring bard at the haund-
some face, he felt that it was familiar
in somo way. But sssuredly it never
entered his mind that Mister Fairfax
had ever been called Kid Carfax, more
widely cclebrated as the Rio Kid, the
boy outlaw of the Rio Grande. Barne
had surmiscd and speculated mu
coneemmghtho latest buyer of the Lazy
O, but in his wildest imaginings he had
never dreamed that the ranch had been
bought by an outlaw for whom half
the sheriffs in Texas stretched out
official hands. And now that he looked
at his new boss, and felt that his face
was familiar, he did not dream that
the last time he had seen Mister Fair-
fax, was when the Rio Kid was riding
« groy mustang at & mad gallo
through the streets of White Pine, wit!
& gun in either hand, spitting fire,
and & wild mob raging round him.
Barney remembered the shooting up of
White Pine, but he did not recall it
to mind at this moment.

Certainly it wanted a stretch of the
imagination to take this. bandsome
young rancher for an outlaw. The Kid
did not even pack a gun, to all scem-
ing. In a town where every man
packed a gun, and somectimes two, the
new boss of the Lazy O displayed no
weapon. Yet he knew, by this time,
that he had come to take possession of
a ranch in the most lawless country in
Texas, which had been sold over and
over again, never to the profit of the
buyer, and where Barney Baker ruled
the roost, head of the toughest bunch
between the Rio Grande and the
Colorado river.

Heedless, apparontly unconscious of the
general stare, the Kid came down the
stoep ladder-like steps from the upser
regions, and sauntercd into the crowded
room. At the back was a trestle table
where supper was served by & China-
man; this constituted e dining-
room of the Pack Hotel. Hotel
quarters at  Packsaddle were not
lukurious. Half a dozen voices greeted
tho Kid as he came, first among them
the voice of Buck Sidgers, the town
marshal of Packsaddle. Buck had a
hard row to hooc as marshal of the
wildest cow-town on the Rio Pecos,
whero law-abiding citizens scudded into
their shacks, and the store-keeper put
up his shutters, when the word came
that tho Lazy O outfit were riding in.
If the Lazy O had & new boss who
could keep that wild bunch in order,
Buck was prepared to welcome him
like a brother.

£Say, Mister Fairfax, there’s your

foreman l{:mder, by the bar!” Buck
told the Rio Kid.

The Kid had already noted the dark,
saturnine misn who was watching him
with such keen interest. There was
little that escaped the Kid's eye,
especially when he knew that danger
dogged every :toB he took.

“That's good,” said the Kid. “1

ﬁuesl I told Panhandle Pete to wcnd-

im to town to meet up with mo here.
‘That's Barncy Baker?”

“8ure.”.

The foreman of the Lazy O detached
himself from the bar, and camo across
the room towards the Kid, with a heavy
stride and jingling spurs.

And the i‘acknddlo crowd fell back
on either side, prudently leaving plenty
of room for the passage of lcad.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Qun-play !
HE Rio Kid smiled gently.
Every man in the place ex-
%eptod gun-play—except the
id. He did not expect it—
from Barney Baker.

What had happened on his way to
Packsaddle, and what he had learned
since he had struck the town, had put
the Kid wise to the state of affairs on
the Lazy O. ’

Six or seven timnes, at fcast, the Lazy
O ranch had been sold through Lawyer
Lucas at Pecos Bend, and every time
something had happened to the -pur-
chaser. One man bad been quirted
and scared away—another tarred and
fcathored by a crowd of uproarious
cowmen—another ridden on a rail for
miles and turned loose in the prairie.
Oune man, at leasthewho had bought
tho Lazy O, had been shot up, .nd
found dead on the range. A tougher
customer than the rest and not to bpe
scared off, the Kid figured. Again and
again_the Lazy O came on the market
—again and again, sooner or later, it
found a buyer; but all the time, Barney
Baker ruled the roost at the Lazy O,
with the toughcet bunch in Tecxas at
his beck and call. But in all the out-
rages that had lLappcned, Barney's
hand was not to bo traced. There
was little law in Packsaddle, but ¢
there was, Barnoy respected, so far as
appearances went. Every man in the
town, every rider on the range, knew
that Barncy was at the bottom of the
game that was keeping the Lui O in

is grip. But had any sheriff hornea
into the trouble, he would have found
no vestige of proof. Barney’s hand in
the gamo was prudently kept dark.

Barney did not nced to come out into
the open. The bunch were his men,
and he mado it worth their while to
back bhis play. There was always a
chance that the law might prove too
strong even for the - wildest bunch in
Packsaddle, and if that time came,
Barney did not want to figure in a
trial at the county scat. And Barney
aimed, in the long run, to become
something morc than & ranch foreman.
Fvery timo the Lazy O came on the
market, thrown there by a disgusted
owner, the price came lower. Sooner
or later it would come low cnough for
Barney himsclf to buy. In the mean-
time he ran the ranch, sold cattle on
his own account, banked dollars at
San Antonio, and sent away dismal
reports of drought, and pest, and heavy
Josses to distant owners who never
came near Packsaddla .

There was hardly a guy in Pack-
saddle who did not know DBarney's
game, and the buying and selling of

hY
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the Lazy C was a standing joke.
Twico some suspicious proprictor had -
sent a new foreman to replace Barney.
Each new man. had.dcpasted ﬂle_ker
than he came, loarning that the Lagy O
was not & healithy place for & man whom
Barncy Baker disliked. But in none
of the lawicss procecdings did Barney
tuko an open haud .

The Rio Kid knew it ali—now. And
he was not ex trouble with
Burney Baker. He knew there was
going to be guuplay, and he was ready
for it. But the play would not come
from Barney. No man in Packsaddle
was to be able to say that tho foreman
of the Lezy O had shot up his hoss.
Liven Packsaddle would not have rtood
for that. ’

So, while i.c was quietly wary, the
Kid bhad no ecxpectation at all that
Barney would throw down the gauntlet,
while every other man in the Pack was
lookmi for trouble to break out. -

In hushed silence, Barney Baker
strode across the wide room, all eyes
following his movcments.

He came face to face with the- Kid,
and the. excitement * was breathless.
Which would be the first to draw a
gun—was the questior in every mind,
And there was a genersl gasp, and a
falling of faces, when it became clear
that there was no gun to be drawn.
The Kid had_read the Lazy O fore.
man aright; Barncy had no intention
of figuring in thy pubdlic eye as &
desperado who shot vp his boss. .
“ Mr. Fairfax, sir?” said Barney. )

“That's me,” assented the Kid
politely.

“I1 got your messago from Panhandle
Pete, and rode into town at once to
meet you here, sir!” said Baroey. *1
guess you know I'm your foreman at
tho Lazy O.”

“Sure,” said_the Kid, “and I'm glad
to mcet up with you, Mr. Baker. I.
guess if you'll join me at sufper, wo'll
have a chin over the ranch—I'm coming
out to sce it in the morning.”

“You've said it, Mister Fairfax,”
said Barney. .

There was disappointment in many
faces. Gun-play was not coming on,-
that was clear. The crowd in the Pack
fost its tense attitude. Buck Sidgers
strolled away to the bar. 3

‘“Barney’s taking it lie a lamb this
time,” he remarked to the bar-keeper.
. The man. of bhottles and glasses
winked.

“1 should emile!” he said. *“That's
how Barney took it when the man from
Austin came to take over.”

“The man from Austin?" repecated
the marshal of Paoksaddle reflectively.

“The guy who was found shot up in
a coulee a few days afterwards,” said
the man behind tlic bar.

“1 guess 1 remember.”

“Barncy is sure dangerous when he
talks turkey. 1 gucss if Mister Fair-
fax had a friend hyer, that guy'd warn
him to take the lkack back to rccos
Bend to-morrow.” :

The marshal nodded. .

“Ginerally,” grinned the man behind
the bar,” “the bunch scared ‘em off.
But a guy that aint scarcd off, gets
his all of a sudden. Barney ain’t let.
ting no bosi cavort stound at the Lazy
O. When he lies low and talks turkcy,
it’s time for somebody to watch out.”

And the marshal nodded again.

Meanwhile, the Kid and the foreman
of the Lazy O had sat down at the
trestle tablo. Many eyes turned on
them continually, but the manner of
Barney Daker was that of a ranch
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foreman mocting his new boss; the
black look he had worn on entering
the Pack had gone now. It was noted
that Mister Fairfax sat with his back
to the wall, in a position whence he
could survey the whole room, and
where no one could step behind bim.
Kid as ho looked, the new boss of
-the Lazy O was evidently no slouch.
But be ate his supper with a good
appetite, and talked cheerily, as if he
had po care on his mind. To all ap-
pearances, the new boes of the Lazy O
was feeling cheery and contented, and
looking forward to taking poescasion of
his property on the morrow. Yet any
man in the cow town could have told
him that he was unlikely to be seen
alive after riding out to survey the

zy O.

He talked in terms of cattle and
markets and water supply to Barney
Baker, and Bnrne{ came to understand
quite clearly that he knew what he was
talking sbout. The Kid had been
raised among cows, and what he did
not know about the ranch business
was not worth knowing. Then he came
to the subject of the bunch.

“They say there’s surely a lively
outfit at the 0,” he remarked
pleasantly, “and from what I've seen,
I-reckon it’s & cinch. I
of the bunch mef up with me on the
trail, and I had & ?itt.lo trouble—they
didn’t’ seem to cotton on to the idea
of s new I had to handle one,
and shoot up the other.”

Barney gave him a look from under
bis bent brows.

“They came back and told me,” he
snaid. “They was sure surpri at the
;uy you bandled them, ister Fair-
ax.”

“And there was another of the
bunch in this h{er burg, when the
hack in—a galoot tiey call Lariat,”
said Kid. % gnes:i’vo fired that

aloot for shopting off his mouth too
ree, Mr. Bake}, and you want to bar
him off the Lasy 0.” . .

“It's for you to say, Mister Fairfax,”
said Barney with another stealthy look
at the young rancher. “If you say
that Lariat is fired, it goes.”

“Sure!” assented the Kid. .

“But I'm worried some, about that
guy Lariat,” said Barney. “I hear
that you booted him—"

“I sure did.” -

“He ain’t the guy to take it, Mister
Fairfax,” said Barney, shaking his

e “1 guess that guy Lariat will
be hunting you.”

“Jest what I reckoned,” said the Kid
cheerily. “I shouldn’t be a whole
piece surprised to see him horn in any
minute, gunning after me. Honest,
I'lt be surprueci if he don’t. But he’s
Bred from the Lazy O, and he stays
fired.” .

There was a buzs in the room, snd
the Kid’s glance rested on the distant
doorway. e wide door stood open
to the street—outside, the naphtha lamps
Bared. In the doorway, now, stood a
figure—a thick-set punci:er with bow-
Jegs in heavy chape. with two guns
slung in low-hung holsters. From a

ruthless face, two cold eyes
ed the room, and gleamed as
tb:ynhthted on the Rio Kad.
e's come!” said Barney Baker,
:fma'ih"““ atbthobldt}orwsy. “I'm
s means trouble for iste
Foirfax.”  trouble for you, Mistor
=~ .“You reckon 201* asked the Kid.
*Now, I was jest figuring that it meant’
:rwbl.'_. for . that . -legged guy
Lariab" stared round the'. room, bié
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ice-cold eyca—the eyes of a killer—
quelling every gaze that met his.
then he step in.

The Kid rose to his fect. .

1f thero was any alarm in his breast,
it did not show in his faco. His hands
were in the pockets of his riding-
breeches, and he did not withdraw
them as the gun-man, with a kind of
slow crouching step, came across to-
wards him, Well the Packsaddle men
knew that crouching step, that cold
leam in the gun-man’s eyes. A wide
ane was left for the advance, and
there was deathly silence. .

Lariat came to a halt at last, facing
the Kid across the narrow trestle table.

Still the new boss of the Lazg o)
stood with his hands in_his pockets,
and if he had a weapon, it was not to

e secn.

He smiled at the gun-man,

“Say, you hunting more trouble,
Lariat?” "he asked amiably. “You
ain't satisfied with one allowance of
boot lcather?”

Lariat's hands were close to the guns
in the low-slung holsters. He grinned
—a savage grin.

His enemy had no chance now, how- 4}

uick he might be on the draw.
new that there was a at

soever
Lariat

the back of the Kid’s belt, and he was

swift when it came to draw, but long
before the boy rancher could disengage
his hands from his pockets, and reach
for his gun, tho gun-man could draw
and pile nalf a dozen shots into bim.
It was more sheer murder than a gun-
fight that was coming, and many faces
expressed grim disapproval, but no
man spoke. Buck Sidgers stirred un-
euili. where he leaned on the bar,
but he made no motion. Gun-fighting
was the rule in Packsaddle, and if a
guy threw away his chances as Mister
Fairfax was doing, it was his own
funersl.

There was a tense silence following
the Kid's words; it lnsted only a few
seconds but it seemed an age. Then
Lariat spoke. .

“Yep!” he said “You booted me,
you scallywag, and you kinder took
me by surprise, and got away with it.
I guess the time's come now to settle.”

“You want to be booted again?”
.inquired the Kid. .“I'll sure oblige
you if you want, and without taking
you by surprise any. You dog-goned,
pesky gink, I guess you fancy your-
self some gun-man, and you sure seem
to have Packsaddle scared to a frazile,
but Tl tell you, I have handled bad
men before, and if you’re honing .for
trouble, I'm the mutton you want, with
the wool on.”

The gun-man grinned ferociously.

“You've sure spilled & hatful,” he
said. *“Why, you pesky little prairie
rabbit, you figure that you’ve come
to Packsaddle to run the Lasy O? I
guess that’s a man-size job that won't
suit you. You allow that I'm fired
from the bunch——*

“You sure are fired,” assented the
Kid, “and you stay fired. Don’t let
me see you around on the Lazy O, 1

don’t sim to keep on giving you boot
e T

leather. Next time take a quirt
to you.” ) -
With & sudde: t, dd

mo 3
and hlyift, the gl:’n-::m'll mped drony
on his guns an ey lea, ether
from the‘uholston y &

Crack

1
.. The. Kid's hands were still in his

Fookeu. But t's guna were never
ifted. With the wea in his bands,
the ruffian stagge .and " fell
,with o to th !

floor. second
more, and the - Kid would hais beew
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riddled with bullets, but in that second
the Rio Kid had fired from his pocket,
and the most des%erate and ruthless
gun-man in the Packsaddle country
went to the floor—and did not 'stir
again.

— —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
His Own Snare !
ORNING dawned bright and
sunny on the cow-town of
Packsaddle.

. ... Mister Fairfax,

Rio Kid, breakfasted at the Pack
Hotel, with & face as bright and
cheery as the morning.

Barney Baker breakfasted with him,
and the manner of the Lazy O fore-
man was quiet and subdued. While the
Kid was eating, faces were continually
put in at the doorway, to look at him.
The Kid did not mind, in fact, he was
rather enjoying the sensation he had
made in Packsaddle.

The cow-town buzzed with the story
of the gun-_ﬁgbt of the previous evening.
Mister Fairfax, the kid rancher who
had bought the Lazy O, had shot up

e most desperate gun-man in a law-
less town. The news that Lariat had
been shot up spread like wildfire. The
8m-mnn had been king-pin in the Lazy

bunch—even Barney Baker bad
feared him a little, and in Packsaddlo
he had been monarch of all he surveyed.
g.uck on the draw, utterly ruthless in

e use of his skill witt, his guns, the
“killer ® had been a terror, and there
was not a man in the town who did
not breathe more freely when it was
known that the dreaded killer was to
be feared no more. Buck Sidgers had
a smiling faco that morning, and a
cordial word for i Fairfax.”
Even men of the Lazy O were not
sorry that the bully of the bunk-house
bhad met his ma Mister Fairfax
had leaped into local fame at s bound.
The mt: l‘)’ohb had |gotbn L;rialg k'e:!.
& man respecte id as he looked.

For the fate of Lan’nt, Bamney Baker
cared not one straw, indeed, he had
had a lurking fear of the cold-hearted
desperado that made him feel some of
the general satisfaction when he fell.
But 1t was a blow to him. New boss
after boss had come opt to take posses-
sion of the Lazy O, and every time the
ranch foreman had put paid to him.
But he realised that this new boes was
& man of quite a new calibre, and that
a struggle of a very different kind was
beginning. For the first time since he
had run the Lasy O, Barney Baker
envisaged the poasibility of defeat in
the game he had played so long and so
successfully. In Packsaddle, Mister
Fairfax bad lesped into fame and
Kopulmty—ev_en in the Lasy O.bunch

e had sdmirers now. It was no
longer , a matter of dealing with «
stranger who did not know the ropes;
but of dealing with a cool, keen galoot
who was & better man than a pro-
fessianal killer, and who had made the
whole cow-town his fri and who
had the hearty backing of the town
m so0 far as Buck could back
him. at- was & change, with &
"°But B lad, at K £ th

Bus Barney was glad, at least, of 3
caution that had prevented him from
attempting gun- ‘ﬁ himself with this

e had had no fear

alias the

surprising galoot. ‘
of -him, he avoided trouble because
it was his

v) am‘:k to keep in the bick-
. e no in
mg. out the bom ﬂ."":mh.-:
But he knew now that had he tackled

Mister Fairfax, he would have gone to
the~ pgw-town - pemetory even--more
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surely than Lariat.
he guy who had
shot. up the gun-
man was not a guy
with whom Barney
wanted gun-play.

After breakfast,
the Kid looked for
a horse. He wanted
a cayuso to ride out
to the ranch. His
own 8ide - Kicker
was not with the
Kid now, the grey
mustang was rather
00 welfknown, and
though the Kid had
changed his own
looks a3 good deal,
there was' always
the danger of recog-
vition. Later on,
he figured it would

o safe to bring
8ido-Kicker along
from the placo
where he had left
him, but for the
vresent, the boy
outlaw of the Rio
Grande had a
cautious game to
play. :

It was the Kid's
intention, if for-
<une smiled on his
new venture, to let |
the Rio Kid dic to"
the world. He had
never wanted to bo
an outlaw, and he
longed to say fare-
well to the lonely
trail and tho
shadows of the chaparral. As Mr. Fair-
fax, he wanted to run his ranch, and live
u peaceful life, giving the walnut-butted

uns a rest in their holsters. It was a
wappy prospect before the Kid, and in a
remote region like Packsaddle, he had
a good chance of carrying out his plans,
Already his wild rgn s of outlawry
secmed to be falling far behind him,
and the Kid was thinking of himself
solely as & rancher. If 1t lasted, it
was going to be good, though at the
back of the Kid's mind there was a
haunting doubt that the quiet and
calm ways of peace were not for him.

-When it was known in Packsaddle
that Mister Fairfax was looking for
a horse, there was no lack of offers.
Nearly every galoot in Packsaddle had
s cayuse to sell, and the Kid's boyish
looks made those galoots hopeful. But
in the course of an hour that morning,
Mister Fairfax made it clear that ho
knew as much about horseflesh as he
did about gun-fighting. Disappointed
men shook their heads, and grinned
rucfully, after they had tried to palm
off every variety ~f a four-legged
crock on Mister Fa ix. But Pack-
saddle could admire & man who_ knew
horses, and the Kid's perspicacity
added to the high opinion he had al-
ready gained in the cow-town. The
{pung rancher was accommodated at

ast with a handsome pinto, not so
good a cayuse, he reckoned, as Side-
Kicker, but the best horse in Pack-
saddle, and that, as any Packsaddle
man would have declar was saying
a whole mouthful. And when the
rancher mounted the pinto, and rode
away with Barncy Baker, a crowd
gathered to sce him off, and gave him
s shout—and wondered, afterwards,
whether he would ever be seen alive
again.

QUN PLAY ! With a sudden movement
the gun-man’s hands dropped on li's
guns, and they leaped together from L%
holsters. Crack! The Kid’s hands were
still in his pockets. But even before
Lariat could litt his guns the young boy
outlaw had fired from his pookets, and

] the ruffian staggered back. (Ses Chapter 2.)

the Pack Hotel, “is sare some guy with
a gun, and he knows a whole heap
about horses. But he don't know the
Lazy O bunch yet. I guess I'm open
to offer any gentleman two to one that
nobody but the buzzards will know
what has happened to Mister Fairfax,
now he’s rode out of town.”

And no gentleman cﬁresent was pre-
pared to take' the odds.

The Kid, certainly, was fully aware
that he was riding into red-hot trouble
when he rode away with Barney Baker.
But his smiling face gave no hint of it.
Ho had hought the Laz{ O, ho was
going to take possession o the Lazy O,
and if any guy got in tho way, the Kid
figured that 1t was going to be un-
healthy for that guy. He had deliber-
ately chosen to settle down in & country
whero sheriffs disliked to ride; the Kid
did not want to meet up with any
sherifis. That meant that the law
could help him little, but the Kid was
prepared to help himseif.

With quiet amuscment, he noted that
Barney Baker was riding s white
horse, though ho had come to town on
a black cow-pony. That white horse,
was a conspicuous object afar on the
brown prairie, and he was not a rapid

oer. Unless he was going to leavo

is forecman‘ behind, the Kid could
not let his pinto out. So he held his
pinto in, having no intention of leaving
Barney behind. For the first couple
of miles out of Packsaddle, Barney
rode in a rather glum silence. while
the Kid cheerily whistled the tune of
a Mexican fandango. They followed a
scarcely-marked track, across wide roll-
ing plains, towards the distant ranch,
whicx was & good ten miles from the
cow-town.

“Say,” remarked the Kid, after a
time. “That sure is some slouch of a

“I borrowed him,” said tho foreman
briefly. “I left my own pony with tho
blacksmith for a new shoe.”

“8ho!” said the Kid, “and being
white, I guess any gaioot who might
be watching for us on  the llano,
wouldn't be likely to make a mistake
up to a thousand yards.”

Barney Baker started, and his eyes
flashed for a second at the new boss
of the Lazy O.

*“What you mean, Mister Fairfax?”
he asked, after a pause.

“Jest what I say,” answered the Kid
amiably. “Puttin’ it that somo pard
of Lariat's might be lnyinf for me on
the prairie, knowing that I was ridin,
out to the Lazy O this morning, -
guess he wouldn't want to bag "the
wrong bird with a long-distance rifie-
shot. They would sure cuss him some,
at the Lazy O, if he let daylight through
his foreman instead of his boss. DBut
you being fixed up with a white hoss,
I gucess the guy wouldn't make nro
such mistake, that hoss can sure be
spotted from a li.mi1 way.”

Barney breathed hard and deep.

“] guess I never reckoned on any-
thing of the kind, Mister Fairfax,” he
said slowly.

“You!’ eaid the Kid. “Of course
you didn't! Ain't zou my foreman,
and jest as spry looking after me as
looking after your own hide? Wouldn't
it jest jolt you a whole lot, if some
pesf«y guy with a rifle picked me off
from one of them branches of pecan
or post-oak! Xt sure would!”

The foreman of the Lazy O muttercd
something indistinetly., e
. “What I’'m figuring,” explained the
Kid, “is that some galoot with a grouch
agin me, knowing you're riding a white
hoss, ain't likely to make any mistake
with a pot-shot from cover. You never
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£That guy,” said the bar-tender at T

cayuse of yourn, Barney.”
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figured on it, Mr. Baker; but I allow
that other guy would.”

“What guy?”

“Tho guy that’s laying for me some-
where between Packsaddle and the
Lazy O, in cover, with a rifle to his
shoulder,” answered the Kid coolly. “I
ain’t looking for gun-play, after what
happened to Lariat mn town, but rifle-
play at long range is a sorter different

proposition. What you opine?”
“1 guess there’s nothing to it, Mister
Fairfax,” said Barney bhastily. “The

Lazy O bunch wouldn’t stand for it.”

“Sho I” said the Kid. “I guess they
stand for a whole lot, from what I've
bheard about them guys who’ve bought
the Lazy O from time to time. But
if the whole bunck wouldn't stand for
it, Mr. Baker, I ess there’s two or
three gun-men in the outfit who would.
YT've got a hunch that we shall not get
in sight of the Laay O without hearing
o rifle talk.,”

Barney gritted his teeth under his
beard. His eme was as well-known
to Midter Fairfax, as if the snare had
been laid in his sight.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Change of Mounts?
HE [oreman checked his horse.
“If you’re getting skeered,
Mister Fairfax, it ain’t too
late to ride back to Packsaddle,”
he said hastily.

The Kid raised his eyebrows.

“Skeered 7 he said. “I ain’t skeercd
any, Mr. Baker. Not on your life.
Why, this game is jest pio to me.”

He checked the pinto, rose a little in
his stirrups, and scanned the surround-
ing plain, Far in the distance, brown
dots on the grass showed where a herd
of cattle {ed. But there was no sign in
sight of any human being. The wide
ranges of the Lazy O were solitary
enough. Ahead of the two riders, far
abead, the track they followed skirted
& belt of post-oaks, winpding away about
six or seven hundred yards from the
trees. At that distance, -a very keen
eye would have been needed to pick
out one rider from the other, with both
dressed much alike, but there was no
mistaking the white horse. .

“Jest pie!” repeated the Kid

cheerily. “I’ll tell the world, I've hit.
a lot of trouble in my time, Mr. Baker,
and enjoyed the whole lot of it. This
hyer little dithculty with the Lazy O
bunch ain’t worrying me any. After
they find ou’ ths kind of ‘galoot I am,
they’ll settle down with me like lambs,
and I'm telling you so. You figure
that there ain’t any Lazy O man watch-
ing for us, say, in them post-oaks
ahead ?”

“Sure!” said Barney.

“You answer for that?” asked the Kid.

“Sure thing! Bet my life on it,”
said Barney confidently.

“You sure do make me feel a sus-
picious guy,” confessed the Kid. _* But
if you bet your life on it, Mr. Baker,
I guess it's O.K. And you ain’t any
obﬁectnon to chaunging horses with me??

arney Baker slmost tottered in his
saddle.

“Changing  horses 1
faintly.

“« Yep 1

Y1 gue!s_n

“You see, this is the how of it,” said

(Continued on opposite page.)
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TALES OF AN OLD SEA SALT!

Has the old bo'sun saved

damsels in  distress,
fought p;ntc't ? Well, he
says he has, this s

' .
18 narrative !

The Episode of the Santa
Barbara Pirates! .
“ VER rescued any damsels
in" di bo’sun 1"
I asked,
the -sors of
pirates, and all that
-* Now you're tryin’ to my
d said  the ’sun.

believe thas pirates exists now-
" adays, oh ? -Well, jook 'ere; I'll
just-  tell about an ex-
° peodiment what ’appened to me
ofewy:u'ab.olr." . -
Enow the Santa Barbara Islands?
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i swhal she looked Soo, “608 ‘er face
e Roevnim-No. f50,
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was all yellow like, wi’

n eyes, and
she was only there & minute afore she
disappears, evidenclgvbein' pulled back by

someone on deck. oll, I wasn’t goin® to
stand for none o’ that, 8o I rows as quick
as I can, an’ I gets to the four-master.
By a bit o’ luck there’s a rope trailin’
over the side, s0 I gets 'old o it and shins
up it. An’ when I gets a look at the
main deck I nearly jumps out o’ my skin !

There’s the woman, thgglin in the
’ands of a big brute over six foot tall.
An’, while I watches, ‘e drags ’er to the
mainmast, ties 'er up to it, an’ empties a
cask 0’ powder around ‘er and the mast.
Then 'e runs & trail ‘o powder aleng the

deck, runs into & poop cabin for & minute -

and comes out again wi’ a blazing torch.

“Now!™ ’e says, ferocious like.

“ Unless you tells me where your father

‘as ‘idden that plan, up goes this ship
she ories.

an’ you, too!”

“You villaint” “ You'll
not get nothing out o' me 1™

“Then your blood be on your own
‘ead !™ ’e says, and ‘e bends down to
light the trail o’ powder wi' the torch.

Well, I wasn't standing for nothing
like that; sides, I'd 'ave been blowed up
as well if the ship "ad gone, 80 I makes a
flying h the air, an’ the next
The torch
and fizzles out, and the two of us rolls
abous . the deck!

' Btrike mie, but 'e was a tartar! Still,

Lowas faixly. anly wi' my. fata, myself,.se

wo ’as a real dust-up on the deck. First
I gots on top o’ 'im, an’ then ’e gets on
top o’ me, and all the time ’e’s ’ollering
out somethin’ awful. 'E might ‘ave
downed me, for ’e was a bigger man, but
we rolls near the mast an’ I jumps to me
feet and snatches a belayin’ pin from the
rack. 'E jumps for me, but ‘e wasn’t
al\lick enough, an’ I catches 'im a cosh on

o side o’ the ’ead what lays "im out on
the deck. Then I jumps to the mast,
;vhips out my knife, and cuts the girl
oose.

Then I wishes I ’adn’t !

Phew! TI've 'eard some women go
oft the deep end in my time, bus that
there woman wi® the green eyes was the
worst I've ever known. She called me for
everythin® | wi in’ *
~—the blanketiest blanke! blank whas
she’d ever seen! Naturally I think as
‘ow she’s gone off "er "ead, but she suddenly

yolls out :

“8ilas! Jim! Pete! Come and throw
this flat-footed sea-e00k overboard !®

Next minute I was surrounded by the
ugliest-lookin® o' cut-throatsa you
could find in & day’s march. They went
for me, and although I put up a good
fight, I was about ’arf dead before & bi
fellow in & white suit wi’ ’om-rimmos
spectacles an’ & megaphone in 'is ‘and
came along and stops 'em.

Then e started on me—an’ & was worse
than the woman! But when the bloke
what 'ad been goin’ to fire the er
came to and joined in—well, I thought
discreation was the best part of valure, so
I runs to tho side, divea over, scrambles
into my boat and rows away as quick as
Icould! Not never again will I go ashore
on x-dn;.! Sante Barbara Islands, mark my
wo!

» - L]

I had my own ideas about the bo’sun’s
{am.-ndwhnlmtbwktomgboul

up The Santa Barbara
Islands lie off the coast of California, about
fifty. miles or so from the city of Los
Angelos. I remembered & ocertain
famous pirate story which had an ineiy
dent very much like the one which the
bo’sun had just described,

Then I remembered that in * making-
up” for films, actors and actresses use
yollow greasepaint for the face, and
groen for the eyes !

‘Which accounts for the fact that a certain
i had to wait mtil

A
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the Kid, with an
amiable smile, but
& merciless gleam in
bhis  oyes. “¥You
reckon thero ain't
any guy watching
the trail to take a
long-range pot-shot.
I reckon there is!
X don't feel safe on
this pinto, but
ou'll feel as safe as
if you was in the
middle of Main
Street at San
Antone. You get
me?”

Barney Baker's
face was white
und:e[r its tan, ,

‘I guess you're
fooling, Mister
Fairfax,”” he mut-

tered.

“Not by a hatful'!
I’'m talking straight
out of my mouth ™
declared the Kid.
“You know _the
bunch better'n I do,
end I reckon you
may be right.
hop off the cayuse,
and get on this
critter, Mr.
Baker.” .

" “I reckon I don’t
aim to change
».088e8, Mister Fair-
fax.”

“And why not?”’
cooed the Kud.

“I don’t choose!” growled Barncy
Baker. “ You're fooling, and I ain’t a
guy igr fooling. I ain't changing

“1 guess you've forgotten that you're
my foreman, speaking to your boss!”
remarked the Kid. .

“Boss or not, you don’t own this

and you ain't riding it,” said
Barney stubbornly.

If the Kid had doubted before, ho
did not doubt now.

“You sure do give me a jolt, Bar-
ney,” he said in a pained voice, “I
hate to pull a gun on my own foreman.”
As if by magic a gun appeared in the
Kid's hand as he spoke. “Git off that
cayuse.”

Barney glared at him. He longed
to reach for a gun, longed with all his
soul. But he was not tired of life.

« “If—if you suspect moe—" he

stuttered. .

“Suspect you?" smiled the Xid.
“That's all hot air, Mister Baker—
sin't you a white man, and my fore.
man? -I aim to sce my orders obe{ed
on my own ranch, and I guess I'm
ready to let daylight into any guy in
my outfit who don’t jump to orders,
foreman or not. I'd hate to spill your
juice, but I'm going to ride that
cayuse, and you're going to ride this
pinto, and I ain’t wasting time about
it, any. Get down, Barney Baker, if
you're honing to keep on this side of
Jordan.”

The Lazy O foreman dismounted.
The sweat was thick on his *brow.
The Kid slipped from the pinto, and
mounted the white horse. Barney
Baker showed no disposition to mount
th‘olplnto.

“I'!m waiting for you, feller!” said
the Kid. s ¥

With a muttered curse, the foreman
of tho Lazy O clambered on the pinto,
'lhlfy rode on towards the distant post-
oaks.
¢ The trail skirted the trees, which la
$o the right, at a distance of eixh{

sald the Kid,

hundred yards. At that distance, the
Kid figured, the marksman would have
to judge them by their horses—and the
man who rode the white horse would
not get the lead.

They were almost abreast of the
trees, when Barney Baker pulled a little
off the trail to the right. This brought
him nearer to the timber belt.

The Kid grinned. As he was no
longer to be recognised at a far dis-
tance by the horse he rode, Barney
wanted to get near cnough to the
marksman to be recognised on his
own. But the Kid was not backing
that play.

“Keep to the trail!” he rapped out.

“Mister Fairfax——-"

The Kid rode close, grasped the rein
of the pinto, ana dragged the horse
back to the trail. Barney's hand
itched to grasp a gun. But the steely
cyes of the Kid daunted him.

“ DoF-gone you!” he muttered
hoarse,y. “Quit fooling, Mister Fair-
fax—"" i

“1 ain't fooling any!” said the Kid
grimly. “You dog-goned skunk, you
know there’s a pot-shooter fixed up in
cover in them oaks, beecause you put
him up to lay for me, and you fixed
yourself with a white horse so that ho
wouldn’t make any mistake at a dis-
tance. Now you got to take your
chance, you pizen polecat, and if you
get yours from your own gun-man, it's
your funeral and not mine.

Barney Baker's hps opened—and
closed again! The Kid knew—this new
boss of the Lazy O did not merely
suspect—he knew! It was death to
resist—and it was as likely as not
death to ride on, mounted on the Kid’'s
horse. - But Barney had no choice abeut

CHANQGING MOUNTS ! * ] hate to pull a
And as H by m
we're sure changing meunts.
chanoe the man who's walting In that beit of timber yondertor us ! ®
With the perspirationthick on his brow, the foreman of Laxy O

dismounted. (See this pape.)

o A T

foreman,*”
" B“
ng to ride my hosenow, and

that. With sweating brow,
hand that shook on Ins reins, he rode
on the trail, abreast of the long belt
of post-oaks—from which, at any point
and at any moment, the death-shot
might come.

A puff of white smoke in the deep
shadow of the trees! The bullet came
before the report rolled the distance.
Barncy Baker gave a sudden sharp cry,
and reeled over his saddlo-horn. -

Tho hidden ‘marksman bhad fired—
and tho man who rode the Kid's horse
had got the lcad. Bsrney Bakor sag-
ged over the pinto’s neck, holding on
with  clutching hands.  The id,
grasped his reins, urged both horses
to a gallop, swerving to the left,  and
dashing away from the direction of the
post-oaks that hid the rufian. Barney
swayed in his saddle as he rode,
drunkenly, but still holding on. Far
out of range of the hidden pot-shooter,
the Kid pulled in the horses, and
El;shcd close to the foreman of the

zy O, with a helping hand.

Barney gave him a bitter, cvil look,
a look in which rage and hatred were
concentrated.

“You donc me !’ he muttered thickly.
“You done me, dog-gone your hide—
but you ain’t done the bunch yet!
The bunch will get you—"

His voice choked, and he lurched
heavily, and the Rio Kid caught bhim
as he fell sideways from the saddle.

THE END.

{Now, chums!- Look out for another
topping long complete tale of the West
tn next week’s issue !) .
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THE KID-RANCHER TAMES ROUGH-NECKS AND GUNMEN!

ORLAZY © BUNCH 4

The R Ig&d‘. first ;mpreu;on of the Lazy O ranch. when he comes to take possess;on.

boug.]tt property.
rmination to win t]u-ougk!

s that it 1 going to be a hard

squares his shoulders for the battle and wades in with grim dete

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Punchers of the Lazy O!
ANHANDLE PETE stared, from
the doorway of the bunkhouse on
the Lasy O ranch,.across the
sunlit plain, with knitted brows.
Coyote Jenson, leaning on_ the bunk-
house wall, with his arm in a sling,
scowled in the same direction. There
were six or seven O punchers near
at hand, and they all looked round to
follow Panhandle Pete's fixed gaze.
From the prairie & horseman came spur-
ring, riding hard towards the ranch. At
the distance it could only be seen that
he was a puncher, in Stetson and chaps,
mounted on & cow y.
“Kansas Jake, I reckon,” said Pan-
handle Pete, after a long, silent stare

at the a| ing rider,
“1 on!” assented Coyote Jenson.
The Lasy

QO horse-wrangler, coming
over from the corral towards the bunk-
house, paused to stare at the coming

rider.

“That’s Jake,” he said, after a pause.
“What's he hitting it like that for?
An“ythmg happened at Packsaddle?”

I guess he’s got news for
bunch ?* said Panhandle Pete sourly.
The horse-wrangler grinned.

l‘t:lsuthin'thht.’pp::uedhtl?h town tg that
e guy that’s e Lazy O, you
xleckonrg he asked. &

“*Not in town, I guess, but on the trail

hyer.”

“] figured that he was riding from

m with! Barney Baeker,” said the
wrangler.

“You've said it.” .

“But Barney wouldn’t pull on him.
That guy Mister Fairfax, who's bought
the Laxy O, is no slouch,” said the horse-
wrangler. “He shot up Lariat at Pack-
saddle yesterday, and Lariat was sure
the durndest gunman in .the section.
Barney wouldn’t have no show with the
guy who was too for Lariat.
Besides, it ain’t his game to come out
into the open that-a-way. It wouldn’t
ook to'let folks hear that the new
boes been shot up by the foreman of
the ranch.”

“Leave Barnoy alone to know that,”
grunted Panhandle Pete. “I'm telling
you, Long Bill, that Kansas was waiting
for them on the trail, and you know how

sas Jake handles a rifle.”

*Shol” said the horso-wrangler.

He stared at Pote, and his brows
knitted. There was & murmur from
some of the punchers standing round.

The Lu?‘g bunch was well known to
be the wil and touﬁhut bunch on the,
Rio Pecos. They backed up their fore-
man, ] Baker, as one man; all
were in the game to keep the ranch out
of the hands of the man who had bought
it. But, rough as t| were, lawless as

they were, they had their limit. Quirt-
-ing the new boes, and scaring him awa
m lg:l‘IMn' pggking : ch u:a:;d
g him up—such m: 3
did not shock the O bunch, But
assassination was outside their rather
‘wide Hmit,, ing up » man in a
K 4 h$ was one thing; picking him off
a buzsard, with a rifle ltion‘ dis-
tance from cover, was quite . The
y‘nngorm-No.geo. v

o
Ban

* Laxy O.

:ﬁgl\t to ]teep his newly

murmur among the Lazy O punchers
deepened to & growl

“Mean to say Jake was lying for that
guy, to pick him off with his rifle from
cover ?” asked Long Bill slowly.

Ang not gi b chance?”

nd not giving the guy a chance?’
grunted Long BilE “Wasal, that's a
game that this bunch won’t stand for,
Pete. That’s a dirty game, like we was
a bunch of greasers. If that’s how, 1}
gueu"I'm going to ask Barney for my
time.

“Same here,” grunted a thickset,bow-
legged puncher, Shorty by name. *1
guess I don’t stand for double-crossing »
that-a-way. That ain’t the Texas
An even break is the Texas way.”
handle Pete grunted.

“You give that guy Fairfax an even
break, and it’s you for the long jump,”
he answered. “I'll tell the world that
galoot is lightning on the draw. Me
and Coyote stopped him on the trail,
coming to Packsaddle yesterday; and 1
tell you he hit me the kick of a mule;
and look at Coyote’s arml!” Pete
rubbed & rough hand over a badly
bruised jaw. " Then didn’t Lariat pick
a rookus with him at the town aad gt
his? I tell you, an
even break won’t
get that guy Mis-
ter Fairfax away
from this ranch.”

“’Tain’t no good
chewing the rag
grinned
Coyote Jenson,
“The y's got his,
an’ Jake's riding in
to tell us s0.”

Long Bill, the
horse - wranglergrunted,
“It’s a dirty game,” he said. .

“ You figure that Barney Bakeris going
to hand over the ranch to a new boss?”
jeered Panhandle Pete. ‘“Ain’t the

azy O been sold seven times, and sin’¢
we always got shut of the new boss
cevery time?! This guy Fairfax was
warned off, fair and square. If he’d
had the hoss-sense to hit the trail, he
could have humped back to Pecos Bend
all in one piece. But he would bunt
trouble.”

“I don’t like it1” growled Shorty.

“Barney ain't asking you what you
like,” sneered Panhandle Pete. “It's
Barney’s play, and we’re backing it. We
all get & finger in the pie. Every man
in the O draws double wages, %0
long as Barney keeps his grip on the
Nobody figured that that guy
Fairfax would get away, when Lariat
was set on him. But be got away, and
Barney fixed it with Jake to lay him on
the range.. All you guys got to do is to
stand pat and shut your mouths.”

The spurring horseman was quito near ;

the ranch now.

All eyes were fixed on him; and it
was clear that, excepting for Peto and
the Coyote, the Lazy O men looked with
grim disfavour at_ the man who
riding u&r Had ias, the gunman,
shot up . Fairfax at Packsaddle, the
bunch would bave grinned over the epi-

" sode, but this was quite another matter.

was §
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But he

1

\

Kansas Jake
dashed up to the
bunkhouse, pulled
in*  his cow-pony,
and jugxdped own.
He nodded and
grinned to the wait-
ing punchers.

“You get away

with it, Jake?”
asked Panhandle
Pete.

“I should smile,”
.answered the Kan-
sas man. “Say, it
was easy! Barney
put me wise that he
would ride a white
horse from Pack-
saddle, so all 1 had

to do»mn to get the guy on the other
horse.

*You fixed
Coyote eagerly.

“ How’s a guy to say, at eight hundred
iardn? answered Kansas ke. *I

now I put the lead right through the
guy; that’s a cinch. hen 1 got my
ca.gun,.nnd lit out of the timber on the
other side, and hit for home. I guess
Darney's got a dead guy on his hands,
It won’t be the first time & new boss of
the Lasy O has been shot up mysterious
on the range.” .

Pafthandle Pete inned, and the
Coyote gave a chuckle. But the other

N tell the world it's o dirty game
“r e world it’s a dirt;

and I won't stand for it!” ox’claim«i
“Long Bill, the horse-wrangler.
tell tha world——2
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“Tell Barncy Baker when he
humps in,” grinned Kansas
J,ake. “It was his orders, and
I'm & guy to jump when my
foreman says jump.”
. “You—you're a dirty, sneak-
ing coyote, shooting a man
down from cover,” said Long
Bill, “and I'm tolling you so!
say you're & dog-goned,
white-livered greaser; and if
you don’t like it, draw your
gun, you pesky polecat, and let’s see if
you've the sand to sheot without hiding
yourself in cover.”

“Aw, can it!” said Kansas Jake. “If
you've got a grouch, blow it off to
Barney ker when he rides in. He
won't be long, I guess.”

Long Bill gave an angry snort, and
tramped back to the corral. There was
an excited and angry discussion among
the Lazy O punchers. Hitherto, the
bunch had backed Barney Baker's play,
without hesitation. They stood in with
the foreman, to keep the Lazy O out of
the hands of the rightful owners. But
hitherto Barney’s methods had been
within the code. This was sheer
murder, and the Lazy O bunch did not
stand for it.

“Say, is that Barney
exclaimed Shorty suddenly.
got with him?”

And the discussion, which was rapidly
becoming a quarrel, ceased, as two
hoérsemen emerged into vicw from a fold
of the prairie.

coming "’
‘““Who's he

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Mister Falrfax Meets His Bunch!
HE Rio Kid rode on towards the
Lazy O ranch. A :
He was riding the white horse
A on which Barney Baker -had
ridden with him out of Packsaddle that

morning. He held the reins of his own
pinto, on the back. of which Barney
Baker was hunched, holding on, with e
dizsy, half-conscious face that. was
deadly white, The foreman of the
Lazy O, sorely wounded, could scarcely
sit the pinto, and but for the Rio Kid’s
aid he could never have reached the
ranch alive. It was like the Kid to
lend his aid to the man whoso yreachery
had led him into a deadly snare, from
;v.hich only his own wariness had saved
iim, . ..
As the ranch building came in sight
in the distance, the Kid spoke to his
companion in cheery tones.

“5tick on that cayuse, feller! I guess
you ain’t far from your bunk now.

Barney Baker turned a glazed eye on
“ Mister Fairfax.”

He did not speak, but there was hate
in his look.

For years Barncy Baker had run the
Lazy O at his own sweet will, and every
time the ranch found & ncw buyer
Barney had dealt with him—success-
fully. " No man in the Packsaddle
country expected any new boss to make
the grade at th8 Lazy O. Barney and
the bunch were too strong for him in a
lawless country like the Packsaddle,
where the law, such as i} woahkept both
eyes shut, And if Barney Baker bad
over looked for defeat, it would not have
been at the hands of & gug who Jooked
little more than a boy. ut it was in
Mister Fairfax that he had run up against
a snag. Even now he did not underetand
it, though probably he would have
understood better had he been wise to it

_that Mister Fairfax bhad once been

known, all through Texas, as the Rio
Kid, the boy outlaw of the Rio Grande.
J1ad Barney Daker known that, he
might have realised that he was
up against a tough proposition in the
new boss of the Lazy O.

Tho Kid pushed on.

He was wondering & little what sort
of a reception he was going to get from
the Lazy O bunch, when he horned in at
the ranch with the foreman clinging
wounded to the back of the pinto.

No man in Packsaddle had expected
to see Mister Fairfax alive again after
;ne rogo out to take possession of the

L.azy U.

But Mister Fairfox had his own ideas
about that. ;

He had bought the Lazy O fair and
square, and he did not figure that the
wildest bunch in Texas would be able to
keep him from taking possession of his
own property.

That_he was taking his life in his
hands in riding out to the Lazy O the
Rio Kid was well aware. But that was
no new thing to the boy outlaw. But it
struck the Kid as curious the way
trouble haunted his wandcring footsteps.
He was an outlaw no longer but a
rancher, yet he had to keep his gun as
ready as when he was hunted by the
Texas Rangers in the rocks of the Mal
Pais. Indeed, from what they had told
him at Packsaddle, the Kid figured that
the ranges of the Lazy O were going to
be more dangerous for him than the
rocky arroyos of the Mal Pais or the
rugged mesas of tho Iluecas. DBut the
Kid had no grouch. He was accustomed

- to taking trouble as .it came, and

hitherto it was not the Rio Kid who had
come out at the little end of the horn.
He was riding towards the ranch-
house; but at sight of the little crowd
of punchers gathered before the bunk-

~house, the Kid changed his direction a

little and headed for them. These
rough-looking guys were some of the
Lazy O bunch, and the Kid was quite
keen on making their acquaintance.
Amang them ho soon recognised Pan-
handle Pete, with his bruised jaw, and
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the Coyote with his right arm in & sling.
Those two, at least, had al learned
that Mister Fairfax was & galoot who
could keep his end up. . S

The buzz of voices died away, and the
Lazy O punchers stood silent, starin, aE' as
the Kid rode up leading BmeiB er's
horse. They stared in dumbfounded
astonishment. At first the‘“hld taken it
that Barney Baker wae bringing the
ncw boss, dead or wounded, ‘to the
ranch. But ss the horsemen came
closer, the wounded man, drooping over
the pinto’s neck, was ised as
Barney Baker; and two of the :unch. nt
least, recognised the man who rode
unhurt as Mister Fairfax, the new boss.
Kensas Jake stared with his eyes bulg-
ing from his head. He had carried out
his instructions faithfully; he had
brought off a long-distance shot with the
rifle, from the cover of the post-oaks
beside the trail, and he had sent his
lead through the man who was not
riding the white horse. The two must
have changed horses before they rode by
the ambush, for it was now Mister Fair-
fax who was on the white horse, and
Barney Baker who was on the pinto.
And Jake felt s trickling of sweat down
his back as he realised that it waa the
foreman who had stopped his bullet.

“1 swow |” muttered Kansas Jake. “I
swow! Carry me home?o diel 1 ?eu
this sure gets my goat! They must have
changed ieosses And why did Barney

'Baker change hosses with the guy, when

ho knowed 1 was waiting in the t-
oaks, and couldn’t tell one ‘guyb rom
another et the distance, only by the
hoss'?s! I tell you, he fixed it up with

me. Y

“It's Barnoy that's got the ticket for
soup !” muttered Panhandle Pete. “It’s
Barney!” -

“I¢’s Barney!” murmured the Coyote,
his eyes gleaming. “Gee! If & galoot
could use his gun-hand—"

Long Bill, lounging over from the
corral, grinned. .

«1 guess suthin’s gone skew-ways with
that gun game,” he remarked.

Then, in silence, the punchers waited
till the horsemen_ arrived at.the bunk-
house and pulled in. B

The Rio Kid released the reins of the
pinto as Long Bill stepped forward to
give a helping hand to the foreman.

With cheery politeness the Kid swept
off his Stetson. But the Lazy (o]
punchers only stared grimly in response
to the cordial salute. 4

“Qay, you guys,” said the Kid, ¢
guess this is the Lazy O1”

“ You’ve said it,” grunted Shorty.

“1 reckoned I was hitting it right,
though I'm sure a stranger in the Pack-
saddle country,” said the Kid.- “I'm
sure glad to meet up with you galoots,
sceing I'm the boss of the ranch, end
you're my bunch. I guess you're wise to
it that I’ve bought this hyer ranch,
through Lawyer Lucas at Pecos Bend.”

“IYou Mister Fairfax 1" grunted Long
Bill. : ' .

“You've got it.” -

Panhandle Pete strode forward. Two
or three punchers lifted Barncy Baker
from the pinto, and laced him on a
beneh outside the bunkhouse. The fore-
man of the Lazy O sagged nelplessly,
and one of the men held him on the
bench. He was evidently hard hit, and
he could. not speak. His half-glazed
eves stared stupidly at the scene.

Pete fixed his eyes on Mister Fairfax,
who had slid down from the white horse
now. The Kid gave him a cheery nod.

“You're Panhandle Pete, I reckon,
who met up with me on the trail yester-
day,?”” ho remarked. *“Didn't 1 fire

ou?

“\What’s happened to Barney Baker?”
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_ shan’t forget that I've
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demand 2 Pete lurlil_y. “1 guess this
Sench wants to know.”

“1 suce ain’t keeping it & secret,”
grinned the Kid. *Barney Baker rode
out of town with me this morning on a
It kinder came into my
sabeza that the guy on the white hoss
a3 a lot safer than the guy on the other
cayuse.  So I asked him to change
critters.”™ .

SYou asked him?” said Long Bill.

# Jest that,” .

#And he did it!” gas Kansas
Jake. “You telling us that Barney
Baker was willing?”

The Kid shook his head. -

“I ain’t telling you he was willing,”
he answered. “I never saw a guy who
was so unwilling. Why, feller, he was
30 unwilling to change hosses with me
that I knew he’d got a man fixed up in
cover on the trail to pick me off like a

buzzard—s sneaking, pe:k{ coyote of &
‘man, I guess, who was afraid to show
himself in the open, but fi that he

d cook my goose with & long-dis-
tanoe rifieshot.” The Kid's eies were
intently on Kansas Jake. “I had to

uade Barney to change horses at the
end of a six-gun. You get me?”
*#8hol” ejaculated Long Bill,
“That foreman of mine,” said the

now that you're not dealing with a ten-
derfoot from Tendertown! I don’t want
any trouble with this bunch; but if
there’s trouble, ;ou’u know I'm eround.
Chew on that 1™

Grim silence.

“You, Panhandle Pete and Coyote,
I've said you're fired,” added the Kid.
“But_you didn’t rightly know me then,
and 1 guess I'm giving you another
chance. Stick to the bunch—so long as
you toe the line. But thew on it that
you've got & boss now that is going to
run the Lazy O, end run it his own
way.

“You reckon?” muttered Panhandle
Pete.

“Sure thing!
chewing the rag,” said the Kid.
that man Baker to his bunk, and look
after him. He's a pizen mlfywaf, but
he ain’t going._to bleed to death like a

ix him up the best you

Now that’s enough
“Get

stuck pig.
can.”
Tho punchers looked at one another.
More than one was tempted to rcach
for a gun, and settle the matter there
and then. Long BiK, the horse-
wrangler, was the only one who trans-
lated the thought into action. But
bis hand reached the holster a
gun was in the Kid’s hand.-
said the Kid.

Kid, shaking his head again, “don’t “Drop it, feller,”

seem to be pleased“to get & new boss.  Long Bill stared at tho Kid’s gun. He

He fixed up a galoot to put it across me jerked his hands away from his belt

on the trail. But he shpped up on it. with almost comic precipitation.

He was riding my cayuse, and his man ' “8ay, Mister Fairfsux, you ain’t no
I reck d he slouch on the draw!” he said. *' Your

got him by mistake.
would t”

There was a groan from the foreman.
“It was & dirty game,” went on the
Kid—*a mean game! I guess that guy
?:ik" ise poweur‘ful mean tg.:mml I aliow
on't at sort of game in m
L don's expeat game in my

unc! '
*Your bunch?” said Panhaundle Pete
B bt aaid_the Kid quiet
sai . Kid quietly.
“Any man that-don’s want to j?unp t’o
orders when X m my chin, can walk
up to the office ask for his time.”
There was a growl.
Most of the punchers on the spot had

condemned the murderous that
had been played on the prairie trail.
But the sight of Barney er crumpled

up with & severe wound, and the
presence of the new boss, made a change
1o their foelins. All Packsaddle knew
that the Lazy O bunch scorned the idea
of letting & new boss run the Lazy O.
Teaking orders from a boss, and & boy
at that, got the goat of the punch at
ouce.

“I opine,” went on the Kid, “that
we're 501113 to together on this
ranch O.K. We only got to know one
another better. You don’s want to
forget that I'm boss; but I guess I

I & cow-

Euncber myself, and ridden with a

unch ; and if any guy here has anything

to worry him, he's only got to get up

on his hind legs and say so, and fgueu

}'ll put l't” right. Ain’t that good enough
or ”

8i .

“Barney Baker bas beeg ph’lin%h a
gum game, years on end, wit| is
ranch,” continued the Kid. *That sort
of is going to stop right
now. He sent Panhandle Pete and
C:soh to scare me away withy quirts,
and they can tell you ’uns jest how
wt to mmi: £ hl:?uc—put “g

n- an
they’ll hlf';on in ?aeh';ddlo that
Laris¥’s god & front seat in th
‘cemetery. :

game, sirl ookye here, Mister
Fairfax, this hyer is a tough bunch, and

guess you've bitten off more’n you'il
ever chew at the Lazy O, but this bunch
don't stand for nbootmg a man in the
back from cover, and I'll tell you that
we never knowed anything of that dirty
game on the trail. If there’s two-three
guys here who stand for it, that ain’t the
whole bunch. You don’t want to get it
into your oal . that you're up agin a
bunch of murdering Greasers.”

The Kid smiled. .

“I guess I've sized up this bunch,” he
said. ‘‘You ain’t no tender infants, I'll
tell the world, and I don’t aim to feed
you on milk and candy. But I guess
you're white, and I ain’t got it agin
you that you've backed Barney Baker’s
play. But I want you to get wise to it
that that play’s over, an’ start fair with
your boss. You won’t find me a worse
man than Baker to deal with.”

And, with a cheery nod to the
punchers, the Kid walked away to the

ranch-house.
“T
“This sure goes one better
than the Huecas.”

The boy outlaw of the Rio Grande,
transformed into Mister Fairfax, boss of
the Lazy O, walked through the ranch-
h and was satisfied with what he
saw rein. . .

It was a timber house, well-built, with
a veranda in front, and the furnishin,
though rough and a good deal knocke
about, were serviceable. The Kid
guessed that he would make himself
comfortable in that rancho, when he had
had time to fix things & little. He had
ridden hard trails for a long time, and
he figured that he was entitled to take
it easy on his own ranch. Not that the
Kid was the man to live an easy life.
Rancher as he was, he was likely to put
in as much-work on ranges as sny
puncher in the bunch. But he was
going to have pleasant fixings, and make
things comfortable. But there were two
things about the ranch-house that dis-

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Kid Takes Controll

HIS sure puts it over the Mal
Pais!” murmured the Rio Kid.

+—— Ghe PODULAR; Gomplete Story Weekly s—

pleased the Kid. TFirst, the place was
ill-kept; second, there was no service at
hand. ~ Obviously, the house had been
lived in, and the Kid knew that Barney
Baker must have lived in it, instead of
bunking with the outfit. And he guessed
that Barney hadn’t lived in it without
a chore man. The Kid was ready for
food after his ride out from Packsaddle:
and, after walking through the housc
and looking round some, the Kid called
and then shouted; but no one came in

reply.

So the Kid walked out again, and
called across to & puncher who was
coming eway from the bunkhouse.

“Say, feller!”

Shorty looked round.

‘““Who does the chores in this shebang,
feller?”’ asked the Kid.

Shorty grinned.

“There’s & Greaser cook,” he
answered. ‘‘But I reckon that Diego is
Barney’s man.”

“Do you?” said the Kid pleasantly.
“I guess I ain’t no use for s foreman
keeping a cook, Where's that Diego!”

I guess you can find him, if you want
s him.”

Shorty was turning away with that.

“Say, feller, walk this-a-way,” said

the Kid eoftly. “I guess I ain’t done
talking to you yet.”
. Shorty, walking away without heed-
ing, gave & sudden jump as a bullet
ﬂicke«f his cha He spun round, his
hands at his belt.

The Kid’s gun looked at him,

“You ‘mll that gun, feller, and the
bunch will havea burgn’ job on hand,”
remarked the Kid. “ You wans to learn
not to give your boss back-chat, feller.
You surely do! Step thisa-way.2

Shorty relin m'lheg the , but he
did not stir. He stared at new boss
of the Lazy O from where be stood.

“You walking this-a-way?” inquired
the Ide. ' :

g guess nol i

Bang!

g

Shorty gave a how! as a bullet grazed
his ankle. .

Bang! |

Shorty jumped.

“Keep Jumpmf," said the Kid

rimly, “T gu 'm fanning you some.

eep jumping, you pesky bonehead, if
you don’t want lead in your toes.”

Bang, bang!

Shorty, the puncher, had played the
geme of “fanning ” more than once, -
with a Chinaman or some nervous ten-
derfoot for a victim. It was the first
time it had been played on Shorty him-

self. The thickset, heavy cowman
jumped desperately as e bullets
crashed round his feet. He had to

Lump, for the Kid meant business, and a
roken ankle or a shattered foot would
have been the penalty of disobedience.
There was & shout, and two or three
punchers ran towards the ranch-house
They stared at the sight of the new boss
fanning Shorty with bullets.
K'“ d..Iump. you bonehead!” roared the
i

There was & shout of laughter from
the Lazy O punchers. was the kind
of game that appealed to their rough
sense of humour.

“Hump it, Shorty!” shouted Long
Bill. “Say, you are some jumper! You
sure do beat a prairie rabbit.” ..

Six shots rattled out, and the Kid
lowered & smoking gun. Shorty camo to
s breathless halt, his face burning with
rage and mortification. In his rege, he
forgot that he was dealing with the man
who had shot up Larist, the gunman,
and as the firing and he came to
a standstill, he grab » revolver from
kis hip. But the Kid’s second gun was
in_his left hand, ready,

Bang! . .
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Shorty’s Colt flew from his hand. With
a_bhowl of agony tho puncher clapped
his numbed hand to his mouth, suckin,
de?emmly at fingers that felt paralysed,
and yelling with pain.

“Aw, can it!” drawled the Kid. “ You
ain’t hurt any. Think I'd spill the juice
of a good little man liko you? Not by
a jugful! 1 guess you'll want a new
gun, but your fist’ll bo as good as new.
You don’t want to wake up all the
coyotes in the Packsaddle country that-
a-way.”

He glanced at the staring punchers.

“I sure ain't asked for an audience
hyer,” he remarked. “Me, I'm talking
pleasant and peaceful to this guy.”

The punchers, with dubious looks,
faded out of the picture. The Kid
walked over to Shorty, who was still
sucking his numbed fingers, though he
had ceased to howl.

“8ay, you don't want to gct mad,
feller,” said tho Kid amicably. “You
ain’t hurt any. And I guess on your
looks you’re a g little man, and I'd
sure hate to plug you for kecps. Where's
that dago?”

Shorty looked at him.

“I guess he’s somewhere’s around,” ho
answered slowly.

.“Rouse him out,” said the Kid, “Tell
him to hop into_ the shebang jest as
quick as he knows how, before .omething
happens to him.”

Shorty slouched away, and the Kid
stepped back into the ranch-house. It
was not Shorty’s intention to look for
the Mexican cook and chore-man; he
intended to clear away, and leave the
new boss to find Diego for himself, if he
wanted him. But, somechow, Shorty
changed that intention, the numb acheo
in his fingers perhaps helping him to do
so. At all events, ten minutes later, a
swarthy-skinned Mexican presented him-
self in the ranch-house.

The Kid gave him an amiable nod.

*“Yon Dicgo?” he asked.

({3 Si.))
The man’s stare Lis

was insolent,

answer more so. The Rio Kid’s jaw set
a little. The whole bunch, from the
foreman. down to the chore-man,
objected to the new boss; but the Kid
was there to educate them.

“1 guess ‘si,’ in your lingo, means
yes,” the Kid remarked thouﬁhtfully.
“ Ain"t there another word to follow?”

The Mexican shrugged his shouiders.
He was a large, fat man, and almost
towered over the slim Kid.

“Y guess,” went on the Kid amiably,
“that you can talk your own lingo to
me, if you want, Diego, secing that I've
ridden trails in Mexico, and know the
talk like a book. But when you answer
me, feller, you say, °8i, senor,’ if you
talk in your lingo. You get me?” .

“I serve Barney Baker,” said the
Mexican. “1 take orders from the
Senor Baker.”

“I guess the Senor Baker won’t be
giving & whole lot of orders on this
canch any more,” smiled the Kid. “I
guess the Senor Baker's going to be
fired, jest as soon as he’ll be able to hit
the trail. Looks as if he’s been camping
in this shebang instead of the bunk-
housc ; but that’s played out now. You
catch on, Dicgo? I'm your boss now,
and I ain’t pleased with you, none. You
got to humr out a dinner—a good one,
mind, if you've any fancy for keeping
your carcase in onc picce—and taen you
got to clean up this shebang like she was
a new pin. Me, I never etand for a
dirty shack. No, sir! You get me?”

The Mexican grinned.

“Now, jump to it,” said the Kid,

Diego did not stir, but his mocking
grin intensified.

“You ain't obeying orders?” asked
the Kid gently. .

“Yours, no!” said Dicgo. *‘Carambo!
Defore it is night you will he shot to
pieces by the bunchi I give ouly a snap
of the fingers for you, hombre!”

Aud Diego snapped his swarthy fingers
at the Rio Kid.

The next moment the Kid had picked
up his guirt and was grasping the Mexi-

THE KID MEETS HIS PUNCHERS |

giad to meet with you galoots, mlus that I’m boss

of this ranch, and you'’re my bunch,

Hgq looked round the group,

met hils glanoe.
Long Bill surlily.
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“Pm o-..
sald the Kid.
and |

lowering faces
$ You Mister Falrfax 7 grunted
(See Chapler 2.)

can. Big man as he was, the Greaser
crumpled up in that steely grip, and he
went with a crash to the floor.

Across his back, as he sprawled, came
the thong of the quirt, with a crash.

There was a fiorce yell from the Mexi-
can, and he bounded to his feet, & knife
gleaming in his dusky hand.

“Aw, shucks!” c‘aig the Kid. .

The heavy metal butt of the quirt
struck the dusky hand, and the knife
went to the floor. It struck Diego's
dusky, greasy head the next instant, and
the Mexican sprawled once more. he
Kid ?lcked up the knife, and snapped
the blade off under his heel. Then he
lifted the quirt, his eyes gleaming down
at the sprawling, cowering man.

“Y guess,” said the Kid, “that you
ain’t learned manners, none, while you
was being bossed by h&n}ey Baker in
this hyer shebang. = 1 kinder cgot a
hunch that I’m the galoot to teach you,
Diego.”

And the quirt descended with heavy
lashes. Diego squirmed and yelled and
howled. He lcagcd up and rushed for
the door, with the leather still falling;
but the Kid spun the thong of the whip,
and it twined round Diego’s leg, and he
stumbled and crashed down. And the
quirt rose and fell.

‘“Scnor, senor; pity!” yelled Diogo.,
“Pardon—a thousand pardons! Por
todos los santos! A thousand pardons!™

“You figure that you've had all you
want, feller?” asked the Kid amiably.

““8i, senor, si!” spluttered Dicgo.
Oh, si, st, 811"

“1 guess i(-ou ain’t no hog, Diego;

vou sure know when you’ve ha
enough,” said the Kid. “You got it
into your greasy cabeza that this hyer
infant is boss of this shebang?”

_“Si, senor!” moancd Diego. *Oh,
si, si, sii”

“That goes,” said the Kid cheerfully.
“You ever kick up a rookus again,
feller, and the quirt’s ready for you.
You want to remember she’s always
Tre PopuLir.—No. 560.
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handy. Now you want to hand out that
grub, Diego; and hand it out smart and
smiling, afore you get down to cleaning
up this shack,” .
. The Rio Kid sat down to his meal
with a cheery face. The Mexican chore-
man served him_with eager attention,
jumping at a word. Whatever might be
the Kid's fortune with the Lazy O
bunech, at all events he had no more inso-
lence to expect from the ranch-house
cook. It was a good meal, and the Kid
did it justioe; and when he had finished
Dicgo was at work with mops and water-
pail. The Kid watched him for a few
minutes, with an approving eye. He
guessed that Diego was ready to feed
out of his hand, and he was right.
Leaving the chore-man occupied in
unaccustomed industry, the Kid walked
out of the ranch-house. He strolled
across towards the correl. That after-
noon the Kid aimed to ride over his new
domain and survey the ranch and its
vast ranges. He gave a cheery nod to

o~

Long Bill, the horse-wrangler, who was
lounging by the corral gate. The
wrangler looked at him with a curious
mixture of respect and hostility.

‘“Saddle up the pinto for me, feller,”
said the Kid pleasantly.

“I guess you can saddle your own
(I'}qsl'llxsc, Mister Fairfax!” grunted Long

i1l

“Sure!” assented the Kid.
and do, when I ain’t got a lantern-
jawed, polecat-faced, ornery, bone-
eaded wrangler to do as he’s told. Jest
at present, I've sure got one, and I'm
going to see him saddlo uR. that pinto,
or else I'm going to boot him right off
this ranch. Don’t touch that gun, you
dog-goned gink. I've got you covered
from my pocket, and you wouldn’t live
long cnough to draw!”
. T‘ie Lazy O wrangler breathed hard
and deep. For a long second he starcd
in the face of Mister Fairfax, and then
quietly he stepped into the corral and
roped the pinto. Quiectly he saddled up

“I can,
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the Kid’s horse, and Mister Fairfax
nodded his thanks and mounted.

“I guess,” rcmarked the Kid, ‘‘that
it was Barney Baker who was going to
show me over my property, but he sure
won't be backing & bronc for a long
time to come. I want a man who knows
the ranch from A to izzard. I got to sce
the goods before I pay on them. Where's
Paniandle Pete ?”

“In the bunkhouse with Barney.”

“Send him hyer.”

Long Bill hesitated @ moment, and
then, as if under some impulsion
stronger than his own will, strode away
to the bunkhouse. In a few minutes
Panhandle Pete appeared, scowling
blackly at the new boss, and obviously
itching to reach for a gun. The Kid
gave gim a pleasant nod.

“I've heard that you was Barnei’ .
right-hand man on this ranch,” ho
remarked. *You're the galoot to show

(Continued on page 22.)
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GREAT PYR

AMIDS

There is no l:;;ov;n monument in the world so vast and age&. and
with such a romantic lt;ltory as the Pyram;cll of Egypt.

ONDERFULLY ugly, but
terribly awe-inspiring. That’s
the y you have to tie on to

* the great Sphinx which almost
rubs shoulders with the colossal Pyra-
mids of ancient Egypt. There is no
known monument in the whole world
so aged or so vast as the Pyramids.
They were built somewhere about 4,000
years before Christ, and the largest of
them is the biggest building in the
world, Originally it was 480 feet high.
The Pyramids are, as you know, hollow,
so they really are buildings. The Sphinx
is not a building, because it is solid—
carved out of one stupendously enor-
mous block of solid rock, except the fore-

aws, which are made of igantio stone
locks. The Sphinx of Gizeh is the
Iargest and oldest single sculptured
figure in the whole world—-187 feet lonf.
There it sits, its continually
being covered over by hurricane-swept

sand from the desert on whose edge
it 18; 5,000 years old, the great lion’s
known to the

bodLvnth s man’s head,
Arabs as The Father of Terror!

A Mighty Target!

That enormous hewn face bas looked
out over the Egptian desert, inscrutable
and menacing, “all those centuries, with
a temple built between the out-thrust
paws, the only si of the ge of
that vast time be
wear and chips which show where once
upon ‘s time -Mohammedan soldiers
used . the . mighty Sphinx .as an easy

traces. of weather-

This battered monster, half-beast,
half-huinan, was erected by the ancient
Egyptians as an emblem of majesty and
dignity. It is an awful and impressive
monument, a fitting companion for the
Great Pyramid close by which was
built as a tomb for Cheops, one of the
greatest of the Pharachs.

It took 100,000 men something like
thirty years to put it up, and how it
was constructed can only be guessed at.
For nowhere in the vicinity are blocks
of stone to be found—only endless miles
of storm-stirred, blinding sand, baked
by the fierce sun.s

Inside tho Pyramids !

When the first blocks of stone—where-
ever they came from—were settled in
place, it is thought that a hudgo sloping
roadway of sand was made to the
stones’ summit. Up that slope slaves
in their thousands were compelled to
drag the next lot of stones. hen they
were-in placo, the sloping bank of sand
was carried to their top, and so until
the last atone was in place.

Miles long that artificial roadwa:
nust have been before the royal tomg
was completed. They greased it to make
the passage of the stones a little easier,
and other slaves followed behind the

great blocks driving in wedges to help T},
~ the masses up.

. The great Pyramid of Gizeh is perfect
in form, symmetrical which ever wa
you view it. . Its sloping sides ea

measure about 755 feet, and from

pointed tip to base it is 475 feet. As

was customary with the many pyramids

which are to be found in different spots,

there is a burial chamber beneath it— -
far underground. ‘But in the Great

Pyramid this chamber is in an un-

finished state, the real burial chamber

being in the mass of masonry itself.

Of course, its interior has been ex-
plored, long ago. Which perhaps
accounts for the fact that it is now
empty. There is a passageway into it,
from the Pyramid’s north side, up which
you can walk until you come to what is
now known as the Grand Gallery.
From that, there is a turning which
leads to a chamber known as tho
Queen’s. But if you go on climbing
instead of turning aside from the Grand
Gallery, you come to a great empty
chamber and then to the King's
chamber. :

There you find a tremendous sarcopha-
gus, made from one solid block of
granite—and empty. That chamber is
ventilated by channels which lead to
the open air, and we can only sur-
mise that the body of the ancient
Pharaoh whose last resting place it was
designed to be was stolen by robbers.

Mysterious Names!

At one timo there was an outer casing
of stone to protect the actual blocks
which made this Pyramid. But they
have gone, and no man knows the story
of their going. It is thought all thoso
outer stones were stripped off and taken
away to build the city of Cairo. -

The word “pyramid ” exactly fits

- these monstrous burial chambers, and

80 needs no explaining. 'But “sphinx
does not explain itself. The word was
tacked on to the half-beast, half-human
effigy by the Greeks when they came to
Egypt. It is a Greek word, meaning
“The Throttler.”

Ttxer used the word to describe »

terrible creature which had a woman’s
head, the body of a lioness, and win,
Legend says she lived in Africa in the
beginning, then the gods sent her to
Greece, whers the mythical monster
lived on a rock asking all who passed
by a riddle: *“ What walks on four legs
in the morning, on two at noon, on
three in the evening?* ’
Alt who could not answer she strangled.
e answer was “a man” who crawls
on hands and knees as a baby, upright
in the prime of life, with the help of a
stick when old age enfeebles him!

C.B,
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“El Hajar, the Arab slave ranider!”
he cried. .
But before he could utter .unothcr
word the villain fired again, ond,
snatching 3t the diamond, which

dropped to tho quilt, dashed for the

window. .
“After him! After him!” ahrlcl’(yed

Joe. “He has got the paper, too!

There was a splintering of rotten
woodwork as the Arab leapt as nctively
as a cat for the balcony, dropped lightly
on to it, and, vaulting over, thudded
to the mud floor of the courtyard.

Dick looked down, and saw him
vanish in the darkness of a doorway.

When he re-entered the room Joe was
holding up his hand. i "

*Be quiet. . The poor fellow is dm_xdl
he said in_a husky whisper. "It's a
pity El Hajar got away with the

paper. . . “1;

“But he didn't!” said Pic.  “Dis
chile was too quick for him. Picface,
the king’s son, hab got der sccret ob
King Na.dur'- dismonds!”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A New Expedition is Planned !
AUL BARTON had not dicd as a
result of either of ElI Hujar’s
cowardly pistol-shots.

Both had missed him by a
fraction of an inch, but the shock had
proved too much, and in tho tense
excitemeiit his tired spirit had fled.

This was fortunate for Joe and the
boys, as the pistol reports—of frequent
occurrence in that part of the town—had
apparently attracted no attention, and
the fact of the deceased missionary
having passed away from natural causes
avoided the need f8r a public inquiry.

. “Which would have n the very
wust thing possible for the likes o’ we,
explained .})oe, when the t:unenl was
over and the last remains of the
gailant gentleman who had risked his
lifo a thousand times to bring back his
precious \sacret to civilisation were laid

-to rest in the little European cemetery

outside the town. “As it is, no one
except us four and that villain 'Hlll'l'
knows anything about King Nadur's
diamints. = Now, young fellow-me-lads,
what’s the best thing to be done? The
ship clears the canal to-morrow. Are
we to go home with her or not?

.“Of oourse not,” exclaimed Frank,
who had secretly discussed the matier
with the other two. “Those diamonds
must be found and secured for Great
Britain. Pie's father must be dis
covered, and restored to his kingdom
from which El Hajar took him; snod if
ever the chance comes our way the
Arab must be caught and brought to
justice.”

They were sitting on the balmony of
the Hotel Continental, looking towards
the lighthouse.

- 'The strange occurrence at the IHotel

Splendide had opened up a new and
entrancing vista, a call into tike very
heart of the Dark Continent. And
there was every reason why thry should
obey it—none’why should not.

More than a year in the South Seas

had not daunted their restless
enthusiasm.

“Of course, Pie’s as keen ss mus-
tard,” interjected Dick. *~ Naturally
enouﬁh, he wants to see his dad again,
but he swears he won't go, Joe, unless

Ong': iko b\;::j}ik come, too.”

! unjik1”  Joe scratefred his
h'eud. “Waal, that’s not too bad 2 idea.
T'vo heard a hefferlunt can be very use-

ul in an African forest, roctiug up
trees and drinkin &riven, and 1if
* Tus Porurax.—No.

ever perwisions giv out we should be
able to kill him, and fry the tasty bits
for hefferlunt steak.”

“I kill you, ole jack-boot face, if ever
you touch dat dere bunjik,” muttered
the black youth fiercely. “You
relember what dat likklum feller can
do for us, and you jest lettum come!”

Joe pretended to submit with very ill
grace.

“All right, grate-polish, we'll take
him. Then it’s decided, we shift on for
Cairo in the morning.”

“ Why Cairo, Joe?” Frank asked.

The sailor pointed to the west. i

“Because that’s the only place this
side of Europe we can fix up proper
equipment. You see, we shall need
camels and guides, and all the para-
phernalias for a long trck across the
Sahara.”

“But why go that way? Why
not cut down the Nile Basin, and strike
into Central Africa from the north!”

“Because we should only succeed in
losing our sweet sclves. Africy is so
immense—hundreds of times bigger
than England—and away from the big
towns we should find no one to guide

us.

“You see, the difficulty is we can’t go
touting and asking all the ju-ju men we
meet to tell us the way to the City af
the Sun God, because they’d promptly
smell a rat, and do us down for the
papers. No, my young two-year-old,
the only safe way is to go by the way
the rev. gent came.”

“And that is?”

“First of all, across the desert to
Morocco. -See, here's his map. His
route cuts right across the Atlas moun-
tains, turns south into Nigeria, touches
the Cameroons, then east to the Congo,
and so on until it breaks off in the land
of the fuzzy-wuzzies. Once aniong them
rapscallions—what is relatives of young
Pie there—we strike north again, and
after & journey of socveral hundreds of
miles,” come to a place marked with a

“And that is where we shall find the
diamonds.” _ R

“No, it ain't,” said Joe. “Mr.
Barton said we should find the rock-
inscription first of all, and when we've
deciphered that, we should locate the
City of the Sun God.”

“But supposing we ecithcr can't

decipher it, or don't find Pie’s dad—
what then?” .
. “Then, my little tiny dears, we've
just had several thousand miles of
tramp for nowt; so it's up to you to
decide what you're going to do.”

“We've decided,” said Frank Polruan
crisply, glancing towards his chum,
who nodded agrecment.

“ And you, blackymoor?” Joe asked.

“YWhere you three go dis chile gocs
—with bunjik,” replied Pie simply.

“Right!” said Joc. “’That settles it.
Well, my ebony-faced friend,” he
added, as a Nubian boy, dressed in a
red uniform plentifully edged with
thick bands of gold lace, came towards
them, “what do you want?”

“Please, mos’ honnerabel sar, a letter
for you,” said the little fellow, holding
out a brass Moorish tray. ‘

“For me?” inquired Joe, bending
over the envelope. “It’s got no moni-

ker on. I mean, it's not addressed to

me.”
“The sheikh, him said it was for the
white man,” Penisted the dwarf.

bi
. 5Whnt sheikh 1" questioned the sailor

suspiciously.

“ Great much big Arab man, in white
djellab with blue moon _on, s0.” And
bending down, he traced with his
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finger a crude design of a crescent on
the dust of the balcony steps.

. ;“Rightl" said Joe. “Then I'll read
it 1"

He tore off the covering, and a thin
slip of yellow, native-made paper flut-
tered in the breeze. And on it, in
curious Arabesque characters, were
these words:

“Take warning, O encmiecs of Islam!
By the beard of the Prophet I swear
that if you attempt to rcach the sacred
City of the Sun God, I, even I, and my
followers will take vengeance on you.
And this is my oath as the eldest born
of my father and by the Prophet and
the Koran. Take heed, thercfore,
while there is yet time.

. “(Signed) Ei HaJan.”

“Right!” snapped Joe, rising sud-
denly and tearing the message into tiny
scraps, which he flung upon the grouad
and sct his foot upon. “Thero is my
answer to El Hajar. We'll find King
Nadur’s diamonds, or perish in the
attempt 1”

THE END.

(The four adventurers realise that
they are in for a hot time in taking up
thy quest into Africa. But they don't
mind—they love a stirring adventure.
See next week’s long story: “THE
DESERT RAIDERS!”)

“The LAZY O BUNCH!”
(Continued from page 18.)

me round my Eroperty Pete. Git your
cayuse from the corral.”

. Panhandle Pete went without a word
into the corral for his horse. Long Bill
came back towards the Kid..

“Say, Mister Fairfax—-" he began.,

““Shoot 1” said the Kid.

“I 8uess you’re wise to it that the
Lazy bunch don’t want a new boss
around here,” said the wnnfler slowly.
“ Barney’s all shot up, but I guess the
gux:oh are looking to him for orders.

1}

“Spil} it 1” smiled the Kid.

“You don’t want to ride the range
with Panhandle Pete,” said the
wrangler abmp&ly. “This bunch is
rough, and don’t give a continental red
cent for & new , and I'm telling you
0. But there ain’t more’'n two-three
guys in the bunch would stand for shoot-
ing a man in the back. I 6uess you
ain’t wanted on the Lazy O, Mister
Fairfex, but I'm telling you that you
don’t want to ride the range with Pan-
handle Pete.”

“] reckoned you was a square man,”
assented the Kid. “You'll sure like

our new boss when you get to know
iim. You only want to get it into your
cabeza that Barney Baker’s Jl%x is up,
and that there’s a now man here to
run this ranch. Then you’ll be O.K.”

A few minutes later the Kid rode out
on the plain with Panhandle Pete. The
horse-wrangler and several punchers
stood watching him go. Long Bill drew
a deep breath. . .

“T’ve put him wise,” said Long Bill
“But Ilgueu he didn’t need it any. He
knows Pete’s game better'n Pete does.
Both them guys won’t come back to this
shebang alive, but I reckon it won't be
Mister Fairfax who stops out for the
buzzards.” The wrangler
paused. “Boys, we've got a new
who ain’t no siouch._ It there’s a guy
in Texas who can run this ranch and
handle this bunch, it's that guy, I'll tell
the world!”

THE END.

(Another roaring Western yarn nest
week, chumsl)
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OUR COMPLETE WESTERN YARN! There s only one way of
ga;n;ng the confidence of his roug]umcl: cowpunclxers. and that s b 1
to them that he 15 fit to run a ranch. This the Rio Kid fuuy reals

determined to do, in sp;té of the many per;ls and obstac'es that confront him !

“THRILLS !
THRILLS !
THRILLS!

‘THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Gunpiay on the Prairie !

HE Rio Kid smiled. He was
amused, though the situation
was one that few. would have

found amusing. For three long

hours, the Kid had been riding the

prairie, in company with a galoot who

‘was 'Watching “for "a™~chance to pull a-

gun on :him—watching, waiting, his

fingers “itching—to- grasp the butt of & ranch, and he was looking over his new~

A score of times, at

‘least, - Panhandle—Pete . had .— . .
sought " to drop behind the
Kid; but the new boss of the ej

THE

Lazy O Ranch was too wary
for that. Again and again
had Pete almost resolved to
chance it, to pull his gun and
make it an even break. But
every time he weakened when
it came- to-the pinch.~ Giving
“Mister Fairfax” an even
break was not much use to .
the Lazy O cowman.' The boy rancher,
who had shot up Lariat, the gun-
man, at Packsaddle, was too good
a ‘man for -him at gunplay, and
Panhandle Peis knew it. Yet with
avery hour of that long ride under the
hot ‘Texas sun the rage suppressed in
hmi. heart grew more savage and bitter,
PoruLar~—No. 561.
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and again and..again _tho temptaiion

Yy proving
ses, and 13

-end of the horn in dealing with the

assailed him. .

And the Kid, who read every thought.

that passed behind the dark, scowling
face, smiled. Not for a second was he
off his guard, while at the same time he
was taking a keen interest in his survey
of the wide-stretching .ranges of the
~Lazy -0, - The Rio Kid, under the name
of “Mister Fairfax,” had bought that

EEINS

‘RALPH REDWAY
propérty, guided by Panbandle Pete,
and the fact that- the cowman was
watching for a chance to let daylight
through him did not worry the Kid any.

He only wondered whether Panhandle
Pete would break out before they rode
back to the ranch-house. If he'did, the
Kid was ready, and he did not figure
-that he.would coms out at the little

(Ceopryright in tie United States of Americal)

KiD JAKES

scowhing ¢owman.
*“Say, this is sure a good proposition,”
the "Kid remarked amiably as they
turned their horses in the direction of
tho ranch again, with a good ten miles -
before them. “This hyer is as good
land as any I've seen along the Rio
Pecos, -hombre, and I'm sure glad that
I horned in and bought the Lazy O.
“Far as I've seen as yet, it comes
right up to specification”
Lawyer Lucas at Pecos Bend
put me wise to it, and he sure
did spill a mouthful; but I
guess it was all straight
goods. This hyer is the ranch

I’ve been wanting. 1 guess
I’'m settling down in the

o Packsaddle country from now
on.”

“You ain’t the first guy
thet’s bought the Lazy O,”
said “Parhandle Pete,—with—a
venomous glint in his eyes. _.

“You’ve said it,” agreed the Kid,
with another smile; ““and I hear that
things have happened to the other guys,
and they was sure glad to sell again and
get shut of it. I guess Barney Bake:
worked it, and he sure was a whole team
and a cross-dog under the wagon when
it came to a gum game. But he won'’t
put it -over on this infant; hombre*T:

oy
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Panhandle tete muttered an oath in
his beard.. - .
“Figure it out for yourself, feller,
said the Kid cheerily. ‘That pesky
foreman has ruled the roost so long
he’s come to’ figure that the ranch was
his own to play with. -~He’s scared off,
or shot up, every guy that’s put up his
money on it—or he’s stood pat and put
up the bunch to. do it. .Where is he
now? Lying in the bunkhouse, all shot
up. Where's the gunman he set on me
ia Packsaddle? ot in a place he’l&
come back from. And look at you,
went on the Kid. “I tell you to ride

round the shebang with me to guide me .

.over my own ranch—and you a paid
" man in my bunch and bound to do it—
and all the time you're itching to draw
"a gun and drop me off this pinto—jest
honing to let the sun shine through
me, ain't you, “feller?” The Kid
laughed.. ‘““And 1. don’t give a con-
tinental red cent for you 'and your gun,
and if
we’re riding round, you know as well
as I do that it will be the last thing
_you'll do on this side of Jordan. Why
not forﬁet it, feller, and make up your
mind that your new bcss has come to
stay 17 ,
Panhandle Pete made ro reply to
- that. He had known that the new
-boss of the Lazy O was on his guards
but it surprised him to hear it put so
plainly and cheerfully. -
“Look at the way you’ve been trying
to drop behind me,” continued the Kid
banteringly. “You're the kind of pizen
cuss that . would shoot & hombre in
-the back. You'veé been watching for a
chance. Have you got away with it?
Say I” ) L ,
“You reckon——" muttered the cow-
man., RO
The Kid. laughed contemptuously.
“I guess I’'m wise to it, and knew it
afore we pulled cut of the ranch,” he
answered. “It cuts no ice with me. I
guess that when & boneheaded jay like
you is able to put it across me, it'll
sure be time for me to go over the
range, .and I'll go smiling. I’ve toted
you round the ranges all this gol-darned
afternoon, knowing what was in your
pizen skunk’s mind, and not caring a
cuss, If you’ve got hoss-sense you'll
leave your gun where it is, fellor—it
won't be healthy for you to pull.”
. The Kid rode on, the smile still on his
lips, the cowman at his side scowling
more blackly than before. For hours
Panhandle Péte had been watching for
_ & chance, and he had had no chance.
But he was desperately determined that
the new boss should not live to ride
back to the Lazy O. The utter con-
tempt with which Mister Fairfax
regarded him, aad his murderous in-
tention; was the last straw. If no chance
of treachery came his way the cowman
savagely resolved that he -would pull

and try an even break. -

They rode on in silence for a time.
Then the Kid spoke again, as amiably
as before. o

*“Chew on it, feller,” he said. “I've
bought this ranch—and what I’ve seen
of it hag cinched it—I guess I'm paying
-down the balance ‘to Lawyer Lucas,
and the Lazy O is mjne. Yowre an
ornery galoot, but I ain’t honing to
fire any man of the old bunch. Get it
into your cabeza that I’m here to stay,
and that I’ll treat you like a white man
80 long as you toe the line. And.forget
all .about Barney Baker and his gum
game. That's your best holt.” E
.. Panhandle Pete breathed hard. _ .
— I guess” you're about right, Mister
Fairfay,” he said, with an air of frank-
ness,- “The bunch sure don’t cotton to

you drop your paw on it while’

the idea of a new boss runming the
Lazy O—the foreman’s good enough for
us, and he’s made it worth our while
to stand in with him. But if the gameé’s
up, it ain’t any use kicking, that I
allow. I'm your man, sir.”

“That’s the musiec,” said the Kid en-
couragingly. “Xeep to that, hombre,
and we're going to be friends.”

And as i% the cowman’s words had

iven him confidence the Kid turned a
ittle in his saddle, away .from him, to
survey a group of cattle gathered round
a water hole at a little distance.

Panhandle Pete’s eyes snapped.

- It was his chance at last—the chance
for which he had been longing. A fow
words had fooled this kid rancher, and
now—— Like a flash hiz hand went to
‘his belt, and the long-barrelled Colt
leaped out. DBut the new .boss of the
Lazy O scemed to have eyes in the back
of his head; and lightning had nothing
on him when it -came to reaching for
‘a gun. There was a sharp report as
the cowman's Colit leaped up; but it
was not Panhandle Pete who fired. The
cowman uttered a yell of pain as the
bullet smashed into his hand and tho
Colt dropped into the grass of the
prairie, unused. And the Kid grinned
at him cheerily. - . - : .

. “Say, feller, didn’t I warn you that
you couldn’t put it across this mfant?’*
chuckled the Kid. “Why, you durned
polecat, I was giving ybu a chance to
play up like a white man or to show

that you was a yellow coyote that.
couldn’t be trusted. Say, you sure are”

some bonehead.” ., .- :

. Panhandle Pete groaned as he clasped
his shattered right hand with his left.
The Kid rode closer to him. - -

“1 guess ycu’ll never use a gun with
that paw ogain, feller,” he said coolly,
“and it's only .because you're a no-
account. bonehead that I didn’t put the
-pill through your heart.” . .

The cowman muftered curses. .

The Kid, smiling, jerked away his
neck-scarf, and bound up the bleeding
hand with it, and made a sling" for
the arm.

“Now you're fixed,” he said. “But
I guess you want to see a doc &s so0n
as you hit Packsaddle.”

“T ain’t hitting Packsaddl>!” hissed
Panhandle Pete. . K

“It's your best guess,” said the Kid.
“You ain’t riding the Lazy O any
more. You're fired, you gink! And if
1 see you on this ranch again, I'll take
the quirt to you. Hit the trail for
town, and hit it pronto, or. you get the
quirt for a starter,” oL

The Kid swished his heavy quirt in
the air. Panhandle Pete stured at
him with rage and hatred in his burn-
‘ing eyes. But his hand hung wounded
at his breast, and his gun was in the
grass. Slowly, h
with his left hand, he swung round“in
the direction of the distant ¢ow-town.

“I. guess—"
thick with rage.

“Can . it!”
“I've sure let you o
won’t be healthy for you to givé me
any more chin-wag. I've told you to
hit the trail for Packsaddle.”

The quirt cracked in the air, and
touched the fank of Panhandle Pete’s
broncho. The animal leaped into
motion. The cowman, furious with
rage, strove to drag him in; and the
quirt rose and fell again, with a hedvy
lash across “Panhandle Pete’s back.
The cowman. gave a yell, and let the
broneho go. . .
= “Beat it!” snapped the Kid. K *“If
‘you ain’t on the horizon in ‘three
minutes, Packsaddle way, my gun
talks again. Beat it. vou pizen sknnk.”

interrupted the  Kid
easy. -~ But-it

(f'uiding his: broncho,

he began, his voice’

Kid..-
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" ana the cowman, foaming with rage,
rode for the cow-town as fast as the
broncho could stretch. The Kid sat in
the saddle . watching the galloping

-horseman till he disappeared beyon

a fold in the prairie, in' the direction
of Packsaddle.

Then, with a smile, the Rio XKid
wheeled his horsc, and rode on towards
the Lazy O ranch alone. ;

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Long Bill’s idea! )
ARNEY BAKER, forcman of the
Lazy O, lay propped in his bunk
in the ramch bunkhouse wrapped
.in bandages, white-faced, black-
browed. Coyote Jenson sat beside the
bunk, smoking. Outside the sunset
glowed red -across the plains. Barney
Baker's eyes werc turned on the open
doorway;:-and occasionally a puncher
passed ‘his range of vision, generally
with a glance towards the bunkhouse
where "the wounded foreman . lay.
Barney ’ stirred. eontinually with the
pain of his wound,-and the bitter dis-
comfort of his thoughts.. He was no
longer forman of the Lazy O, according
to “Mister Fairfax,” tlie new owner
and boss of the ranch. He was “ fired.”
And as soon as he was able to travel he
was to hit the trail, and never see the
Lazy O again, according to Mister

Fairfax.. - ’

But it was likely to be some time
before Bariiey was able to sit a horse.
And the Kid was rnot the man to turn
him out while he was unfit to ride.
That gave the foreman a respite. And
he was not thinking of hitting the trail.
as. he lay there. He was revolving
schemes of vengeance in his mind, and

lans for yet keeping his hold on the

azﬁ.o. Lvery new owner of the Lazy
O, hitherto, had failed to make the
grade, owing to the wiles of Barney

Baker. And he had not despaired of
%etpxng tho upper hand of Mister
airfax.
That it was.a .tough proposition,
- Barney admitted. So far, he had
rogistered, defeat after defeat, and

worst of all was the failure of the
ambush on the plains, when Kansas
Jake had shot him down instead of the
new boss. Tn his disabled state he
could do nothing; but, at least, ‘it
enabled him to remain on the Lazy O,
and plot and plan. Had he been well
the new boss.would have cleared him
off the ranéh. And Barney did not feel
at all sure rhat the bunch, who had
stood by hira so long, would have
chipped . in t¢ stop it. The wildest
bunch 'in the Packsaddle country were
learning to respect their new boss.

“Ain’t he come in yet, Coyote?”
grunted the foreman, at last turning
wearily in the bunk,

Coyote Jenson grinned.

- 1 guéss he won’t come in, Barney.
Panhandle Pete is taking him over the
ranges, and Pete ain’t the guy to lose
a chance.”

“ ] guess he will put paid to Pets
if Pete tries o any gun-p{)ay,” growled
the foreman. “I saw him shoot up
Lariat at Packsaddle. And I'll tell the
world that that kid can handle a gun.
Panbandle Pete wan’t get away with
anything.” -

“I'm banking on Pete,” said the
Coyote confidently.. "“And I guess
Mister Fairfax would be a dead coon
now, if I could use my gun hand. .

And the Coyote scowled down at his
right arm, which was in a sling.

“Aw, can it 'll” snapped Ba}:‘neg
Baker. “You could use your gun-han
bR Trae Popurar.—No. 561,




4

shen you mies up with him on the
trail; -and he winged you. You -ain’t .
good enough for him, any ‘more’n
-Rete,” » L
. The Coyote scowled and smoked in
silence. . .

*Where’s Jake?” snapped the fore-
man. . S~

*“Loafin’ outside.”

“Call him in>

Kansas Jake came into the bunk-
house. He eyed the scowling -man in
the bunk uncasily. Barney gave him
a bitter look. - ¢ - -

“You dog-goned gink!” he .growleq.
“ A pesky mess you made of it, didn’t
you?” - .

“] guess it was your own funeral,
Barney,” answered the gunman.. “You
sure told me you’d be riding a white
horse. y .
that that gol-darped geck ‘would change
hiosses with you—and that you'd . let
him do 1?7 - s
“Fle had a gun -on me,” snarled.
Barney. “Cry it out! It c_an’;? be
helped now. You got to try agin.”...

“Qure }” assented Jake. - > . 1 ol

“He'll be riding back to the ranch,
afore dark. You want to get him fr;pm

- eover as he comes in.” . . .
-+ Kansas Jake looked dubious. .

““The boys . won't .stand. for i,
Barney,”- he taid.«.“They’re sure -a
tough bunch, but shooting down a man
from cover ain’t the.goods for them.
“They sure been cussing me a whole lot

7

already.” .
“Yoxy1 don't want tq' tell them, or let
- them see you, you gink,” gnnrled th’a
foreman. “I'm telling- you, if we don’t
get that guy Fairfax the game’s-up
hyer, and we all got to ride. Are.we
oin’ to let that kid rancher brag in
%acksaddle that he's tamed the toughest
bunch in Texas?” - .
“He’s sure tamed them some,” said
Kansas. “There ain’t a guy in_ the
bunch wants to pull a gun on him.
They sure don’t want trouble with the
galoot that shot up an all-fired gunman
hike Lariat.” : .
“And me lying ' here!” groaned
Barney, “If I was on my feet I'd soon
give him his. You got to get him,
Jake. I.tell you, in a few days he’ll
have the bunch feeding out of his hand, -
and the game will be up here. We've
run tha"iazy O_for years on end, and
are we going to be beat at the finish by
a kid Iii'(:a airfax?” :
it X guess I'lltry,” said Kansas Jake;
and he lounged out of the bunkhouse. -
Barney Baker sank back on his pil-
“lows, with a muttered oath. Long -

¥

And how was a -guy to guess -

trying that agin, siree. _No! And you
‘neyvéf pulled on him. You put Karhds
Jake behind a tree with a rifle, Barney.
Why didn’t you pull on him yourself,
come to that?” .

A curse was the only answer.

“But I got an idea, Barney,” went
on the horse-wrangler.
the corrul now—the durndest outlaw
bronc in the Packsaddle country.
kid Fairfax can sit a hoss, I allow, but
if a
for—

Barney's eyes gleamed. .

- “Now you're talking!” he exclaimed.
“You want to get him to back Apache,
and if that hoss don’t kill him, I guess
he’s got a charm on his life.  There
ain’t a man in the valley of the Pecos
can ride Apache; and I'd have had him
shot afore this, only T reckoned I could
sell him to some guy with his eyes shut.
Say, you get that gink Fairfax on
Apache, and the Lazy O will be in the
Toarket agin for Lawyer Lucas to sell
to some other guy.”

“Y guess I can work it!*’ chuckled the
horse-wrangler. “He's come here to
run the ranch, and if he can't ride it's
his own funeral. T’ll sure got him: on
Apache and leave it to’the hoss.” . -

Long Bill lounged out of the bunk-
house, grinhing.  Barney Baker was
left looking a %ittle comforted. ' Coyote
rose from his bench, and looked out of
the doorway, and muttered an oath.
Far away on the prairie, in the sunset,
a lone horseman appeared in sight,
riding towards the ranch.

“Heo's coming in!” growled the
Coyote.

“Mister Fairfax?”

("Yep ,"

“And Pete—"
“Pete ain’t with him.” .
“What did I tell ‘you?” growled

Barney Baker. “He was too.good for.

Pete, jest as he was too good for you.
But if Bill can get. him on Apache that
outlaw bronec will fix him!” -

“THE THIRD CHAPTER.

i ¢ Shot for Shot!
HE Rio Kid rode cheerily towards

the ranch in the sunset. He
hummed the tune.of a Mexican
fandango as he rodé the pinto.

But his eyes, under the brim of his
Stetson hat, were wary and on the

alert. Well the Kid knew he was taking -

his life in his hands, every minute of
the day and the night, in undertaking

Bill, the horse-wrangler_of the I'azy .0,..to handle the toughest bunch in-Texas.

~stepped - in -and - came -across—to--him. -

Barney gave him a scowl. ... - -
=4 You takin’ ¢andy from the new boss,
Bill, like the rest of the bunch?” he
asked bitterly. - .. P
—“ Not——any;"*—answered—the—
wrangler, “I guess I'm -as keen as”
any guy here {o set kim going. But I

don’t stand for shooting a man down :

from behind a tree, Barney Baker, like
o dog-goned- dago, and I reckon the
bunch won’t stand for it-either. I tell
you the boys are talking about booting

Jake off'n the ranch.”

“Aw can it !” snarled Barniey. *The ~ Wwounded foreman as their

boys can shoot off their mouths while.
T'm lying here. I guess they’ll shut up
when T'm around agin” - __
"~ “I'm telling you, Barney—
“Can it! Ain’t there a guy in’ the
whole bunch that’s man enbﬂgh—«bo pull
8 gun on him_to his face?” sueered
Barney. . . . )
= “Y guess I pulled, and. he had me~
covered so quick it made my head
swim,” grinned Long Bill.
-TBE Popurar.—No., 561. -
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se-—assassination ;~but there were two. or

would not have been surprised,. any
minute, to hear the crack of a rifle.

Most of the bunch, tough as they were,
would not ‘stand for such dirty work as

three gunmen in the outfit .who were

none toc good for it. And the Kid was

:well aware that Barney Baker, lying
disabled in the bunkhouse, had " not
‘given up hope of ridding the Lazy O of
its new boss. - The bunch treated Mister
Fairfax with more or less. respect; but
secretly they were still looking to..the
1 leader, and
backing his play. :
- A quarter of a mile from the gate in
the home fence, on the trail that led
up to the ranch, a clump of - cotton-

woods grew; and the Kid had his eyés

keenly on that clump as he neared the
ranch. If any guninam ‘in the- bunch
bhad a fancy for laying- for him' as he
returned to the 'Lazy: O, that  was

exactly the spot he would ‘select; for the. t
“I aln’t “trail ran almost under the branches of guess I’d" have let*up on you,

the trees, arid any - passing’” horseman

“Apache is in_
That.
guy could get him to back Apache.,

. and the
" to touch

he approached the ranch the XKid

~and the:
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was at the mercy of a marksman hidden
there. And the Kid smiled as he saw
a blue jay fluttering over the tree-tops.
The Kid did not need telling that the
bird had been startled by someone .
-moving 'in the trees below; . and he
knew that a man was in cover amid..
the tall trees that grew close together
over the trail. -

. “They sure do want to give a guy. a
lively time on this hyer ranch!” smiled
the Kid as he rode on.

The trail ran past the south side of
the clump; and the Kid knew, as if he
had seen him, that a man was hidden
in the trees, with a rifle already bear-':
ing on the irail, watching for him to’
pass. He had already been seen comiing,
and the gunman was waiting, -he
figured. And still at a distance the Kid
swung to-the right, and galloped to-
wards the trees on the north side of the.
clump. .

He plied guirt and spur as he rode,
.g’into’s hoofs seemed scarcely
the ground as he flew.

- . Bwiftly he. reached the cottonwoods,
threw himself.from the foaming horse,
and leaped into the trees. . .
v A Stetson hat showed fn the under-
woods that grew thickly among the tall,
massive trunks. It had gone as the Kid
figured. - The ambushed gunman had
been watching the south; and when the
Kid changed his direction the man came
scrambling 2nd plunging through the
timber towards the northern side. But
he had not counted on the Kid’s haying
spoited the ambuscade, or on the

- swiftness of Mister Fairfax in reaching

the timber. i

The Kid’s gun ivas in his hand, and.
the bang of the long-barrelled Colt
woke a thousand echoes in the' timber
and across the plain. The Stetson spun
from the head it ¢overed, and there was
a yell of surprise and rage.

. “Say, you gink, here I am, and I'm
coming a shooting !’ shouted the Kid.

A rifle cracked in the thicket, and the
bullet sang by a yard from the Kid.
_He could not see the man who had
fired; but the shot was guide. enough
for him. His return fire ecrashed’
through the thicket, bullet after bullet

——as fast as'the Kid could pull'the frigger.

Leaves and twigs flew before the crash-
ing lead, and there was a scream and a
heavy fall. . .
““I guess that gink has got his!” mur-
mured the Kid. )

And he ran on.

Kansas Jake lay stretched under the
trees, a rifle by his side, groaning. - -

The Kid looked down: at him, his gun -
ready if the ruffian lifted & hand. But
Kansas Jake was past that. . Two of the -
Kid’s bullets had gone through him,

gunman lay. helpless in a pool

of blood. e -

He glared up at the Rio Kid with
glazing eyes. ;
“You got me!” he muttered thickly.

“You've said it}” agreed the XKid.
coolly. “You durned lobo wolf, it was
‘you, I reckon, that laid for me on the
-prairie afore! I- guess-you was some-
hog not to know when you'd - had
enough!” - R

Kansas Jake’s hand 1groped feebly to-
wards his belt. But his strength “was
“gone, and his hand did not reach his

.gun. . Jpe
" The Kid Jooked down on him grimly.

‘4] reckon your jig-is up,” “he said.

."It was Barney Baker
. this game, I guess.” 7~ -
~—-“Durn him!” muttered Kansas._‘i;;t

put_you up.to.

Barney——"2 He choked. *
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The Kid waited a moment or two,
and then turned away and went back
to his horsé. . There came no sound
again from the man who was left lying
under the cottonwoods.

e new boss of the Lazy O re:
mounted the pinto and rode on to the
ranch. He leaped the gate and rode
towards the bunkhouse. ’

From the doorway Coyote Jenson was
staring at him moodily; and three or
four punchers watched him ride up.

“VWhere’s Pete, boss?’ called out
Shorty.

“Pete?” answered the Kid. “I guess
Panhandle Peotc’s fired. IHe pulled on
me, and got hurt, and I sure started
him for Packsaddle.- He won’t be
around any more—not so long as I'm
boss ¢f the Lazy O’ ’

“I guess that won’t be powerful
long I” ‘muttered Coyote Jenson, with a
-scowl,

The Kid glanced at him.

“What's that?” he asked. “Say it
louder, feller, if you want me to hear.”

But the Coyote did not say it louder.
He backed into the bunkhouse and dis-
appeared from sight. S

“Here, you, Shorty,” called out the
Kid, ‘“take another man, and hit for
that clump of cottonwoods along the
trail.” .

““What's the game, boss?”

“I guess youw'll ind a gink there, all
shot up,” answered the Kid. *“It’s the
galoot you call Kansas Jake. He laid
for e there with a rifle, and came out
at the little end of the horn.” .

“Oh, shol” ejaculated Shorty.

“He’s got his ticket for soup, but I
reckon he ain’t going to be left for the
coyotes and the buzzards,” said the
Kid, “You take a guy with you, and
see him planted decent.”

The punchers looked at one another
in silence. - .

“Here you, Long Bili!” called out
the Kid, dismounting. .

The horse wrangier Jlounged over
from the corral. .

“Take that cayuse and look after
him,"” said the Kid. “He’s sure a good
hoss, and T want him cared for. You
get me?” .

“I get you boss,” said Long Bill; and
he led the pinto into the corral. -

The Kid walked away to the ranch-
house. He disappeared into the build-
ing, and the Lazy punchers still
stared at one another. - Shorty and

nother man started for the cotton-
e In-the bunk-

wood clump on the trail.
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house Coyote Jenson stepped to the
bunk of the wounded foreman.

“Jake's got his!” he said laconically.

Barney Baker gritted his teeth.

“I guess,” said Coyote slowly, “that
that guy, Fairfax, is too good a man
for this bunch;"Barney! If that outlaw
bronc don’t get him I'reckon I’m throw-
ing in my hand.” - :

An oath was the only answer from.
Barney Baker.

The Broncho Buster !

“M ISTER FAIRFAX!”
porch after breakfast, when
Long Bill came loping up. From the
of timber all within the borders of the
Lazy O. The kid looked, and figured that
the Texas Rangers at his heels, or
dodging the sheriffs in the tangled paths

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
‘The Rio Kid was sunning

himeelf in the ranch-house

porch the Kid could look over many a
square mile of rolling prairie and belts
it was good. This was better, the Kid
reckoned, than riding the llano with
of the chaparral. The Kid was more
than satisbed with the ranch he had

DRIVEN OFF THE RANCH'!
letting you off lightly,” said the Kid.
it won’t be healthy for you to give me any more
chin-wag.
Packsaddle.””’
cracked in the air and touchsd the flank of
Panhandlie Pete’s broncho.
into motion the next moment. (See Chapler 1.)

bought; more than pleased by the new
prospect opening before him of life as
a rancher in the Packsaddle country.

So long as no galoot tumbled to the
fact that he was the boy outlaw of the
Rio Grande the Kid figured that it was
going to be good. And so far nc
Packsaddle guy had dreamed of guess-
ing that Mister Fairfax was the *fire-
bug ” once known as the Rio Kid. -

It _made the Kid smile to think what
the Lazy O bunch would have said and

“ I'm sure
“ But

’ve told you to hit the traitl for
The kid-rancher’s - quirt

‘The animal leapt

done had they been wise to it; what
Barney Baker would have said and
done. But it was, the Kid reckoned,
all O.K. To the bunch, and to the
foreman, he was simply a kid rancher,
who had bought the Lazy O and fancied
that he could run it.

As the horse-wrangler came up to the

. Eorch the Kid turned his head, and gave

im a cheery nod. Of all the bunch he
liked Long Bill the best, none the less
because the . horse-wrangler had once
tried to pull a gun on him, That gave
the Kid no grouch. In fact, rough and
tough as the Lazy O bunch were, the
Kid did not dislike them any. He knew
that they would get‘ the upper hand of
him if they could, by any means that
came within their rough eode, but a
fight had always had a good savour to
the Kid. He had looked over all the
bunch now, and there were a few og
them that he reckoned were “pizen’
enough for Kansas Jake's tactics, and
those few, he reckoned, would watch out
how they brought on themselves the fate
of Kansas. So long as a square game
was played the'Kid was not likely to
get any grouch against the bunch. Ans
for firing the whole outfit and gettin:
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rew men in, the Kid did not think of
it. He was going to run the ranch; and
run the bunch, or know the reason why.
Only a guy who ésked for it was going
to be fired.

“Mister Fairfax, sir,” said Long Bill,
and there was respect in his tones,
though there was a curious glimmer in
his eyes. -

“Shoot I said the Kid.’

“I guess I want to know, sir,” said
the wrangler. *There’s that there cayuse
Apache in the corral, and I guess we've
had to keep him fenced off in s corner,
all on his lonesome, to keep him from
savaging the other critters. There ain’t
a guy in the bunch can ride him, but
I've been telling the boys, sir, that you
+ could do it, Mister Fairfax; and sure if

that eritter could be broke to the rein

he would be worth a thousand dollars to
you, sir. Now he ain’t worth more’n

a rifle cartridge.”

The Kid’s eyes fixed for a second on
Long Bill’s face. Then he smiled and
nodded. :

I guess I seen that cayuse,” he said.
“T guess he’s an outlaw, on his locks.”

“Sure thing,” assented Long Bill”
“and the boys say there ain’t a guy
in ‘Texas could ride him, unless it was
the Rio Kid.” .

The Kid started ever so slightly.

“The Rio Kid?” he repeated.
“Who's that?”

“Guess you must have come a long
way, sir, if you ain’t heard of the
Rio Kid,” said Long Bill, with a stare.
“He’s the durndest fire-bug in Texas:
and they say he's the best rider beiween
the Grande and the Colorado. He ain’t
never been seen in this section, but any
Guy 'in Packsaddle could tell you all
about him.

The Kid smiled.

“But I reckon, sir, I've seen you
riding that pinto, and I guess you know
suthin’ about hosses,” went on the
wrangler, “and I'm sure telling the
bunch you could back Apache, and
tecach him manners. I’ve put up ten
dollars on it, if you’d care to try it on,
Mister Fairfax, sir.”

“I can sure ride, a few !’ said Mister
Fairfax thoughtfully. * “I've sat buck-
Jumpers in my time, but that Apache
does look an ornery cuss of a cayuse.”
Then he nodded. “But if you’ve bet

_ ten dollare on your boss, feller, your
boss ain’t letting you lose them if he
can help it. Get that cayuse roped in.”

“You'll ride him, sir?” .

“I’ll sure be along as soon as you've
got him roped.” - -

Long Bill did not grin till his back
was turned.” But he grinned widely
then, as he walked back to the corral.
Shorty was waiting by the corral gate,

. and he grinned, too, as he received a
wink ‘from the wrangler. . A dozen
sunchers, breakfasting at the bunk-

ouse, came out eagerly on the news -

that Mister. Fairfax was going to ride
Apache.  Even the ranch cook came
out of the chuck-house, & frying-pan
in his hand, to look on. Coyote Jeneon
lounged in the bunk-house doorway,
with an eager light in his eyes, Barney
Baker, lying in his bandages, breathed
hard and waited for what would happen.
There was a thrill' of excitement when
Mister Fairfax sauntered on the scene.

Long Bill roped in the “outlaw ® in
the corral, ‘and Apache—the wickedest-
looking broncho in Packsaddle Country—
was led out on two lassoes, one held by
Long Bill, the other by Shorty. He
came out with his heels lashing, his

ears laid back, his eyes glinting, and his

teeth showing bare._ Two siron

hela him, but the Lazy O rbuncgh rgo;)\?:

him a wide berth, all the-sante. Long
Tue Porrrar.—No. 561,

Bill himself, a-master-hand with horses,
would never have dreamed of riding
Apaché; indeed, the outlaw would have

been shot long .since, 'but for Barney-

Baker’s hope of selling him to some
greenhorn.

every man in the bunch was convinced
that™ if Mister Fairfax put a leg across
him Mister Fairfax was a gone coon.

That, according to the ideas of the
bunch, was all in the game. If Mister
Fairfax fancied that he could ride
Apache, and was gink ecough to ftry,
it was his own funeral. -The bunch
were ready to pick up and bury what
was left of him afterwards. .

Held by the ropes. kicking and
squealing, Apache looked a prize-
packet, and the Rio Kid regarded him
thoughtfully. The Kid had never met
his match in horseflesh yet; and his
chief thought as he looked at the
outlaw was what a fine cayuse he
would be if he found his master.

The Kid was quite .. wise to the
game that was %oing on; he knew that
the whole bunch expected him to be
killed by the outlaw bronc, and that
the wrangler fancied that he had led
him into a death-trap It made the
Kid smile, He reckoned he could ride

" any four-legged critter in Texas, and

he knew, too, that if he wanted to put
it over on the Lazy O bunch he could

not ‘do it better than by riding a horse’

that no other man in Packsaddle dared
to ride. Horsemanship was the surest
way to the heart of a cowpuncher.

“I guess he’s ready for you te saddle
up, Mister Fairfax!” said Long Bill,
grinning. “Say, he looks seorter wild,
but I guess you'll handle him, T’ve bet
the boys ten dollars youw'll make the
grade, sir.”” .

“You'll win!” said the Kid.

He took the saddle and fixings and
approached the asprawling broncho
coolly but cautiously. It was not easy
to saddle Apache, even while the ropes
held him, but the Kid contrived it; and
the staring punchers had to admit that
he was “mno slouch.”” But riding the
outlaw was another matter. .

“Let him rip!”

The Kid’s voice rang clea.rli.

The ropes slipped cff, and the sprawl-
ing outlaw scrambled furiously to his

feet, squealing with rage.---~He was-

scarcely on his feet when the Kid was
on his back. : ’

‘“He’s up!” yelled Long Bill.

Not a man had expected Mister Fair-
fax even .to be able to mount the out-
law. They had expected .the brute to
trample him, tear Lkim with his teeth,.
savage -him to death. And they were
prepared to watch, with grim-ruthless-
ness, that fate befall the man who
fancied that he could run theé Lazy O
ranch and handle the Lazy O bunch.
‘They stared as they 'saw him in the
saddle, with a powerful grip on the
reins. ) . - :

Apache for a setond stood stock-still,
as if thunderstruck: Then the circus
began. - " .

In- a cloud of  dust bared teeth

leamed, a sha{ggy tail whisked, Heofs
Exshed and eaped and . pounded.
Every second the punchers expectéd to
seo Mister Fairfax go down, to. be
trampled to death under erashing hoofs,
torn by savage teeth. ’

But Mister Faiifax did not go down.
He stuck to the saddle as if he were
part of 'it, an iron hand gripping the
reins, the otier hand gripping  the
quirt and lashing. :

Squealing ang snorting with rage,
panting and foaming; "Apathe tried
every demon’s trick he*knew--and tried
them all in vain. He reared on his

Nobody on the Lazy O be-
lieved that he could be “tamed—and ™

hind legs and secemed as if about to
topple backwards on'his rider, and the
.Kid clung to his back like 'a limpet:
hé came down again with a crash of
his forefecet that seemed to shake the
_earth, but the Kid did not shoot over
his head. He rolled sideways on the
ground, and the Kid ledped clear; and
as the horse scrambled up again be
sprang into the taddle once more.

Long minutes passed while man and
horse fouiht for the mastery, and the
Lazy O bunch stared on. spellbound. -
They had seen buck-jumping before and
hard riding, but they had not seen the
like of this, _ :

“He'll -make the grade!

Long Bill. “Gee-whiz! Im ¢
guys that he’ll make the grade!

“Carry me home  to die!”
Shorty in awe.

Crash, crash, crash! went the thun-
dering hoofs. Again and again the
outlaw broncho strove to wind round
his neck and tear at the rider with his
teeth, and every time his head was
jerked grimly back, and the quirt took
1ts toll. -

The enraged broncho threw himself
down at last and refused to rise; but
the lashing quirt drove him to his feet
once more, and as soon as he was up
the Kid was in the saddle, sticking there
like grim death. ) .

- And suddenly Apache broke into a
frantic gallop, heading for the gate on
the trail, and it seemed that he would
crash into the strong pine bars; but,
under the Kid's iron hand, he rose to
the leap and cleared the gate. Down
the trail he went thundering at a mad
gallop, as if by wild speed he sought
to unseat the steady rider; but it was
clear by this time that Mister Fairfax
had mastered the outlaw, and that it
was only a question of time before the
horse gave in. :

They vanished ecross the rolling
prairie, leaving the Lazy O bunch star-
ing in & buzzing, astonished crowd.

“He’ll make it!” said Long Bill, with
conviction. “Say, that guy Fairfax is
some broncho buster! He sure is some
broncho buster I .

Clatter,. clatter, clatter?

Back from- the prairie came Apache
and his rider, leaping the gate and
-clattering on to the corral.” But it was
a docile' Apache now; covered with dust
and sweat, obedient to the rein, the
devil in him quelled if not tamed.

“I guess you can turn that cayuse
into the corral, Long Bill,”’ drawled the
Kid, as he dismounted. *T’ll ride him
agin to-morrow, but he’s sure had
enough for a day. Say, he’s a good
cayuse, and I'll be proud to ride him.”

“Mister Fairfax, sir, I take off my
hat. to you!” said Long Bill almost
reverently. “I ain’t denying that I
reckoned that cayuse would cook your
goose, sir; but youw've rode him, and I
take off my-hat to you, sir. The guy
who can ride that-a-way is good enough
to boss me and the Lazy O—and I
reckon this bunch says the same!”

“You’ve said it !” grinned Shorty.

And there was a roar of approval from
the bunch as Apache was turned into
the corral. ’ C

The Kid lifted his Stetson to the
cheering and walked away, smiling. ]

He had won the hearts of the wildest
outfit in Packsaddle, and he knew—as .
“Barney Baker, cursing in the bunk-
house; knew—that from that hour he
had the Lazy O bunch feeding from his
hand. - : ’

’ THE END.A

11

_gasped

said

(¥Yow, chums, ~iool_: out /a; anather
topping long tale of the Rio EKid nexs
week!)
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HE'S ONLY A BOY—YET THE RIO KID MANAGES A BIG TEXAS RANCH I

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Boss of the Lazy O!

“ ORNIN’, boss!” '
“‘Mornin} " smiled the Li

Rio Xid. :

: Nothing could have been
more respectful than the greeting of
Long Bill, the horse-wrangler of the
Lazy O Ranch, as the Rio Kid came
swinging cheerily towards the bunk-
.house. )

Half a dozen punchers on the benches
outside the bunkhouse rose to their feet
with a cheery “’Mornin’, boss!” The
ranch cook look out of the chuck-
house and - griwhed a cheery -good-
morning to the boy rancher. .

The Kid could not help smiling.

He smiled from cheery good-humour,
also from the reflection of how he had
tamed the Lazy O bunch. -

It was hardly more than a week since
the Kid had bought the ranch. It was
only a couple of days since he had made
the final payment to Lawyer: Lucas at
Pecos Bend, and could call the Lazy O
definitely his own. The buying of the
Lazy O had made a deep hole in the
pile the Kid had made, long ago, ab
the gold-mines of Arizona. But it was
a good bargain; the Kid, who knew
everything about land and caftle that
& galoot. could cram into his cabeza,
knew that he had a big hargain in the
Lazy O. Forty thousand dollars had
bought it; and the Kid figured that if
it wasn’t worth twice the sum, under
capable management, he had better
%uit ranching and go and chop logs.

or s0 short a_time had the Kid been
master of the Lazy O, yet already the
wild trails of the boy.outlaw of the Rio
Grande scemed far away in the past,
and the Kid was quite startled every
now and then to reflect that Mister
Fairfax, boss of the Lazy O, bad been
known so short o time ago as the Rio

THE

- ARM of the LAY

By RALPH REDWAY.

o 2
X

The Arm of the Law 1s far—reac‘n;ng.
but that 1t would stretch as far as the
distant Packsaddle country the Rio
Kid did not ;maghte for one moment,
That it does, and l)r;ngs with it dire
danger for the Kid-rancher is des-
eribed i1n vivid c}tapters in the

t}\riuing Western Yarn below .!

Kid, hunted by the Texas Rangers and
half the sheriffs in Texas.

The Kid had made the grade at the
azy O. Every galoot in the  cow-
town of Packsaddle had opined that the
JLazy O bunch would never take an order
from *Mister Fairfax.” ¥e was the
sixth or seventh guy who had bought
that ranch; and every time previously
Barney Baker, the foreman, had put

paid to it. Former buyers had been

scared off, bullied off, quirted off; and,
the law being rather a minus quantity
in the Packsaddle country, they had
been glad to throw the ranch on the
market again.

That had not happened to the .Kid.
In Packsaddle they reckoned that Mister
Fairfax had been booted off the ranch
long since, or else shot up or lynched by
the bunch. It was well known all along
the Rio Pecos that Barney Baker and the
bunch would never stand for having a
new boss. And the Kid had tamed the
bunch—the wildest bunch in Texas. If
there was a man on the Lazy O who

still nourished hostility, it was Coyote’

Jenson, who still carried an arm in a
sling to remind him of the Kid’s gun-
play. And if he nourished hostility, he
said nothing about it to the Kid or the
bunch. For—a fact that would have
made Packsaddle open its eyes wide—
the Kid was popular with the whole
bunch, as popular as any ranch bosg
could be with his outfit.

Cheerily the Kid nodded to his men
as he lounged into the bunkhouse. He
liked the Lazy O; ho liked the bunch,
rough and lawless as they were; he liked
to remember that sheriffs did not care
to ride Packsaddle trails; he liked to
think that his wild days =5 an outlaw
were over, and that from now on the
Rio Kid was dead and buried, and that
Mister Fairfax, the rancher, lived in
his place. The Kid had mever wanted
to be an outlaw—never of his own

accord hHad he ridden a lawless trail;
and now he reckoned that he had done
with it. Raising cattle, buying and selling
steers, cutting his alfalfa, and riding in
the rodeo—such were the activities the
Kid had marked out for the future. No
man had recognised the Rio Kid since
he had ridden into Packsaddle, though
once or twice he fancied he had caught
a curious gleam in the cyes of Barney
Baker fixed on him intently. The Rio
Kid was dead, and Rancher FFairfax was
alive, and all was going fine.

“Say, feller!’ said the Kid, as he
stepped into the bunkhouse and stopped
beside the bunk of the one-time foreman
of the ranch.

Barney Baker, still bandaged, but
getting well from his wound, sat in his
bunk at breakfast brought him by
Coyote Jenson. The Coyote gave Mister
Fairfax a dark look from under his
brows, but saluted him civilly and stood
back as he addressed Barney Baker.’

The foreman of the Lazy O—foreman
in name, but boss in fact till the coming
of the Rio Kid—looked up, his eyes
glinting at Mister Fairfax. .

“*Mornin’ I said the Kid cheerily.

‘Barney grunted. .

“I guess I've come to give you the
office, feller,” said the Kid. “You're
mended enough to hit the trail, I
reckon. There ain’t room for two bosses
on the Lazy O, and you want to hit the
trail bright an ’early. You get me?”

Barney Baker did nob answer.

“I ain’t got it agin you that you
played a low-down game on me here,’
continued the Kid. “You aimed to
keep the Lazy O in your own paws,
Barney; you've man-handled every guy
that bought it afore 1 humped in, and
1. guess you shot up one man, or some
guy did it for you.. You tried the same
game on me. and slipped up on it.
ain’t got any grouch about that.- 1 guess -
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Yhis Here rancﬁh gvas- v\éorth a.fight; :nc};

u put up a t, and you come out a

{}?e lli)ttle gnd ofg the horn. I bought this
. ranch fair and square, and you figured
that yowd put me under the alfalfa to
make it grow and keep the goods.
ain’t grousing none. But youre fired,
and you've %een allowed to hang on
here till you mended. Now it’s time to

uit,” : . .
4 Still Barney did not speak.

Under his thick brows his glinting
eyes were on the handsome, sunburnt
face of the boy rancher.

THhe same thought that had come into
his mind at the first meeting in Pack-
saddle was in Barney’s mind now. .

Where had he seeén Mister Fairfax
before?

Somewhere, he was. certain, he had
seen that. handsome, reckless face, those
clear, blue eyes as cool as ice, that well-

cut mouth with its good-humoured,
mocking smile—but where? The face,
"wwhen he had seen it before, had been
different somehow, but the same, Where
had he seen this kid rancher who had
ousted him from the Lazy O? Not in
the Packsaddle country, he was sure of
that; somewhere else in Texas, when he
had been on one of his trips buying or
selling steers. He knew the galoot, he
was sure, as well as he knew the back
of his own hand, and yet he could not
place him, .

The searching, penetrating look in
Barney’s deep-set eyes did not escape
the Kid. His sense of danger, born of
his wild life on the outlaw trails, re-
acted to that look of struggling recog-
nition. The smile -died off 'his lips.
More guys knew the Rio Kid than the
Kid could possibly know; and though
he was certain he had never seen
Barney till he rode into Packsaddle, it

'Y Py
<0 L 2od Lo fod Sod ] °

L aogl Sod ROt Bod Sod 2 hogd Lo 2o

LEASE to.remember the Fifth
P of November . . .”” Yes, we
who the dooce ¢s this Guy

¥awkes chap ? - N
Not one fellow in ten thousand has
ever seen a picture of the one and only
Guy Fawkes, and so most of us see

All About This Guy Fawkes Business !

New light shed upon the Gunpowder Plot, and upon Guy
Fawkes, who has endeared himself to the hearts of all
l?oys and girls,

- all know that old tag. But

the opening of Parliament because of
what might happen.

.Gunpowder was alleged to have been
found. 8o they had to find con- -
spirators. Court and io!itical intrigue
pounced on Guy Fawkes and certain
-of his companions.

Guy was tortured—and they after-

nothing incongruous in the fact that of wards produced a document supposed
all the umpteen guy-dummies that are to be signed by Guy himself amounting
hawked about and set fire to on this practically to a confession. Tre--
day devoted to Guy scarcely two are in  mendous suspicion, to put it mildly,
any way similar! - - attaches to that document—and you

“Oh,”Y know who he was; right.Doustn’s forget that Guy Fawkes had
enough ! I can hear someone say.
“*Tried to blow up the Houses of
Parliament—somewhere back in the
history book.” .

But did he? Latter-day
tigators have been throwing much
doubt on the old history book yarn

" which says that this Yorkshireman was
closely wraj !
which had for its object the b
sky-high of king and parliament
reign of King James the First.

They even say that the official
account of the plot, its discovery and
frustration, as issued by the govern-
ment of that day, was * all my eye ""—
a deliberate fake to serve dishonest
ends. Certainly some of the details as
they have trickled down to us through
the history books seem a bit shaky.

For instance, the official account says
that Guy Fawkes and his fellow villains
had stacks of gunpowder stored in a
cellar underneath the House of Lords,
ready ‘“‘to touch ” off at the moment

owing
in the

Well, there positively was no cellar
in Guy Fawkes' time beneath the
House of Lords. And as gunpowder
was & monopoly of the government and
simply not obtainable in the ordinary
way, it looks as though this gungowder
plot must have been gunpowderless,
doesn’t it ? .

However, Guy Fawkes was collared
—not with a lighted torch in his hand
.and about to fire & train to the barrels
of gunpowder, but well away from the
scene of the alleged intended crime.

The Parliament Buildings had been
searched, on account of an anonymous
letter which had been sent to a Lord
Monteagle warning him not to attend

© In due course he went to the scafiold

- youngster, inherited property when his -

ped up in a ,consFimcyA

“hundreds of pairs of hands have

busy
_sizes, squibs that give a gentle splutter

that the greatest damage could be done. ~the

_8separate cuse to touch off the particular

been tortured.

—thirty-six years old, and so we got-
our Fifth of November merriments !
Heo went to school at York as a

father died, and later went out to Spain
-and joined the Spanish army. He took
art  in several battles,
returned to England and his doom.
And now for many weeks past
en
meaking crackers of all sorts and .

and giants of their kind that nearly
split your ear-drums with their hissing, -
rockets  that shcot screaming into
space, Roman candles and catherine
wheels—the making and selling of all
of which comprise industries that kee
several big firms going the year round.

It isn’t & simple operation, making
even the simplest of fireworks. Some -
must pass through perhaps a score of
different hands, each of the separate
components needing to be filled into

shell ¥ in due and settled rotation.

Mighty displays of fireworks, such as
those given at the Crystal Palace, are
marve%s] of organisation and mechanical
'n?enuity. *“Set pieces,” as they are ~
called, may represent, in fireworks, an
enormous human face, a battleship in
action—nothing seems impossible for .
those who stage huge Fifth of Novem-
ber displays to depict in crackers.

These wonderful firework scenes are
“‘ done " on an immense upright frame-
work to which the varied “’bangers” "}
are attached, and there may be fifteen
or more - assistants stationed - behind
that framework each waiting for their

fireworks for which they are made-
responsible.
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was quite on the cards that Barney
might have seen him. grim loo
came over the Kid’s face.

“You got a tongue in your cabeza ?
he demanded sharply.

“T reckon!” growled Barney. .

“I guess you want to use it, then!’
snapped the Kid. “I'm telling you that
it’s time for you to quit.? - )

“I guess I ain’t fit to sii a brone,”
said Barney Baker slowly. “But it's
your say-so, boss; you got the cinch on
me. I guess-you got the bunch feeding
out of your hand now.” His eyes blazed
for a second. “Tell them to ride me on
a rail off’n this ranch that I’ve run for
vears, and I reckon they’ll do it. I ain’t
got no kick cq_ming.' You've beat me,
and you've gofine by the shert kairs”

The Kid’s face softened a little.” He
could feel for a defeated man, even if
that man had been defeated in a law-
less, desperate attempt to cinch another
man’s property. Barney Baker had run
the Lazy O so long that he had come
to look on the ranch as his own. Law-
less enough his actions had been; but the
Kid, after all, had not always been a
respecter of the law himself. .

“X guess I ain’t the galoot to go hard
on a guy when he’s down to bedrock,”
said the Kid. “You got to beat it,
that’s a cinch. You've feathered your
nest pretty well, I reckon; selling cattle
that never belonged to you, you've got
a roll tucked away somewhere, Barney,
and I ain’t asking you to pony up. But
all the time youw've been lying here
you’ve been trying to put it across’ me.

" I had to shoot up Kansas Jake that you

put up to lay for me on the prairie. I
guess every time you chew the rag with
the Coyote here you’re aiming to fix
me. 1 guess I’m going to be my own
foreman, and there®sure_ ain’t room for
two. ‘But if you can’t sit a brone, like
you sllow, I'm giving you time.,” The
Kid loocked long and searchingly at the
foreman of the Lazy O. “I reckon you
could ride if you liked, and you're
freezing on here bgcause youdfigure that
the game ain’t up yet and you may get
ea chance of fixing me. It ain’t_good
enough, Barney! You got to go. I give
you three days, and if you ain’t sitting
" a bronc by that time, I'll fix you up in
the chuck-wagon and send you into

. Packsaddle.”

“It’s your say-so!” answered Barney
- sullenly. - e - S
“You’ve said it,” agreed the Kid.
And he walked out of the bunk-house.
“and went to the corral for the pinto
horse he was accustomed to ride with
the Lazy O. Happy and contented as
the Kid now was, thers was one lurking
regret—Side-Kicker was no longer with
him. The grey mustang with the black
patch was well-known as the Rio Kid's
steed, too well-known for the Kid to
ride him into Packsaddle, when he was
taking a new name and throwing the
past gehind- him. But the Kid’s heart.
vearned for the faithful mustang that
had carried him through many a wild -
fight, and over many a dangerous trail,

" and he figured that before long he

would take a chance, and bring Side-
Kicker to the ranch. -
Barney Baker, when the Kid left the
‘bunk-house, did not resume his break-
" fast. He leaned back in the bunk, his
haggard eyes fixed on the doorway by
which the Kid had gone, and the sunny
plains beyond. His eyes were glinting,
and there was a wrinkle of deep thought
in his brow. The Coyote came closer
to him. ) .
“That cinches if, Barney,” he said.
“You got to beat it! That Kid Fair-
fax means cold business.” ; i
“Sure {” growled Barney. .
“There's nothing te it,” said Coyote
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Jensen.  “The -bunch-are feeding from
his hand, and you ain't a chance of
setting them agin him now. He’s boss,
and I guess he’s staying boss. I reckon
T'm the only guy here that would care
to pull a gun on him, and I ain’t
pulling any gun on the galoot that shot
up Lariat and Kansas Jake! It ain’t
healthy. There’s nothing to it; Barney,
and you may as well chew on that,
end beat it 12 .

“I seen_that guy
afore, somewheres,
afore . he hit the
Packsaddle
country,” said
Barney slowly. “I
don’t rightly place
him, I guess he’s
changed some, but I
seen him afore.
Say, Coyote, who’is
this here Mister
Fairfax? What was
his lay-out afore he
hit Packsaddle? He
rides like a
Comanche, and
handles his Colt
like a gunman. He
claims to be a
. rancher, and hands

“out. forty thousand
" dollars for the Lazy
- 0, but.he don’t talk
none about where
he comes from, or
what folks knew
him,”

“1 guess there’s
plenty in Pack-
saddle you can say
the same of, or near -
it,” grinned the
Coyote. “ You want
to  believe that
Mister Fairfax is a
guy with a bad
record 7

-“Y sure been

figuring on it !”

“It won't
him any in the
Packsaddle country.
There’s -sure a lot
of citizens in Pack-
saddle that wouldn’t  tc
sheriffs in other counties.
nothing to it, Barney.” .

The Coyote lounged away, teaving
Barney Baker in deep, bitter thought.
His black brow grew blacker, as, -he
caught a glimpse, through the open
sunny doorway, of the Kid riding the
pinto down 4o the prairie. The Kid
rode as if horse and rider were one,
with ease and grace, and in his look as
he rode, in the easy action with which
he lifted the pinto over the gate, there
was something familiar to Barney’s
eyes—faiiliar but elusive. He had seen
Mister. Tairfax before, and when he
had seen him, Mister Fairfax had been
riding, ;he was sure of that now. But
where, jand when, and what was there
to it,-even if it was so?

Somehow, it seemed to the bitter,
brooding mind of the foreman, that if
he ecould ‘place’ .Mister FEairfax, if
only he could recall when and where
he had seen him before, it might mean

.something to_him, might give him the
chance for which he longed, of getting
the upper hand of the new boss of the
Lazy No doubt the wish was father
to the thought, but the thought would
not _leave Barney’s mind, and he
brooded and brooded, the handsome,
sunburnt face dancing elusively in half-
recalled memory. .

like to meet the
There’s

NEWS FOR THE TEXAS RANGER'!
at the stern-looking ranger.
to ses him, if you can.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Danger ! .

HE Kid’s heart missed a beat.
In the golden afternoon, the
new boss of the Lazy O was
lounging in a rocker on the

porch, his feet on a rail.

The Kid had spent most of the day in
the saddle; never tiring, so far, of

visiting the out-lying ranges of the

\
R\

Ay

W\

were seen comin’.’’

Lazy v, inspecting lonely stockmen’s
huts, calculating water supplies and
cattle feed. - The bunch had learned
that “ Mister Fairfax ”” knew the ranch

businessfrom A to Z, and respected him -

the more for it. And the Kid showed
an intelligent consideration for the
comfort of his outfit, .and had made
many little changes for™the better,
remembering his own days as a puncher.

Bitter as it was to Barney Baker, the
Kid was growing more and more
popular with the Lazy O bunch, the
bunch that had sworn that they never
would submit to a new boss. They
submitted now, and seemed to like it.
If* Mister Fairfax was a ‘ kid’ in years,
he was a man in everything else, and
the bunch knew it.

Life seemed good to the Kid now.
Sitting in the rocker on the porch, he
surveyed wide grasslands that were all
his own, moving herds of cattle of which
every head among the hundreds be-
longed to him.

This, the Kid figured, was a heap
better than lonely trails on the llano,
hidden camps in the chaparral. Better
than hunting cover in the Huecas, or
dodging the Texas Rangers among the
rocks of the Mal Pais, .

From the blue distance a bunch of
riders came in sight, and for some time
the Kid watched them idly, taking them

‘Ths wounded foreman sat up in his bunk and fac
‘* You seen Mister Fairfax ?’’ he asked.
1 know he’s a man you're after—he’s only took sick the moment you guys
(See Chapter 4.)

for a bunch of his own puuchers. But
ds_they drew nearer to the ranch, the
Kid sat bolt upright in his rocker, and
stared at them, his keen eyes parrowing
to pin-points under his knitted brows.

The approaching riders were not cow=
men. At a distance, the Kid's eyes
picked them out as Texas Rangers. And
his eyes fixed on a man who rode %
little ahead of the bunch, a man of

7
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ed ‘across

‘“ No ! $ Welt, you want

small stature, almost hidden under a
Stetson hat.

“Gee!” murmured the Kid.

For a second his heart missed a beat,
and he was very still. : s

Texas Rangers—who seldom rode
Packsaddle trails, Why had that bunch
ridden . into. Backsaddle country, and
who . was the little man on the black
broncho at their head? The Kid could "
not see his face, but he had no doubs
of him. It was Jim Hall—* Mule-Kick™
Hall—captain of the Rangers, the man
who had hunted the Rio Kid in the
Mal Pais. .

The Kid did not move.

But the cheery smile faded from his

‘face; the wide green grasslands glowing

in the Texas sunshine, grew dull to his
eyes. ’ -
No man in the Packsaddle country
knew the Kid. A vague thought had
crossed his mind that Barney Baker
had some suspicion of him, but that was
all.” He was in a new country, where

.his name was known, as it was known

in all Texas, but where no man knew
him by sight. The little moustachs
he now wore, and the darkening of his
eyebrows with an Indian pigment, had

. made a change in him, enough to defy

a chance recognition. But it would
not defy the keen, bitter eyes of “Mule-
TRE ‘PoPyLAR.—No. 562,
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xi;k" ’Ha.ll, if once they rested on

Mister Fairfax. .

. “Geel” repeated the Kid.

. His face hardened. . A .

. Outlawry he had thrown behind him.

e asked nothing better than to live
the life of a rancher, raising eattle on
his own land, buying and selling honestly
and fairly, Buf always the thought
had been at the back of his mind, that
the past was not so easily dropped;
that sooner or later it would rise
against him and hit him hard. Now
it was rising up in the shape cof that
ugly, wiry, resolute man-hunter on the
black broncho. They were heading for
the ranch, = six stalwart Rangers,
headed by the man who had sworn to
take the Rio -Kid alive or dead.
4ilt - was cruel luck on the XKid. His
imnd went to his gun, and his face was
grim.  Like enough, the bunch would
stand for him if it came to a rookus.
There were men in that rough bunch
avho had had trouble with the law,
like many of the men in Packsaddle,
men whose reasons for being there at
all were somewhat like the Kid's own.
If these guys were coming for him, it
wa§ going to be gun-play, and the Kid
did not figure that he was going to get
the worst of it. :

But it was going to be the end of
Lis ranching. With or without the
help of the Lazy O bunch, he might
beat that crowd, or escape from them,
but the word would go forth on all
sides that Mister Fairfax was the Rio
Kid, the outlaw of Texas,- and that
was the finish. The Kid’s glance dwelt
blackly on the approaching riders.

But he reflected further. - “Mule-
Kick” Hall was riding Packsaddle
trails, doubtless in search of the Rio
Kid, and he could not know that the
Kid was at the Lazy O.

He could not guess that Mister Iair-
fax was the boy outlaw, even if he had
heard of Mister Fairfax at. all—which
was doubtful | . B

If he saw Mister Fairfax his keen eyes
would penetrate at once the slight dis-
guise, the Kid knew that. But if he did
not see Mister Fairfax he would ride on

his way, never knowing how near he

had been to the Rio Kid.
smiled at that thought. .

He rose from the rocker and disap-
peared into the ranch-house. -

It was wiser to keep out of sight of
the rangers while he considered the
matter. .

Hall and his bunch, he reckoned, were
hunting for the elusive outlaw, but
never dreaming that the “fire-bug *” had
turned into a rancher. Most likely they
were coming” to the ranch to ask ques-
tions, and to camp for the night, merely
taking in the Lazy O on their way.
The Kid knew Hall's character; if he
fancied that the cutlaw had hit Pack-
saddle he would question every rancher
and cowman in the country that he came
across, in the hope of picking up news.
He would expect to hear of shootings,
of hold-ups; but he certainly never
would expect to hear of the Rio Kid
ranching a big ranch. So long as Hall
did not see him—— .

Playing sick was the Xid's first
thought. The rangers were not likely
to camp there for more than one night—
Hall never let the grass grow under his
feet. If the rancher was confined to his
bed Hall would not expect to_see him,
and the name of Fairfax would tell him

The Xid

nothing. The rangers would be given -

the hospitality of the ranch, and they
would ride on their way the next morn-
ing. “Playing sick” was not an idea
that appealed to the Kid, but there was
much at stake. He did not want gun-
play at the Lazy O. -

1s taken.
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_Trom the window of the ranch-louse
living-room the Kid looked out at the
bunch of horsemen, who were now near
at hand. He had observed that there
was a led horse in the party; and now
they were near the Kid siw with
startled eyes that the led horse was a
grey mustang with a black patch. .

“Side-Kicker!” . o :

It was his own famous mustang, the
fastest cayuse in Texas, that was led
along with the rangers. )

“ Gee-whiz !’ muttered the Kid.

He had left Side-Kicker in charge of
a Mexican half-breed way down the
Pecos when he first started on his new
stunt, The half-breed was paid royally
fop takmi care of Side-Kicker, and the
Kid had had no doubt that the mustang
would be safe till he reckoned it wise
to send for him. And the cayuse had
fallen into Hall’s handst

It spelled danger, the Kid knew; yet
his face brightened and his eyes
gleamed at the sight of his faithful
steed. .

Hall, hunting for the Kid, had picked
uf) the Kid’s horse, and brought i
aong with his crowd.  Why, the Kid
could not guess. But there was Side-
Kicker—and it gladdened the Kid’s
heart to see him again.

But it spelled danger; for once the
grey mustang came within sight of his
old master, the recognition would be
instant, and it would betray the Kid.
And with that thought came knowledge
of Hall’s object in toting along the grey
mustang. He was using the cayuse as
a guide to the outlaw.

“Dog-gone him I” muttered the Kid.

Again his hands dropped. to his guns.
He was powerfully tempted to resort to
gun-play, if only to regain possession of
his horse. B

But wiser thoughts prevailed. He
crossed the broad passage that ran
through the ranch-house and entered his
bed-room.. There he shouted for Diego,
the Mexican chore-man of the ranch.

*Si, senor . }

Diego came instantly. Diego had
been insolent when first the Kid took
ﬁossession of the Lazy O, and had

andled a knife. But Diego, like the
bunch, was fceding from the Kid’s hand

now. B
b,'ghe Kid had thrown himself on his-

ed.

“Say, feller, T guess them frijoles are
sure giving me a pain,” he drawled. “I
guess I'm going sick.”
© “Oh, senor!” exclaimed Diego.

“I sure reckon I'm turning in, and I
guess I don’t want to be woke up any,”
said the Kid. “You put the bunch wise
that I'm off my feed, and there ain’t
any guy to disturb me, not -on no
account whatever., You get me,
Diego1”’

“8i, senor.”

“T'll call you if I want-anything, but
I guess a long sleep will pull me round,”
said the Kid. “Keep that door shut.”

“8i, senor.”

Diego retired, closing the door; end
the Kid stepped to it and fastened the
wooden button that. served as -a!lock.
Then he sat on the bed and waited. *

Ten minutes later there was a tramp-

" ling of horses’ hoofs in front of the~

porch. Mule-Kick Hall had arrived. -
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Doggo ! .

ULE-KICK HALL dismounted

from his -broncho, his deeply-

bronzed face dark and sour

under the shadow of his
Stetson. . Diego came to the door to .
look at the new arrivals, and Hall fixed
his keen eyes on the Mexican. = 17 ¥
(Continued at botiom of opposite page.)
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“THE OLD VETERARK PLAYER TELLS SOME MORE—

oy -
parnives S W

FOOTBALL -

40YeARSs AGO ..

L HE CUP! Ay, lad, you're right—it’s a- wonderful
thing—the Cup ! ”

Having set the ball rolling, I snuggled deeper into
my huge armchair, and stretched my toes a bit nearer
the roaring ﬁyre in Old Tiny’s cosy study.

I had been having another shot at discovering my new friend’s
name, for I was sure it was a very famous one once, but, as usual,
he gently dried up. He had had enough publicity in his time,
he said, and didn’t want any more. So I had to give up and,
Frompted by the two Cup medals dangling on his watch-chain,
ed the conversation round to the famous ¥. A. Cup.

And the great. old veteran, carefully filling his pipe, shook his
head as he mused on Cup days of the past. -

““ Have I seen ’em all ? Nearly all, son, right from the start
almost. It was a bit primitive when it first started in 1871,
There was all sorts of trouble always cropping-up and I mind
more than one Cup-tie that finished in a rare old fight.

¢¢ T was the Old Boys of schools and collegés who started the
I game—there weren't any pro’s. But when the pro-
fessional teams really got going after 1885, the amateurs
gradually faded out. Old Etonians were the last I
remember in the final when Blackburn Olympic beat them in
’82—they were the last of the amateurs’ sides to get that far.
8till, perhaps the Corinthians will do it one of these years.

“ There was one rare good amateur side in the old days—
the Wanderers, and they won the Cup three times in succession.
All the Finals were played at the Oval then and the Wanderers
won the Cup for the first three years it was played for. Since
then, only Blackburn Rovers have won it three times running.

8 OES clever football pay in the Cup ! Well, that’s a
D mighty funny question. I've seen some brilliant
sides win—Preston, for instance, in 89 won the Cup
- without having a goal scored against ’em, and the
League without losing a match !—but I've seen clever teams
knocked silly by a little club that in the ordinary way wouldn’t
last ten minutes ! - '
* Some time back—sabout twenty-five years it was—New-
custle had some wonderful teams. You couldn’t hold ’em in

)JOTBALL
JEMORIES /

The C\zp—the famous and much-coveted trophy of
the Footbhall Association—comes underdiscussion this
week by the Old Veteran. Battles of past ** Finatz”
are lived through aga;n. anfl viyid pen p;ctux:es are

suaclas slas 2
S5 - 2

— b’ s - - wases Y sve
‘g_‘—:.: Ltstory of the Grand
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League games from '80
-t0 1911. Well, during
that time they got into
the Final about four or
five times. And how
many times d’ye think
they won the Cup ?
Once ! |

‘ Aston beat ’em,
Everton beat ’em, but
the biggest crash of all
was when little Wolver-
hampton Wanderers
smashed’em 3—1atthe
Crystal Palace in 1908
That was a game. New-
castle all clever and
dainty footbali— and
Wolverhampton out
for goals. The Wolves
. . had a parson playing
in their half-backs, the Rev. K. R. G. Hunt. %e played for
England, too, and what a terror. The Newcastls forwards fairly
crumpled up before his charging and tackling.

‘* No, lad, clever football and combination are all right for a
full season in the Lenﬁue——in fact, you've got to have ’em. But
in the Cup, it’s goals that count and the side that goes rip-snortin®

Old Game!

-for the uprights generally takes the silver pot home.

and tickets, and everyone files in nice and quiot-like:
Except in 1923 ? Ah, ye had me there. That was
a mess-up and no mistake. .

“ Still, things are smooth nowadays. You book your seat
for Wembley at the start of the season and that’s that. Your
own club may never §et past the first round, but you still go to
see the Final—even if you've never seen either of the two clubs
before and won’t want to again.

‘“ But not in the old days. Then, you held your breath while
your club fought round after round and you saved your money,
and when at last the great day came, you got up early, or else the
night before, caught the train to London, walked all the way
down to Sydenham, fought and clambered your way into the
Palace and cheered your lungs out till you couldn’t speak for
excitement. Then, if you were lucky, you went back on the
train with the team—and the Cup ! -

¢ HAT a day it was. More like & Derby ! Thers were
picnic parties, chaffing, music, and always a dance
on the grass at the Palace. Yes, and if the other:
side’s supporters got funny, you just waded in and
snatched ’em baldheaded—if you could.

*“ 1 remember the day I earned this second medal—no, I'm
not telling ye the year !—the trees round the stal Palace
Kel? solid with spectators—it’s a wonder they didn’t snap in

alf 17 .

* Funny the Cup doesn’t come South, much, Tiny ! ” Is aid

. “ 1t is that, lad 1 Let’s see—the Spurs won it in 1901, didn’t
they, and then again after the War in 1921. They're the only:
ones, although Chelsea, West Ham, the Arsenal, and
Portsmouth have each had a good try.” .

L 3 ND Cup-tie day has changed, too! Now it’s Wembley

; .
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“ The Arm of the Law!”

(Continued from previous page.)
“Boss at home?” he jerked out.
“Si, senor.” -
“Captain Hall of the Texas Rangers

wants to see him, Tell him sof”’

“The senor is sick,” said Diego
dubiously. “ Mister Fairfax he go to his
bed, senor.”

“Y guess that cuts no ice. Take him
a message that a bunch of Texas
Rangers ask leave to camp here for the
night.”

¢ 8i, senor.”

Diego went back along the passage
to the Kid’s room and tapped. The
door did not open to his touch, and he
tapped again and called.

‘“Say, you gink, didn’t I put you wise
that I wasn’t to be disturbed any?”’
came the Kid’s voice from within.

“8i, senor. But——" :

* Shoot '’ grunted the Kid.

Diego repeated Hall’s
through the door. .

The Kid listened, with a smile, as he
sat on the bed figuring what Mule-Kick
Hall would have thbught had he guessed
who was receiving his message.

message

“That’'s 0.K.,” answered the XKid.

“You fix them up comfortable, Diego,
and give them the iun of the shebang.
They’re to bave everythin% they want.
And you tell Mister Hall that I'm
plumb sorry I can’t see him, but I
reckon I.got to keep to this here bed.”

*8i, senor.”

From the seclusion of his room, with
the door secured, the Kid listened to
the sounds of the ranch-house. Horses
were tied up at the rail outside, and
the rangers were in the spacious living-
room, where Diego, obedient to his
master’s orders, provided for their
wants. Heavy footsteps in the passage,
fi}ig:imurmur of deep voices, came to the

id.

From what he could hear, there was
no suspicion among these unwelcome
guests at the ranch. - Mister Fairfax
happened to be sick, and keeping his
room; but the hospitality of the ranch
wag offered to the rangers, and they
made themselves at Lhome. There was
nothing in that to excite suspicion even
in Hall’s keen, suspicious mind; pro-
bably he did not care a Continental red
cent whethr he saw the boss of ths
ranch or not. All Le wanted was hoa-

-talk left no doubt on the matter.

Eitality for the night, before he resumed .
is long trail in the morning.

‘Much of the talk of the rangers as
they fed in the living-room reached the
ears of the Kid, and ke soon found that
the Rio Kid was the chief topic. The
sight of Side-Kicker, led along with
them, had told him that they were on
his trail, and what he_ heard of t}g:ué

u
he gathered, too, that Mule-Kick Hall
was taking a chance in riding the Pack-
saddle country; he had no definite clue
to guide him. It was chiefly because
Packsaddle was a section where sheriffs
did not care to ride that Hall was comb-
ing it for the outlaw.

In the sunset the rangers mostly
gathered on the porch to smoke, and
many of the Lazy-O men came to talk
with them there, and the deep voices
reached the Kid through his shuttered
window. -

Confinement in_his room was irksome
enough to the Kid, but his life on the
trails had taught him the patience of
an Indian. Many a time had the bow
outlaw. Iai!x: ddlogg-o in ha patc}}: Ofofm?nd‘

ite, or hidden in the rocks
quite Tre Porviar.—No. 562.
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arroyo, while the footstsps of his
enemies passed and repassed in his
hearing. It was the old life over again
for the Kid, and his cool patience did

not. fail him. On the morrow the
rangers would -be gone.
" *Say, that’s some cayuse!” It was

Bill, the horse-
id guessed that he

the voice of Lon

wrangler, and the .

yas looking at Side-Kicker, the C

some mustang that was always certain

to draw the glances of any galoot who

knew anything about’ horses. . .

“He sure is!”’ answered one of the
rangers. “I guess that cayuse is-light-
ning when he’s going. Search me!”

“You selling that hoss?” asked Long
Bill. “I’m telling you our boss is some
guy on a cayuse. I reckon he’d want
that mustang if he seed him.””

The Kid smiled as he heard that.
Long Bill’s remark was nearer the
truth than he reckoned.

“The hoss ain’t for sale!”
gruff voice of Jim Hall.
belong to this bunch.” .

“Say, you guys toting around a
critter that don’t belong to you?” ex-
claimed Long Bill in astonishment.

‘“We're sure looking for his master!”
said one of the rangers, with a chuckle.
“You'd never guess his master's name
in a month of Sundays, if you ain’t

- geen that cayuse afore.”

“Say, you've got me guessing! Who's
the hombre?’

“The Rio Kid{” :

There was a buzz of astonishment
from the Lazy O punchers. The name
was repeated on every tongue.

“The Rio Kid!”

“Sure!” came Mule-Kick Hall's gruff
voice again. “We're toting round that
cayuse till we find his master.”

“You-uns figure that the Rio Kid has
hit Packsaddle?’” exclaimed Shorty.

“We figure that he might,” answered
Hall. “Nobedy’s seen him since he got
away from the Mal Pais. That's a
good while ago. He’s on some new
game, or he wouldn’t have parted with
his hoss.” .

“I reckon the Rio Kid’s gone up,”
said Shorty. “I’ve never seen the
hombre, but I've heard a whole heap
about him. He wouldn’t part with that
cayuse while he could pull a gun. .He’s
sure -gone over the range, I reckon,”

“He sure ain’t!” growled Hall.

- “How'd you get the cayuse, then?”
asked Long Bill.

“We got it from a half-breed down
the Rio Pecos. It was left with him
for feed,” answered Hall. “He never
- knowed.that it belonged to the Rio Kid

—I guess he ncver asked questions so
" long as he was paid. . I guess I knowed

that cayuse the minute I set eyes on it,

and I sure roped it in. The Kid’s been
sending money to the half-breed for
_caring for it; :
ain't gone up.”

“Sho!” said Long Bill.

“He’s on some game where he -don’t
want a hoss, and he left the critter
‘safe, as he figured,” said Hall. “We
got the critter, and we're going to get

" the XKid. There’s -a thousand dollars
reward for the guy that can help us
cinch that fire-bug; and you-uns want
to figure whether you’ve seen pr heard
anytﬁing of him in the Packsaddle
country.” -

“Not any,” said Long Bill. “But I
reckon yow’ll see or hear suthin’ of him
if you tote that cayuse around. Soon
as the Kid gets wise to it_that you've
got his cayuse he'll sure make a break
to- get him back.” - :

“That’s what I figure!”
Hall coolly.

Long Bill approached nearer to the

Tt was the
“He don’t

answered

hand--

and ‘that shows that he-

grey mustang, his admiring eyes on the
handsome animal. ¥very puncher
there waa looking at Side-Kicker, inter-
ested less, now, in his points as a
cayuse, than in the fact that ‘he was
the celebrated mount of the Rio Kid,
the outlaw of whom every man had
heard and talked, many a time, in the
bunkhouse or in the range camps.
Young "as’ He was, the Rid Kid was
almost a legendary figure on the banks
of the Pecos and the Rio Grande del
Norte.
Bfl‘lHe's sure some cayuse!” said Long
ill.
see that mustang. He's some rider; is
Mister Fairfax; I guess you-all would

have seen a sight for sore eyes if you'd .
“me ¥

seen Mister Fairfax backin’ Apache, the
maddest broncho in Packsaddle. You
sure would.”

“Your boss been sick long?"” asked
Hall carelessly. *What's the trouble?”

“Search me!” answered the horse-
wrangler. “I never heard he was sick
till the dago humped along and let on
that he was; and I guess that wasn’t
ten minutes before you-all -hit this
ranch. Suthin’ sudden, I reckon.”

“Hittin** the cornjuice too . hard,
mebbe,” said one of the rangers, with

a laugh.

“I should smile,” answered the
wrangler. “Mister Fairfax don’t worry
the firewater any. Say, dago,” he

shouted to the chore-man, “what’s the
rookus with.Mister Fairfax?”

Diego shrugged his shoulders.

“The senor he say it is the frijoles,”
he answered. “He have one pain. Me,
I zink I cook them frijoles O.K., sar.”

“The dago's cooking did it1”- grinned
Shorty. *I sure been, knocked out by
a ranch cook’s chuck in my time.”

And there was a laugh, and the talk
turned to Side-Kicker again, and the
Rio Kid. It died away at last, and
under the clear-shining stars of Texas,
sleep descended on the Lazy O ranch.
But in the room where Mister Fairfax
remained the Rio Kid did not sleep.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Cinched !

13 PILL it!” said Jim Hall curtly.
He stood beside Barney
Baker’s bunk, looking down on
the bandaged man with a
glance of disfavour. The hard face,
bitten with hatred and the longing for
revenge, did not impress him favour-
ably; moreover, Jim Hall had not
ridden Packsaddle trails without hear-
ing something of the Lazy O and its
foreman, and the way that boss after
boss had been boosted off the ranch.
But he had come to hear what
Barney had to say, and he was pre-
pared to listen. It was all Texas to a
Mexican dollar, he figured, that he was

only going to hear hot air; but it was"

Mule-Kick's way to give every guy a
hearing, sifting what grain of useful
information there might be from a
wagonload of chaff.

His men were sleeping, when Coyote
Jenson brought him the message from
Barney. Hall had followed the Coyote
to the bunkhouse at once. In many of
the bunks punchers were asleep, and a
dim lamp burned, glimmering on the
bearded, bitter face of Barney Baker.

The foreman glanced uneasily round.
The wild bunch of the Lazy O, who
once had backed his play through thick
and thin, were no longer at his beck
and call. They would never back him
again against, Mister- Fairfax; and he
doubted whether they would stand

neutral if they found him working

“I guess the boss would like to.

law, ranching the Lazy O!
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against the new boss, so greal a change
had there been in the Lazy O outfit
since the Kid had takén control. And
when the foreman spoke it wag in a low
voice :

“You seen Mister Fairfax?”

“Nope."

‘“And why ain't you?”

“He's took sick, I reckon.”

Barney grinned savagely.

“Yes! He’s took sick jest afore you
struck the ranch—arter your bunch was
in sight of the house, I reckon, from
what the Coyote allows. I guess he
sure spotted - you riding in, afore he
took sick,” -

Hall surveyed him with cold curiosity.

“You figure he don’t want to see

“Y figure he don’t want to see any
Texas Ranger,” said Barney, between

_his teeth. “I figure he's in Packsaddle

because sheriffs and rangers don’t find
this -country healthy to ride in. I'm
telling you he ain’t no more sick than
you are, Jim Hall; and he’s playing
possum to keep outer your sight.”

“Wh ?)J .

“I'll tell the world,” said Barney
huskily. “I'll tell all Texas, sir, that
guy ain’t what he makes out to be. I
seen him afore—and I can’t place him.
No man knows who he is or where he
comes from. He's a gunman—he’s
lightning on the draw, he backs a hoss
like a Comanche Indian, he’s jest a kid
in years, but an all-fired fire-bug every
inch of him—snd I guess I ought to be
able to place a guy like -that—and I
can’t! But—i seen him afore he hit.
Packsaddle, and he wasn't no rancher
then.” ’

Hall's eyes glittered strangely. ,

The description Barney had given of
the boy rancher of the Lazy O, wanted
hittle amplifying to fit the outlaw of
whom Mule-Kick was in search. But—
the thing was so impossible that his
thoughts did not follow it up.

“¥You got a .grouch agin the guy,
because he’s spoiled your game here,
and a dog-goned gum-game it was, t0o,”
said- Hall coldly. “From what I've
heard since I hit this country, you’'ve
played shenannigen at this ranch for
years, Barney Baker, and this guy,
Fairfax is the first man to put paid to
you. ‘That’s  your "worry, 1 guess.”
What else you got agin him?”

“I'll tell all Texas,” hissed Barney.
“I know he’s hiding suthin—I feel it
in my bones. I tell you, I know it. I
reckoned -it was 50, and when 1 was told
he’d took sick as soon as Texas Rangers
was in sight, I knowed it for a dead
cinch. I tell you that guy ain’t sick—

.that guy’s playing possum, and if you

got eyes on him, I reckon you'd size
him up as some fire-bug you want.”

Hall -stood silent. The thought of the
Kid came -back into his mind. But
surely it was impossitle—the boy out-
; The ranger
captain smiled at the idea. And yet—
and yet—a boy in years, a finished gun-
man, an unequalled rider—and he had
hit Packsaddle only a few weeks after
the Rio Kid had vanished from all
knowledge. Impossible as it seemed, the
thing fitted together .

Was it possible: had he hit, by sheer
chance, guided by this rascal’s revenge- |
ful hatred, on the trail he had long lost 2.
Jim Hall felt his tcugh heart beating
faster.’ -

That Mister Fairfax might be the
outlaw of the Rio Grande, had not
crossed Barney Baker’s mind, that was .
clear. Only hiy hatred and suspicion
fastened on the belief that Mister Fair-]
fax wal a man with a past, a man with

(Continued on_page 28)
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THE ARM OF THE LAW!”

(Continued from page 18.)

1 sceret, a man Liding from the law,
tike many another in-Packsaddie. But
Jim Hal{'s thoughts went further than
that. ST - -

“You want to get a look-sce at that
guy,” hissed Barney.. “Ile’s playing
possum—he ain’t noé more sick than-you
zre! I'll tell the world, he's a man you
-yant, if you seed him.”. - - .

Hall's lip curled. -

Hatred inspired every syllable uttered
by the ranch foreman: it- was rather
hope than belief that moved him. He
would not lose the lcast chance ' of
making trouble for the man who had
defeated him. Yet Hall was not wholly
unimpressed. - S .

“1 guess I'll secc the guy before I
quit }* said ITall akruptly.- “Leave it
at that ! .

And he left the bunk-house, leaving
Barney Baker to L:ingled hope and
doubt. ) ERR :

Slowly the captain of the rangers
walked back to the raiich-house.”

His brows wero “knitted in deep
thought. Was it possible,.he asked him-
self, and he shook his head.. Likely
enough, Mister Fairfax was a man who
had ridden away frum trouble, as the
foreman suspected ; Packsaddle swarmed
with such galoots. I .o

Ono chance in a thousand, 'perhags
~but Hall was not the man to.let the
thousandth chance pass him by, He
catered the ranch-nouse, a2 glint in the
eyes under his knitted brows. .

-light of a match,

His men were sleeping ; Dicgo’s snore
could be heard from -somewhere in ihe
darkness. The oil-lamp ‘still burned in
the  living-room; the wide passage was
shadowy, and Hall stepped :there, out-
side the door of the rancher’s bed-
room, and listened. - : o

No sound from within, the hour was
nearly midnight, and the rancher, sick

-or well, was doubtless sleeping soundly.
Or was he planning escape in the cover

of darkness—if by the thousandth chance

:he was Jim Hall’s game? -The ranger

stood some-minutes in thought. -
Then he lifted his hand to the door.

One glance at the sleeping man, by the

would resolve * all

“doubts. . -
The door did not open, it was fastened
within. : .

For & moment Hall was grimly sus-
picious, but he remembered that Mister
Fairfax had trouble with men in his.
own bunch, trecacherous foes to watch
out for, it was likely enough he would

bar his door at night. There was
nothing to that.
~-The - ranger stood  silent for

‘some minutes longer. Then he moved
‘and left the ranch-house, and stepped
round to the ‘shuitered window of the
rancher’s room. ~Wooden shutters
covered the window, perforated for air,
fastened within by a wooden button.
Quietly, grimly, lall worked with a
long bowic-knife for a few minutes,
and the shutter opened. i

He stared into the quiet interior of
the rancher’s room. "All was dark with-.
in save for a glimmer of starlight at.

.the window. -
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Mule-Kick Hall stepped in over ihg
low sill. He cared ‘little’ if the rancher
awakened—if the man was merely o
rancher, a word of explanation would
be enough, and whether he liked it oY
not, the grim-faced ~ranger carc
nothing.” DBut if he was the man I-Iu’r&
wante

Dimiy he made out the shape of ag
bed in the further corner. - Hc stepped
quietly towards it, reached it, and saw.
at a glance, even in the gloom, that
it was unoceupied. Mister Fairfax was
not there! . - \

The next moment Mule-Kick Hall
knew where Mister Fairfax was. A
grip of iron was laid on his arm. The
muzzle of a Colt was pressed against
his heart. And a volce—a voice o
knew—ivwhispered. Lo .

“Kcep your can shut, you dog-goned
man-huating gink, and put up. your
paws! Jest one yaup to your men, dog-
gone vou, and you'll get yours so sud-
den, you won't know ~what hit you.
Dog-gone your pesky hide, you ain't
got me yet, Jim Iall—but I sure got
you."” ) .
Mule-Kick Ha:l stood silent; still, as
if turned to stone. He had found the
Rio Kid—ard ihe Rio Kid had found
him! . . .

THE END.

(VYow what's going to happen? How
can the Rio Kid escape from this tight
corner? See mext week’s long Western
yarn, entitled: “RANCHER OR 0OUY-
LAW?YY,
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Thrills! Thrills! Thrills!

In our complete Western

Yarn, starring the Rio
Kid, Boy Outlaw !

RANGHER 2

OR

OUTLAW?:

BY

RALPH REDWAY.

With a ranch of his own, and 2 bunch
of punchers who he knows are willing
to follow him to the death, the Rio
Kid settles down to cnioy himself and
forgct the outlaw life he ,]us lived so
Iong. But Fate ordains otherwise for -

the kid-rancher!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
. . Let Upt
“ UT ’em up!” °
. . The Rio Kid’s voice was low
-~ —scarce above a whisper. But
) in that whisper in the shadowy
darkness there was a world of menace.

It was- midnight; and silence and
slumber lay on the Lazy O ranch.

tho ranch-house six Texas Rangers
were sleeping, rolled in their blankets,
and from somewhere in the house came
tho rumbling snore of Diego, the
Mexican chore-man.

The room occupied by “Mister Fair-
fax;” the new boss of the ranch, was
dari:,‘ save for a faint glimmer of star-
light from the open window shutter.

n that room Mister Fairfax—alias the
Rio Kid—had not been sleepini. The
Rio Kid was not likely to close his eyes
while Texas Rangers were in the ranch-
house. :

‘Wakeful in the darkness, the Kid had
waited and listened and watched,
wondering what would be the outcome
of this strange situation.

Strange enough it was for Jim Hall
and his rangers to be camped in the
nndhlnever knowing that Mister Fair.
fax, the boss of the ranch, was the boy
_outi.w of whom théy v-ere in search.

In the morrow they ‘were to ride on
their way without—if the Kid could help
it— Baving lee:xh :"3" Fni'rlu|x and
never guessing tha by were leaving
behind the outlaw they were hanting.

Bus the Kid had doubted; and when
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Mule-Kick Hall had stepped in quietly
at the window in the darkness, he
realised that he was not going to get
away with it as he had hoped.

Jim Hall knew—or suspected; and he
had come to the rancher’s room to make
sure. He could not know—he could only
suspect—or it was not thus that he
would have come. But that cut no ice—
for one glance at Mister Fairfax would
have resolved his suspicion into cer-
tainty. And the Kid acted promptly.

The muzzle of his revolver was grind-
ing into the chest of the ranger over
his throbbing heart, and the Kid’s finger
was on the trigger. And Jim Hall,
nearer to death than he had ever been,
stood silent, peering in the gloom at the
shadowy figure before him. The Rio
Kid’s whisper went on:

“Put ’em up! Jest you give one yaup
to call your galoots and you’re buzzards’
meat, you dog-goned geck! Put ’em
up and keep your can shut! You get
me?l”

Slowly the ranger raised his hands
over his head.

The slightest pressure of the Kid's
finger and he was a dead man. One
call would have brought the rangers to
their feet—would have brought them
rushing to~the room, gun in hand—
would have circled the Kid with deadly
foes, thrown hopeless odds against him.
-But they would not have found their
leader alive® :
~ Mule-Kick Hall did not fear death.
He had faced it too often and too reck-
lessly for that. But he did not figure
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With the
over his heart he put
stood quiet—his eyes

on throwing his lifo away.
Kid’s gun pressin
uF,hxs hands an
glinting at the Kid.

“That’s better!” The Kid drew away
tho ranger’s gun, and tosscd it on the
bed. “I guess you won’t be wanting

our hardwere, feller.”” He ran bis

and quickly over the ranger for con-
cealed weapons, but there was none.

“Now you can put down your paws if
you want; but don’t i&up above &
whisper if you ain't honing to his

Jordan all of a sudden!”

In grim silence the ranger lowered his
hands.” .

“] guess I needn’t ask you if you
know me?” said the Kid softly.

“Not any!” answered Hall, aking
for the first time and carcfully sub-
duing his voice. Hoc did not intend, if
he could help it, to let this encounter
end to the %id‘a advantage; but for
the present he was in a cleft stick, and
he knew it. .

“How'd you get wise to it?”

“1 wasn’t wise to it when I humpod
in hyer, or I reckon I'd have come a-
shooting 1" said Hall.. “I jest stepped
in for a look-see. I guess it wasn't
easy to ootton to the idea that the Rio
“Kid was playing rancher; that sure
wasn’t the game I guessed you'd be at,
Kid Carfax.” .

“8it on that bed, and I'm goin' to
talk turkey to you, Jim Halll” said the
Kid quietly.

Hall obeyed. .

The Rio Kid sat on s bench, facing
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1im. His revolver no longer touched
the ranger. It rested lightly on his
knee. But it made no difference, for
Hall knew that it was ready for instant

use.

‘'he Kid's face was dark and thought-
ful as he looked at the dim visage of
the ranger.

$ was some moments before he spoke
again.

“] guess we're both cinched, Jim Hall,
in a way,” he said at last. *“You got
six men within call—and I ain’t bank-
ing that the Lazy O bunch would stand
for me if they knowed 1 was the Rio
Kid. Anyhow, my game's up here if
the Packsaddle country tumbles to it
that Mister Fairfax is Kid Carfax from
Frio. But I got you, Jim Hall!”

“You got me!” said Hall calmly.

“] guess it's time to talk turkey,”
said the Kid. “I'm goin’ to put it to
you like a white man, Hall. You becn
after me a long time, and you allow
that you never fail to get your man.
You cornered me in the Mal Pais, but

1 _got away. I guess it was luck, run-
ning me down here—jest luck and
chance.”

“Jest that!” assented Hall.

“You're a hard man, Hall, and you
got a bite like a bulldog,” said the Kid.
“But I guess you're & white man.
You're after me because I'm an outlaw
~bocause I've pulled my gun on galoots
who reckoned they could rope me in—
because—"'

““ Because you're the Rio Kid, wanted
by half the sheriffs in Texas!” said Hall
curtly.

“You've said it! But I'm goin’ to
put you wise,” said the Kid, and there
was a note of deep earnestness in his
voice. *“I never honed to be an out-
law, Hall. I was boosted into it. I
punchcd cows on the old Double Bar
Ranch at Frio, till Old Man Dawney
suspicioned me, and I had to hit the
horizon. He ownod up afterwards that
he was wrong. and that I never did
what was laid to me. But that came too
late. I was an outlaw and wanted for
other things—most of them things that
I'd never done, I'm telling you. I ain't
denying that I've pulled my gun to kecp
my neck out of a rope, more'n once.
But most of them shootings and hold-
ups”that they lay to me are jest hot
air.

“You can tell that to the judge!”
remarked Hall.

The Kid laughed softly."

“I guess I'm a cowman and never
had no truck with lawyers.” he an-
swered. “I know what Would happen
it I stood for that. I was boosted out-
side the iaw, agin my will; but there's
plenty true enough to cook my goose at
a trial. I ain’t monkeying with any
judges, so long as I've got a gun in
my hand. Forget that!”

Hall sat silent and grim.

“You've found me here,” resumed
tho XKid. “What have you found? Did
vou find me holding up the Pecos Bend

ack, or shooting up Packsaddle, or
running off cows? You did not! You
found me on a ranch that I've bought
with my own money.”

Hall gave a shrug.

“You_ain't taking that?” asked the
Kid. “I tell you I made that money in
tho gold mines of Arizona, and carned
every cent of it fossicking.”

“Mebbe,” said Hall. “That ain’t my
bnsiness.”

“I'm here to run this ranch,” said
the Kid. “I'm telling you that I bought
it with my own money. I've had trouble
with the hunch. That pesky foreman,
Darney Baker. was running the ranch,
and figured on getting his new boss shot
up. But I've made the grade. I've

made good here, Jim Hull. Let alono
and I'm & rancher—and never riding an
outlaw trail again. You was after an
outlaw—well, the Rio Kid ain't any
outlaw now—he’s Mister Fairfax, boss
of the Lazy O ranch. Hc don’t ask any-
thing better than to be let alone to raise
cattle and kecp inside the law. You
get mo?”

Hall made no reply.

“I'm puttin’ it to you fair and
square !” urged the Kid. “If I wanted
to keep on the outlaw trail, what's to
prevent me from shootin’ you up, here
and now, stepping out of that window,
and getting on & cayuse and hitting
the horion?”

“Nothing 1" said Hall.

“Then can’t you take a galoot's word
and let up?” asked the Kid. “Leave
me alone, and the Rio Kid is as dead
as if he was riddled with rangers
bullets, or strung up on the limb of a
cottonwood. Dead and buried, Jim
Hall! Mister Fairfax is alive in his
place—a law-abidin’ rancher, raisin’
cattle fair an' square, and giving every
man a fair deal. Ain't that good
cnough for you?”

“Y guess,” said Hall slowly, “that if
I didn't stand for the law, Kid, it
would be good enough for me, But it
ain't good cnough for a captain of the
Texas Rangers specially commissioned
to rope in the Rio Kid.” ’

There was a silence.

“It ain’t & cinch, then?” asked the
Kid at last

“Jt ain’t.”

The Rio Kid's face hardened.

“What you aim to do, then?” he
asked. “You don’t reckon you're goin’
to get me, and you with your hardware
out of reach, and my gun looking at
you?”

“Shoot, if you like!” rejoined Hall

laconically. "“I guess my men will
round you up.”
He paused.

“There's nothing to it, Kid.” he said
quietly. “I got my duty to do. I been
after you a long time. I ncarly had
you in the Mal Pais. But for that
cloud-burst, you was cinched there. I
ain’t denying that you saved my life in
the flood, and let me hit the trail when
vou had a gun on me. But it cuts no
ice. I got to get you. I've hunted you
all through Texas, and you beat me to
it.” Hall’'s eyes glowed.

“1 never guessed you was sctting up
as a rancher, though I sure knowed you
was on some new game, when 1 found
vou'd parted with your horse. I got
your cayuse. I found him where you'd
left him, with a half-breed down the
Pecos, for feed. I've got that mustan
slong with my outfit here. I reckone
he might help in trailing down his
master. I guess it would have worked,
too, if you hadn’t played sick, and kept
out of sight, when we hit this ranch.”

“Sure 1” assented the Kid. “I guess
Side-Kicker would have given it away
at once that he knowed Mister Fairfax.”

Hall breathed hard.

“] took a chance, coming in here to
look at you,” he said. “I couldn’t
rightly reckon that there was anything

to it.  But I guess I was a gink to take,

a chance. A galoot can’t afford to take
chances with the Rio Kid.”

“He sure can’t ”.said the Kid.

“You got me,” said Hall. “You can
shoot me up, if you want, jump out of
that winder, and get ho'd of your old
cayuso, and hit the horizon. I ain’t got
no kick coming. DBut the shot will
wake my men, and they’ll be on your
trail, and that's good enough for me.
Get to it, and be durned to you!”

The Kid's revolver was lifted again.
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“You're "100 good s man 1o ¥Nrov
away_your life this-a-way, Jim Hall,
ho said. “.let up, old man!”

“Not by a jugfull”

The Rio Kid's eyea gleamed over the
levelled revolver. Mule Kick Hall was
looking at death, but ho did not falter.
Coldly and grimly ho stared at the out-
law, whom ho had hunted down, and
who held his life in the hollow of his
hand.

In that moment the ranger tasted all
the bitterness of death. But thecre was
only grim, hard resolution in his face. .

The Kid's finger trembletl on the
trigger.

Then he lowered the gun.

“I guess I can’t do it,” he said
slowly. “I ain't never pulled trigger
on a guy without giving him an even
break. You’re a hard man, Jim Hall—
a pesky hard cuss, but you're'a white
man, and I ain’t wiping you out like
you was a rattler!” -

The Kid rose to his feet, and thrust
the revolver back: into the holster at
his belt. .

Then—watched by Hall’s wondering
starc—he stepped to the door, pushed
back the wooden button, and threw the
door open.

“Git!” he said curtly. i

Hall rose to his feet, staring at him,

“] guess—* he began, in sheer
wonder.

The Kid pointed to the open door.

“Git!” he repeate1. “I got you_ by
the short hairs, Jim Hall, m
letting up on youl! Git! Call your
men, and tell them that the boss of this
ranch is the Rio Kid, the man they're
hunting, and begin the circus as soon
as you like! Git;, afore I ehange my
mind,-and let lead through you, you
durned lobo-wolf 1” .

The ranger stared at him blankly
for a long moment. Then, in silence,
ho stepped from the room—a free man,
unharmed !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Nothing to It! S
ARNEY BAKER, in the bunk.
house on the Lazy O, watched
the daylight grow clearer and
clearer at the window, with
sleepless eyes. Hardly once had the
foreman of the Laz closed his eyes
through the night. ile lay in his bunk,
in his bandages, unresting. In the
bunks punchers were sleeping. Barney
was tho only man awake. Black and
bitter thoughts, hope and fear, kept him
from rest. )

But in the light of dawn the punchers
turned out. Barney watched them
with bitter eyes. Long had the Lazy O
bunch stood by him, backing him up
against boss afier boss who had bought
the ranch, and for years the Lazy O
had remsained in Barney’s hands. But
his long reign had ended with the com-
ing of the nmew boss. Excepting for
Coyote Jenson, thero was not a man in
the bunch who would stand by him now
against Mister Fairfax; and Jenson,
with his gun-arm in a sling, was of no
account. And DBarney himself was
“fred,” and only stayed till his wound
had mended eufficiently for him to sit a
broncho and hit tne trail. One gleam
of hope had come to him in the coming
of the Texas Rangers to tho ranch.
And that hope was failing him.

A day or two more, at the most, and
he would have to go, leaving Mister
Fairfax in possession, with the bunch
devoted to him. Iis game was up at
the Lazy O, unless fortune turned up
the cards in his favou- at the eleventh

our, .
Some of the punchers gave him &
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“'Mornin’, Barney!” before they went
out of the bunkhouse; others did not
beed him at all. Barney Baker was a
fallen man, and no one sympathised
with his grouch against the new boss.
The bunch reckoned that a good man
had come to the Lazy O—a man they
were proud to ride with. They were,
as Barney put it bitterly, feeding from
his hand. Only the éoyote lingered
beside his bunk.

“Nothing’s happened?? asked
Barney.

“Nix I*

“I put Jim Hall wiso last night!”
muttered Barney. “I told him I
figured that Mister Fairfax was a man
tho sheriffs wanted.”

The coyote grinned.

“I guess it’s your grouch Ia}g’in him,
Barney,” he said. “Jim Hall don't
care o continental rea cent who Mister
Fairfax is. He’s riding the Packsaddle
country looking for that fire-bug from
the Rio Grande—the galoot they call
the Rio Kid. He ain’t arter any other
gamel”

“He allowed he would see Mister
Fairfax before he left the Lazy O,” said
Barney. .

“Mister Fairfax is took sick, and
keeping to his room,” said the Coyote.
“1Iall won’t see him any.”

Barney gritted his teeth,

“Took sick, jest when the rangers
was hitting the ranch,” he said.
“What does it look like?”

“Mebbe Mister Fairfax is a guy that
don't want to meet up with any
rangers,” admitted the Coyote.
“There’s & heap of guys in the Pack-
saddle country of the same heft. But
I'll tell the world, Barney, tho boys
won't like it if he’s a galoot that’s seen
trouble and you put the rangers on to
him.*.

. Barney snapped his fingers.

“That for the boys!” he growled. ‘I
tell you, Coyote, that guy Fairfax is a
man that the sheriffs wans. I feel it in
my bones. I've seen him somewhere
afore he came to Packsaddle, though I
can’t place him. I tell you, he’s
oki into Packsaddle to get away
from trouble, and, like as not, Hall
knows him, if he set eyes on him I

“ Aw, forget it1* grunted the Coyote.
“There's some sheriffs I don’t want to
sce myself, and I guess there’s some

laces in Texas that you're careful to

eep clear of, Bamely. Half Pack-
saddle would want to lynch you if they
knowed you was setting the rangers on

to a guy.”

And the Coyote lounged out of the
bunkhouse, with another grunt.

Barney Baker was left alone, with his
black thoughts. L

Was there anything in his suspicion
of Mister Fairfax, or was it only born
of his hatred and longing for ven-
geance? Barney hardly knew himself.

But he was sure of one thing—that

had seen Mister Fairfax befora he

came to0 Packsaddle—somewhere he had
seen him, and under quite different
circumstances. That much he was sure

of.

He had searched his memory, bitterly,
savagely, but somehow the recollection
escaped him.. There was some change
in Mister Fairfax since that time—some

chan? he could not trace. That was
why he could not %laoe him. But he
bhad seen him—when he was not Ba
rancher, when he was not called Fair-

fax. He was sure of it.

. 'There were plenty of men in Pack-
saddle who bad come_to that lawless
soction, where sheriffs did not care to
ride, use they had had trouble with
_the law. . And Mister Fairfax was one
of them, Barney felt sure.  His vague
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suspicions bad crystallised when he
learned that Mister Fairfax had *took
sick,” and was keeping to his room,
when the rangers camped at the Lazy
0. Instantly Barney jumped to it that
the rancher was aiming to keep out of
the sight of eyes that might have known
him in the past.

But if Jim Hall saw bhim—and he had
said that he would sure see him before
he left the Lazy O~—Jim Hall was a
man of his word: and though it was
the Rio Kid he was hunting he would
not lose a chance of roping in any
other man who was wanted by the law.

Barney crawled out of his bunk and

dressed himself, and went to the door- .

way to look out. He was almost mended
now; his confinement to his bunk was
chiefly a pretence, an excuse for remain-
ing at the Lazy O. Not till he was
driven would Barney Baker leave the
ranch that he sti)l hoped to get back
into his hands. But now he was too
anxious and eager, to keep up his
malingering. He stood in the doorway
of the bunkhouse, staring out in the
sunny morning.

_The daily life of the ranch was begin- .

ning. The punchers bad had their early
breakfast trom the chuckhouse,
some of them were already riding out
on the plains. Long Bill, the horse-
wrangler. was at the corral, where the

rangers were taking out their horses. .

Apparently the rangers were preparing
for the trail; but Barney did not sce
Jim Hall among them.

Jim Hall was a msn of his word—he ’

would not go without having scen
Mister Fairfax. \Was he seeing him
now?
trouble at the ranch.

Barney Baker gritted his iceth. \Was
his hope, after all, founded on nothing
but hatred and revengeful malice? He
called to one of the rangers, who led
his horse near the bunkhouse.

“Say, where’s Jim Hali?”

The ranger looked round.

“I guess he ain’t around,”
answered.

“Is he in the ranchhouse?”

“He sure ain’t,” said the raoger.
“X guess ha rode out afore dawn—he
ain’t come ir yet. We're sure waiting
till he horns in ag’in.”

The man passed on, leaving Barney
staring. Jim Hall bad ridden out on
the plains before dawn? Why? If he
was going to see Mister Fairfax, as he
:pd ?told Barney, why was he not seeing

im

That Hall’s abseuce puzzled others,
as well as the foreman, was soon clear.
‘The rangers, with their horses saddled
for the trail, stood in a group by the
gate, looking out over the plains and
talking in lcw tones. They were waits
ing for their leader, and did 'not know
why he was Leeping them waiting.
Barney Baker limped to the corral, and
called to the horse-wrangler.

“Say, Billl Yoo savvy where Jim
Hall is?”

“Nope I*

“Where's Mister Fairfax?”

The wrangler lcoked round at him,

“I guess he's in his room, Barney.
Heo was took aick last night. It was
the Dago’s cooking, I guess—he allowed
that that greaser’s frijoles gave him

a pain.
BHe's still in the ranch, then?”” asked

be

rney.
“Sure! Why shouldn’t he be?” asked
Long Bill, in surprise.

* Has Hall seen him?”

“Y] guess mpot - him being siok,”
answered the wrangler, ‘ Hall’s gone
out on a pascar on his lonesome. His
gugs are waiting for him to come in,
to hit the trail. I guess they won't be
seeing Mister Fairfax, him being sick,”

and -

There was no sound or sign of .

“Sick?” jeered Barney Baker
savagely. “Playing possum, you mean,
because he’s a guy that’s skipped from
the law, and he ain’t honing for Tezas
Rangers to see him.”

Long Bill stared at the foreman.

“You reckon?” he asked slowly.

" Yep, for sure.”

The wrangler came a stride nearer to
Barney. His hard was very close to
the gun that swung at his side.

“Mebbe,” he said. “I guess I was
plumb s’prised to hear that Mister Fair-
fax had took sick. Mebbe! Plenty
of galoots in Packsaddle have got secrets

8T THE PRESSURE OF HIS FINGER,

JU
AND——1 The Rio Kid’s eyes, gloamed over the

lavellied revoiver. Mule-Kick Hall was lookin
at death ; but he did not faiter. OColdly an
grimly he stared at the outlaw, whom he had
hunted down at last, and who ,held his life in
the hollow of his hand. (Ses Chapter 1.)

to keep, I reckon. You, Barney Baker,
you don’t want to put them rangers
wise to it, if you're right. You get
me? I'm telling you that this bunch
would string you up over the corrai
gate, if you gave a guy away to the
rangers,”

Barney eyed him fiercely.

*And I'm telling you——" he began.

“Forget it,” interrupted Long Bill.
“I guess I seen trouble myself, afore I
hit Packsaddle—and so’s half the bunch.
Wae ain’t tin angels on this here ranch,
nohow. Why, durn your hide, don't
every guy here know that you had to
skip the San Antore country years ago?
You say a word agin Mister Fairfax
out for what's coming to you,
Barney Baker.”

Barney opened his lips and shut them
again. The wrangler was staring at
him hard, his hand on hkis gun now.
Never had Barney realised so clearly,
how utterly he had lost his hold on the
Lazy O bunch. They were standing for
Mister Fairfax, and that was a cinch.
But Barney, had his mind been less
warped by hatred, would have figured
that nothing could have discredited him
more with the bunch than a suggestion



of giving up 2 mao who had run from
trouble. For balf the Lazy O bunch
had run from troultle in their time.

Ho turned slowly away, and Long
Bill, with a grunt, let ﬁo bis gun. He
had warned Barney what would come
to him if ho betrayed the boss of the
Lazy O, but the word had been already
said. All that Barney could say had
been alrcady poured into the ears of
the captsin of rangers. And Barney
was thankful to remember that only
the Coyote knew it; and Coyote Jenzon
was still his man. :

He limped away {owards ‘he ranch-
house. At an open window a handsome
sunburnt face looked out into the sunny
morning. Barney stared with black
malevolence at Mister Fairfax.

The Kid sighted him and nodded
cooily.

“Say, you're up, DBarney!” he
greeted. “I guess I'm glad to see you
on your pins! Youa'll ride to-day.”

Barney stared at him. The rancher
stood at the open window, as if he
feared nothing, leasc of all being geen
by ths rangers. Had he deceived him-
self all along the line?

In an access of hatred and rage the
foreman reached for a gun. Like magic
a Co!t appeared in the Kid's hand.

“Don’t !’ he said quietly. “ You're
mending, Barney, but you won’t mend
if I pull trigger on you, you pizen
polecat !”

Bang!

The gun camme out of the foreman's
belt, and the Kid fired. There was a
yell of rage and pain from Barney
Baker, as the revolver was shot from
his hand

It spun away end crashed on the
ground, leaving Barney unursing a
numbed hand, and cursing.

“Beat it1” snapped the Kid. “ You
dog-goned geck, beat it—cr the next
hitz you where you live.”

Barney backed away, mouthing curses.
From the plains a horseman came in
et a gallop. It was Mule-Kick Hall.

He dismounted ati the gate and strode
towards the ranch. Barmey looked at
him, and looked at Mister Fairfax.

The coptain of rangers strode direct

to the open window where the boy
rancher was standing, and Mister
Fairfax smiled as he came. And with
a bitter oath Barney Baker turned
away and tramped back to the bunk.
houste, sick with rage and disappoint-
ment.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A White Man's Way!
ULE.KICK HALL stood before
the Rio Kid—a thick-set, grim,
bew-legged figure, with lower-
ing brows and sour eyes. The
Kid looked at him quietly. \What was
in the ranger’s mind he could not tell.
He had let up on Jim
Hall, let him live, in
the full expectation
that gun-play would
follow, that guns would
bo roaring, and blood
flowing freely, before
the night was many
minutes older. But
it had not como to
pass. The Kid had
waited tensely, a gun
in either hand, ready
for the most desperate
fight of his wild life.
But only silence had
followed. And for
once the keen mind of
the Kid was at & loss.

Was Mule-Kick Hall

waiting for miorning
before he came a-
shooting? Was he

giving the outlaw a
chance of escape, as
return for the sparing
of his life? Or was
he calculating on the
Kid seeking escape,
and laying a snare for
him outside the ranch-
house? The Kid could
not tell. He could
only eurmise ~- with
watchful eyes and
guns handy—but he

did not think of quit-

ting. The odds against

him were terribly
* heavy, if it came {0 a

cinch, but the Rio Kid

was a bad man to
crowd. He waited, while night gave
place to morning—wondering more and
more what was in the mind of the grim-
faced, iron-willed captain of rangers.
What was coming to him the Kid could
not guess; but whatever it proved to be
ha was ready for it.

From his window he had watched the
rangers preparing to take the trail.
Obviously Hall had told his men
nothing, so far. And where was Hall?
The Kid was mystified.

And now the grim-featured renger
stood before him, as he looked from
the window—grimmer tihan ever, but
with no weapon in his hand. The Kid
wzaited for him to speak.

“You still hyer 7 said Hall at last.

“Sure!”

“1 guessed you'd have beat it.»

“J ain’t beating it a whole lot,” faid
the Kid coolly. “I’'m boss of this here
ranch, and I’'m staying boss.”

Hall bit his lip {;ard. :
“You gave me my life,” he said.
gave you & chance to Leat i, Kid.
figured that you'd get out and corral
that mustang of yourn and Lit thke

horizon like blazes!” .

ay
1

B

“That ¢in’t the programme,” said the
Kid quietly. *“I put you wise, Jim.
Hall, that' I’'d quit outlaw traile.:
sin't going back to them unless I'm
driven. Call on your bunch, if you like,
and begin the circus; I guess there
won't be a lot of them lelt to carry
the news home when we're through.
I'm a rancher now, Jim Hall, and no
outlaw; and if you mako me an out-
law ag’in, that’s on you.” The Kid’s
eyes flashed. “I ain’t taking s step
from this ranch—not while I can handle
a gun! Chew on that!®

}‘I.all stood silent, looking at him.

If you’d gone, I reckon I'd have
been on your trail at sun-up1” he said’
at length. * But-—

“I ain’t gonel” said the Kid.

Hall breathed hard.

“1 never let up on a man afore when
I was on his trail,” he said. “I never
reckoned I'd let up on the Rio Kid,
least of as:g. But-—>*

He pau again. and the Kid looked
curiously et the hard, sour face.
There  were signs in it of stress of
thought, of anxious pondering. The
hours that had passed, since the Kid
had spared his life, had been hours of
anxious and bitter reflection to Mule-
Kick Hall

“1 guess,” he said at last, speaking
slowly—“1 guess you was giving it to
me straight, Kid, when you talked
turkey to_me last night. You sure acted
like & white man, You had me cinched 3
and you could have ehot me up and
make your get-away easy.”

“I sure could I” said the Kid.

“I'm making a bargain with rou.?'-
said Hall. “I believe what you sllowed
when you was chowing the rag in that
room—you've quit outlaw trails, and
you’re ranching, fair and square. I
guess it’s my duty to rore you in, all
the same; but I'm sure letting it slip.
I'm riding away from this ranch with
my mouth shut.”

The Kid drew a quick breath.

“You'’re sure apilling a whole hatful,
Hall 1" he said softly.

“You keep to a straight trail, and I
keep my mouth shut,” said Hall. “I'm’
riding away this morning—out of Pack-
saddle country. I've quit hunting you,
Kid. You’ve got to take your chance
of another hombre spotting you—but
I've quit.” 3
K::)Tho.t’s bheap good talk,” said the

id.

“But you got to ride straight,” said
Hall. “So long’s you're ranching, fair
and square, I guess I'm going to forget
you. But "—his jaw set square—*but
if 1 get the news that the Rio Kid is
on the rampage again, then you look
out for yourself, Kid—I'll take your
trail again, and never quit till you're
strung up. You got your chance—if
you mean business, you'll never ses Jim
Hall ag’in. Break out, jest once, and
I'll get you, if 1 have to track you
from Texas to Alaska.” .

“It’s a cinch!” said the Kid.

“That’s the lot!” eaid Hall, and he
was turning away. But an impulse
moved him, and he turned back and
held out a brown hand. “Shake, Kid!
We part [ricnds—though if we meet
ag’in, we mect as encmies.”

The Kid grasped the rough hand.

“It’s a cinch!” he repecated.

The ranger strode away. Tive
minutes !ater he was mounted, and
riding away from the Lazy O at the
head of his men. The Kid went out
on the porch, and stood looking after
them. His face was thoughtful. Long
Bill came up to the porch, leading &
grey mustang.
. Tre PorurLirR.—No. 563.
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“Mister Fairfax, sir—" He broke
off, as the mustang gave a joyous
whinny, and muzzled his glossy head
under the Kid's arm. “Carry me home
to die, if the critter don’t seem to know
you, | ind

“Looks like!” agreed the Kid,
caressing his steed, his face glowing.
“He sure does scem to take to me!”

“Sure ! said the astonished wrangler.
*“8ay, Captain Hall handed that cayuse
over to me, Mister Fairfax, sir, and
told me to bring him to you—he said
he hadn’t no use for the critter now,
and he was making you a present of
him. I guess that’s sure handsome.”

“Mule-Kick Hall is sure a white
man,” said the Kid. “I reckon I'll
freeze to that cayuse.”

Long Bill grinned.

“Hq was the Rio Kid's cayuse, boss,
afore Captain Hall cinched him. I
guess if the Kid
you’d have trouble with that fire-bug.”
K:g'll eure chance that!” chuckled the

i

“They eay the Kid thought more of
that cayuse than of his own self, boss,”
said the wrangler. “My idea is that
the Kid is dead, or 8ide-Kicker
wouldn’t be running on another guy’s
rope.”

“I guess the Kid is dead,” murmured
Mister Fairfax, after the wrangler had
gone. “He sure is—and he’ll stay dead
if folks will let him. Say, old hoss, you
glad to see your master agin? Shucks!
I guess the sight of you is good for sore
eyes, old cayuse. You and me, old

0ss, is going to have one daisy time
on"t'hu here ranch, and I'm telling you
80!

The Kid’s face was bright.

.Mule-Kick Hall and his men had
ridden into the horizon, and were gone,
Side-Kicker was with his old master,

to rido peaceful trails together. The
future was ros: for the Ki The peril
d come and it had , leaving

him safe to lead his new life; and Side-
Kicker had come back to him in a way
that could bring no suspicion on Mister
Fairfax.
Yes, the Rio Kid was dead, and was
Eomg to stay dead—so Mister Fairfax
gured.. The boss of the O was
ﬂmg to forget that such a fire-
o 10 be. soes: the Kid Sood
going , the gured, as
he saddled the grey mustang for a ride,
longing to feel, his old mount under
him again—life was going to be very

So the Kid figured, never knowin
that Fate—which he bolieved - he hug
baffled—had another kick coming.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
_ At Last!
L OU can bring my cayuse round
g to the bunkhouse, coyote !’
said Barney Baker hoarsely.
The coyote gave him a look.
“Quitting 1 he asked.
*Yep!” :
“1 g ise,” said th te.’
guess you're wisa,” said the coyote.
*There ain’t nothing to it, Barney;
the jig's up here. ister Fairfax has
got the ranch and he’s got the bunch;
and I reckon he ain’t nothing to fear
from Mule-Kick Hall, like you
reckoned, ey sure . friends,
and Hall's given him the Rio Kid’a
cayuse., Nothing to it, old-timer. And
I reckon it's_time to quit; ‘:nd I'm
riding, t0o. I done finished with this
bunch.” -
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knowed you had him.

And the coyote lounged away to the
corral for the horses.

In the doorway of the bunkhouse
Barney Baker stood taking his last
survey of the ranch of which he had
so long been master.

The jig was up, &s the coyote said.

Barney realised it. Cunning and
treachery, plotting and lawless violence
had done all they could, and left him
at the wrong end of the rope. His last
hope had failed him when the ranger
captain rode away with his men after
talking to Mister Fairfax face to face,
The jig was up, and all that remained
tgdthe forcman of the Lazy O was to
ride.

He looked over the ranch, over the
wide grasslands where he had ridden as
master, over the corrals that had been
his; he looked at the punchers who had
so long backed him, and who backed
him no longer, Al was lost; and he
had to go. Black and bitter was his
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brow, black and bitter were his thoughts
as he looked from the bunkhouse..

There was a clatter of hoofs, and
Mister Fairfax, mounted on the grey
mustang with the black patch, rode
down to the gate.

Barney’s eyes followed him.

The boy rancher was riding Side-
Kicker, the Rio Kid’s horse. %a’rney
knew that the grey must«mﬁl had been
brought to the Lazy O by the rangers.
Why Hall had left it there as a gift to
the rancher he did not know, but he
had given that no thought till now.

Now a gleam shot into his eyes. He
almost staggered with the glare of
sudden illumination that came into his
mind.

“Search me!” whispered Barney to
himself. “Search me!’

He leaned on the doorpost, his face
white, his eyes, shining, fixed on the

roceful rider. He watched the Kid
ift Side-Kicker to the leap at the gate,
and his eyes blazed. .
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The chord of remembrance was
touched ; the missing memory came back
with a rush as he saw the Kid riding
Side-Kicker, He had seen Mister Fair-
fax before, he knew; and now he knew
where and when. The sight of Side.
Kicker had supplied the clue. The
galoot hadn’t sported a moustache when
Barney had seen him last; that had
beaten his recollection, or helped; and
there were other little changes. But he
knew him now—he knew him as he
lifted Side-Kicker to the leap. If he'd
seen him on that cayuse before he’'d
have known him before; and he knew
him now—knew him.

He panted wifh the knowledge, with
the consciousness that what he knew
was enough to feed fat his bitter
revenge.

He knew him—knew him now that he
was riding the grey mustang with the
black patch. For Mister Fairfax had
been riding the grey mustang with the
black patch when Barney had seen him,
long ago, in a street at White Pine—
riding for_his life, with roaring guns,
and a maddened crowd round him and
after him.

Back in Barney’s mémory with photo-
fraphic clearness now came the scene—
White Pine in a roar with the news
that the Rio Kid was shooting u
town; men running and riding, uck-
ling on revolvera as they ran, shouting,
cursing, firing; and in the midst of the
mad mob the Rio Kid on the grey mus-
tang, spurring, & gun in either hand,
shooting right and left as he rode for
his life.

Barney saw it all again, He had
drawn a gun himself and taken a pot-
shot at the wild rider, He remembered
it now. Back to his mind came the
shooting-up of White Pine—one of the
wildest of the Rio Kid’s wild doings.
And he knewt

Coyote Jenson came back with the
horses. He stared " in surprise at
Barney’s fixed, white face, and, follow-
ing his gaze, saw Mister Fairfax riding
Side-Kicker down the trail. Then he
looked at Barney again.

“What’s got you!” he
“Hyer's the cayuses, Barney.
what’s got you? "Ain’t you riding?”’

Barney panted.

“I ain’t1” He grasped the coyote
by the arm convulsively. “Nope, I
ain’t riding to-day—I ain’t going to
ride. Not any! That guy— You
see that guy—that dog-goned galoot
that calls himself Mister Fairfax? I
got him now—I placed him now! And,
by thunder, I'm %;:‘g to gut the rope
round his neck! of the Lazy O’
Barney laughed discordantly. “Out-
law and fire-bug—with a rope waiting
for him! And it’s me that’s telling
you I”

“You gone loco?” asked the amazed
coyote.

“1 tell you I know him now!”
Barney sank his voice to a h\xskg whis- -
per. “The Rio Kid! The fire-bug
that's wanted by half the sheriffs in
Texas! The galoot I saw shooting-up
White Pine! The outlaw of the Rio
Grande!” Barney Baker laughed gloat-
in%lﬁ.e “I got him now! And I guess
I running the Lazy O Ranch after
the Rio Kid’s gone up with a riats
round his neck '’

THE END.

(It's a black outlook for the Rio Kid
with DBarney Baker holding the whip
hand. Order your POPULAR now io
ensure reading next Tuesday’s enthrall-
sng complete story, entitled: “THE
LUCK OF THE RIO KID!")
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THE FiRST CHAPTER.
Buck Sidgesrs Wanis to Know
UCR BIDGERH. machal of uhw
cow town of l'acksaddie. came
riding vp the trail to 1he Lazy ()
ranch.

As ho drew ncar to the ranch.house
the marshal of Packsaddle hitched his
lolster a littlo closer to hie hand anmd
ooscaod the gun in it. A man who
xtood for law and order, as Duck did,
in n wild cattle country like Pockzaddie
e 1o keep & gun handy, cepecially
when he was vml.mg ] lai'-mt ike the
Lazy O. The Lazy v had n juicy
reputation up aod down the valley of
thy Pecon, and they wera the wildest
outlit that cver rode juto Packsaddle
for a jambores.

‘I'he gara was open. nanl Long Dill, the
Lazy llo!'w-wr_lnglcr sat on it, amok-
ing o Mexican cigor, He looked st the
marshal grimly, wnder the broad brim
of hiz Sietson, snd, na Buck Lad idone,
he gave o hitch to his gun-helk.

Huck pulied in his harse in the gate

way.

*“'Mornin', Bill!" he grected.

*"Alornin', marshisl ' anawered Long
Biit, civilly but cautiously.
1T tho marshal of Packsaddle wanted

nue of the Lazy O bunch for some wikl
{rolic in the cow town Long Bill was
prepared to argue the matter with a
gun in bis hand.  But if it was a
fricadly cail tho marshal was welcoms
to the hoapitality of the bunkhouse,

“How's thinga " ssked the marshal.

“Fipe!”  amwered tho  wrangler,
*flow’s things at Packeaddle?™

*Oh, 00-50,"" saitl Buck, “The Bar-10
boys was shooting wp the town laat
night. Jimmy Daca lo:t a wheel at the
Bend, and his hack went into an arroyo,
cief I allow it will want soma pullin
ont. They say there's been cows rusl Ie5
on the Sun-dance ranch.  Euchro Dick
rhot up young Parker at the dance st
Henson's Barn; but the boys allow that
young Parker pulled lirst, 10 there ain’t
wothing oo Dick,”

Having thus relatest the local news,
the marnbal spt at ewsa in his saddle,
o | for the * mekings,” volled him-
sell a l:!ﬁurl:tt(', arvepted a mateh from
Long Bil, and smoked,
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waile ha smoked, hiis koen ryes wera
iwoking over the remwh, as if in searh
of sonmething. Long Bill smeked in

wilence, waiting for the mardial to

apeak.

“No tmuble berei" asked Duek, at
1k,

“ Not any.” .

There was npother silenor, and then
the marshal of Packsaddle came to the
point_abruplly, y

*What's' happened to Mister Falr-

fax

Long Lill grinned. . He understond
now why the marshal bad ridden tho
long tratl {rom tho cow tow,

*[ guess the bosa is O.K.,"" amswered
the horse-wrangloe. * You don't wane
to worry any sbout that le. ! ]

“Say," said Buck, “that guy Fair-
fax is the ceventh—or is it the cighth?—
man that's bonght the Lug 0. Iflm
every guy that's bought this ranch hns
Lought trouble. Barney Paker has
made it too hot for him, 1lc’s stayed
foreman all the time, and lho's put paid
to every hoar that over mose: along
to this shobang. The bunch hare backed
his play all the time.  In Packsadiflo
they figure that Mister Faivfax has baen
shot up on s rancle I guess §'va come
out for & look.sce." .

Loug Bill chuckled, *Minter Fairfox ™
was Lha first bors of the Lazy O who had
made the grade at the ranch. But he
had mada it

“You don't want to worry any about
that guy.’” repestod the wrangler.

urss if there's o guy in Texas who can

k aftor homselt it's Mister Foirfnx,
1 ain't denying that the bunch wea up
agin hiny, marshal. Wao fLigured that
Barney Daker was good onough for s,
and wa allowed we didn'é want & boss
cavorting cround on the Lazy O. But
that guy, Fnirfax, it sure <D0 mane
stzedd galoot, and T'H tell & man the
buneh aro foeding frem his band now,"

“You don’t snr I cjaculsted (he
marshal in astonithment,

“¥ should smile!” answered Tong
Bill.  “Say, there ain’t 2 hombre in
the Gunch thng wouldu't stand for Misder
Fairfax now. "Ceptin® l;l'r‘nps. Coyaln
Jenson—-aud, of counse, Harney. He hit
trouble here, and that's & fact. He Gred
Panhandic Pete amd shot up Koneas

>

KiD!

Jake, and Barney was [aid om in en
aimbush he rot for Mister Fairfax, He's
fying in the bunkbouse yander, nov:, all
handaged up, thoogh | rockos by con'd
vide if he riknl. but he ain’t enxia.os
1o quit. But ho's going, yon het your
life. Amd Mister Fairfax js runping
this |:sm:h. and tha bunch are backinyg

hm.’

“8Bho!" anid the marshal.

“ Barney's madder'n a ratiler abat
it," maid ¢ Bill. " Ha was (orvin.»
50 long, he hgured that the ranch was
hiv'n. Pt that ﬂuy Fairfex i:as mait-
the grade, Il ¢ell & man. 1 guers i'n
only hanging on hyer watelin _fd!' o
<hance lo double-cross Mister Fairiax.
But there ain’t nothing to it.  His fig is
up, Hay, marshal, you sura don’s vt
to worey about Mister Fairfax, 1'a
telting you, he's the goods. Aud I o
ho's got this outfit jest whero he wants
i

“8ho!" repeated the mamshal, I
guess they’ll it up and simre in Pack-
saddle when 1 Jet oo that thae Lazy 1)
has got & boss at Jast who can run il
ranch, and who's put paid to Barncy
Bakor. They wure willl Say, this hera
is good pews. \Whera's Mister Fairfax
pow '

Long Bill waved his cigar towards
tha grasay plains.

“f guess ho's out on & pasear on that
mustung of his"n—tie cayuso that was
the Rie Kid's,"

Dick raised his eycbrows. y

“How in thundor did Mister Fairiax
gt hold of the Kid's cayuse!™ he
itjuired, “Sa‘y‘. you ain't eeedl that fire-
bwg From the Ric Grande around thewe
paris?"

v Nope! 1 guem the Jtio Kid is denad
an” planted.” answared Long Bill, *“H.
had a long rmn, that fire-bug had; buc
I reckon be pasmsed it op at [t Tin
‘Fexas Hangers hit this ranch trafling
for the Kid, and they brought ths mis.
tang alongz. Jim Hall had raunded iv
Tue Porvuar.—XNo. $bh
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up where tha Eid agu wit it with »
hEll‘»bued down the Pocos for feed. And
whan the ¢ rs hit the trail he gave
the cayuse to Mister Fairfax. He sure
is somn hown!” The wrangler's oyes
glistened.  “I'll tall )l Toxas thore
zin't & cayuse botweon tho Grande snd
the Coiorado that could keep & aight
of Bide-Kicker's boels in e race, Mister
Faitfax is sure ono lucky hombre to
cinch that cayuse ' . ¥

“Why did Hall give him the cayuse?

“You can search mo )
Bill. “That ranger galoot, Hall, ia
» sour little cum.  But be sure scemed
to cotton to Aister Fairfax, somohow.
1 guess ha hndo’t po more use for Side.
Kicker, seeing as it's all Texas to &
Moxican dollar that whe Rio Kid laa
gony up; acd I allow he was trailing
along thai mustang to heip him find the

Kid. Anyhow, he felt the boms for
Mister Fairfaxz, sad thg boss is rire
riding him oo the range this here morn-
ing.

=1 guem I won't bo seeing him if he's
out on tho range,” said ?!Esck Sidgors.
“I'm surc pleased to bear that ho's
made good here. [ met up with bim at
Packiaddle, and I reckoned ho way &
good little man, 'and I'd have been
tumb sorry to hear that Barney Baker
E.Id rus hun off’n the ranch.™

“Bay, hore's the Cayate,” said Long
Bill, a2 & man with b erm in & shing
came acrom [rom thoe bunkhouss. “ He's
the anly hombre {n the bunch that dou’t
stand for tbe boss 1 gums ha's
lighling out soon. Hoa's got a pill in
his 8o that he cinehed in gun-play with
tho boss.'*

Buck glanced at the Coyoto aa he
carme up. )

“8ay, marshsl, Barney Baker secen
sou from the bunkhouse." he said. "I
guews ho wants you to step in and talk
some."” )

“I ain't po objection," answered Buck,
and, with a nod to d:o horse-wrangler,
ho rods on to the bunkhouse, dis-
mounted thore, threw his reins over the
hitching-post. and strode in.

—e

THE SECOND OCHAPTER.
Forgat i1
ARNEY BAKFER was sitting
his bunk, ’
Ho otill wore his bandsges,
though by this titwo the fore-
man of the Lazy O was very nearl
mended.  Dut, as Long Bill had ni({
Barney was ot anxoun to quit; an
Mister Fairfax was allowing hm to
'“ﬁ’ until he could sit & bronche.

it oyes nil:amed undor knitted brows
st_tho marshal of Packaaddle,

Book gavs him 3 nod. .

There wos 4 !ain‘t’oarin on the mar.
shal's face,. Ho &t for the law in
Fucksaddlo; but tha law in that wild
seciion had neve. b2an strong enough
to deal with Barniey Baker and the Lazy
O bunch. And Buck was gled that a
man-sired guy bad come slong who waa
able to deail with them.

¥ Howdy1” suid Buek cheerily.

Barney paid no attention to the
groecking.

:'Sns'r. I've news for von, Buck.” he
said. " You've heard of that firebug the
Rio Kid, who't raisrd Cain in nearly
e\“e?'_ rt of Texar in his time?™

“‘ ould amile.” answored Buck.

I guess you'd like to hear that he
was sround in thiy soction, and to gey
a cinck on him.”

*“You batI”

“1 can pul you wise to him,” said
B.lrnvl;".

Bagk's e{u glistened,
“You allow tkat tha Rio Kid s
Tae Porcur.—No. 564,
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eavorting msound  the Packsaddle
country rl' he asked.
” m L1}

“You seen him ™"

*1 seen him.” .

“Then he ain't dead, likes some guys
allow 2

“l’-{h sure sn't.” A

"You put me wise to him, roey,
and I'll sure have him in the celaboosq,
al Packaaddle, so quick it will make
his !zeml awinn,'” sid Buck. “Whore is

:gﬁ t'l‘l‘ii rsnch,” sasid Baroey.

“He cally bimsclf Mistar Fairfaxt”
added the foreman of the Lazy O.
The marshal of Packsaddle. jumpod.
*“ Wkat you mit'inx me!” he exclaimod.
4 s,” answered Barnoy Bakor.
“I'm telling yoa, Buck, that I secn that
y, the Ris Kid, months back, when
he was shooting up White Pino—seventy
miles from here. I had s shot at him
wiysell, whea ho was riding down Main
Stroct at White Pine, with his guns
going. And thal's tho galoot that's como

1" said Long be?

to Packsaddle calling himsell Mister -

Fairfax.” : v

Buck Ridgoers stared at him, Hin ook
was Bret of biank amagement then
of contemps. ¢ '

“Carry we home to die,” ha said ot
last. " You figure that I'm going to
swallow 3 ymam like theat, Barney
Baker?"

“JIt's tho truth,” ssid Barney hoarsely.
1 paver p thn guy when I first saw
hitn in Packsddle, bat I knowed I'd
seen him afore somawhere. And when
I saw him this marning riding the Bla
Kid's caywse, Bide-Kicker, I _knew who
Yie was. He's the Rio Kid™

Buck’s lip curled N

“And you ain’t reckeranised him afors,
and you and him on the same ranch_
this time?” ho meared. “Yoo ain't
tumbled to it that he was the Rio Kid,
not till you slipped up in your gun-gams
hyer, and huod to get? Now you'va como
out st the Jittle end of thn horn, you
allow that Mister Fairfax is an ocutlaw
and a fire-bug. and you figure to put
me on his troil.  Aw, forget it,

Baroey!” .

Bamey gritied his tecth.

“TIl tolt the world, Buck, that go
Fairfax is the Rio Kid1” he luucci.
“You got your duty to do.”

“Forget it! Why, Jim Hall and the
rongers has been hecs, snd Bule-Kick
H:ﬁ &knows tho Kid like tho back of his
own hand I” exclaimed tho marnshal of
Packsaddle, "If he's the Kid why
didn't Hall cinch hum whon he had the
chanco ho's bren hunting for for dogs’

"1 don't rightly know >

“1 guess you-dea’t]* jeerod Buck.
“Great goplors! I allow you are wild
with Mister Fairiax for spoiling your

ame byer, Darncy, but you want te oY

ink somcthing better'n that{ 1i's
too thin, old man.*
“'11 tell all Toxas—*

“You can tell all Texss, if you waut,”
grinned Buck. “But it ain't no use
telli?nr me,  Is that what you had to
say?”

“Sure! And you waot fo cinch that
fire while you've goi tho chance!™

Barney

“I guess I'd be plumb glad to cinch
tho Rio Kid, but I ain t cinching BMlistor
Fairfax a whols lot" wnswoered the
marsbal of Packsaddin, *You've got
snother guess coming, feller.”

And with thai the marslal of Pack-
saddlo turned and
bunkhouse, with jingling spurs,

Rarnoy Baker szt and stared after
him, and curses fell in & stream from

Yips.

ali fooled

‘is the

strode out of tho-
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Buck 8idgors ha:? lavghed at the
socusation, and yet Barmey koew that
it wea the truth, If no elso in
Packsaddlo was wise t0 it Barooy Baker
knew thot the new boss of ths Lawy O
was the Rio Kid. Recognition and
knowledge had beon alow in coming, but
thoy camo at last. Mister Fairfax was
the outlaw for whom s veward of &
thousand dollars was offered. Bs 3
Bnkor knew it. xnd the marshal of Pagk-
saddle hl:’;Lod at the astory,

Coyote Jonson Jounged into the bunk.
house and cast a curicus glance at the

foreman,

“ Burck don't tako & Jot of rtock in I8,
ho remarked.

*Tha d -goned bonehead 1 snarled
Barnoy. *He's got & chance of cinobm,
tho worst firo-bug in Toxas, and he's
letltl!nl it ul:p.i”

‘I guews it _sounds & tall etory,
Barney. Jim Hall- was herse, .n"m
saw Mister Fairfax. If ha’s tho Kid
why did Hall let up on him?"

How'd T know!" snariad Barnay.
“Tho Kid fooled him somohow, I guses.”

*Jim Hall ain't s easy f e

.1;’“"3 spat rut & ourse.

1 tell you I know he's the Kid1
Boon as 1 sexm bim on Side-Kicker I
kvowoed who ho wan  Buck Sidgens
ain’t taking it in, but the White Pine
crowd would fump st it if thoy was
here. There's & hundred guys in ‘Vhito
Pine know tho Kid, and want him.*

The Coyoto shrugged his shoulders,
He was the otie man in the Lasy O bunch
who still stood for Barne Baker; but
he only hall.beliaved the foreman's
story.  He fgured that malice and
:ovengedhncll. warpoed Barney's judgmant

qood Ba, -

“'Buck Sidiera 13 a bonehead,”
wont on Darney. “de's Rot hqt;l%
h!zle be's got the bunch, Bat il
Jake Nixon, the shorilf of White Pino,
seed Mister Fairlix, bo'd jump st him
wit th fo. Asd I guess Jake is
going to soe him™*

White Pine writa don't run in Pack-
saddle,” said the Coyote. * Jake Nizon
won't rido over his own border.”

guess e would ride over tho Rocky
Mountains, and the Bierrs Novsds -
afterwards, to got at the Rio Kid,” said
Barney. “I tell you, Jake vad in
his laig whon the Kid was ing o
v He
owen the

¥hite Pine. and hs still {impa.
game log.™
““t'ab“'. tha game, then?" asked the

Kid a
I guost Buek Sidgers haa got to be
counted out. Jake Nixon of ite Pino
ho quy wo want,” said Barnoy, *and
you'rs ‘going to ride to White Pine,
Coyote, and you'll make it in & duy il
you _hfl you. caywse, and you'l] give the
sheriff word from me. Mister Fairfax
won't eavort around the Laxy O, play-
ing st ranch boms, wfter Jake's h{t
o8 o0 him. He sure will not. I done
business with Jake at White Pins, and
im'l ::& !:l:,md‘ ?lnd he will su‘r; allow
] o right cayuse in the ropa
when I tell him that the Rie Kid is
sround.”
"1 guow I'm ready to hit ibe trail”
answered the Coyote. = JI you've got it
rii‘!gi that ﬂrebuq is sure-fixod.”
ivo minutos later tho Coyote, with
s written note folded in his pockat, loft
the bunkhouse and walked to tho corrsl.
He roped hit horso, saddled up. and
rode away frgm the Lazy O Lo the wost.
Baroey Baker, In the bonkbons,
heurd the bess of the horse's hoofs di::u
away along tha trail, and drew & deep
bresth, Ho had besn besten in the fight
for the Lazy O; but ravange was within
his and when outlaw rancher
waa 14 the hands of the shoriff of White
Pine, who would stand betwsen Barney
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and the fanch thas bhad so long bemn
his own? Bom after bow had comn to
the Lazy O, and Barney had beaten him
to it ey tima, Tha fight with Mister
Fairfax hed heen the longest and
herdest, snd defoat had fallen on the
foromen. But it seemed to Barney that
he could pow ses victory shead, st long
last.

THE THIRD OHAPTER,
Hands Up]

N AY, you want to hear the prize
atory?” msked Buck Sidgers, as
be checked his broncho in the

tewsy, whers Long Bill sat

and smoked.
Thea mnul:lll
rinning widely.

s Bhagt I Qni’d tho horse-wrangler. "

#] gueas it's the Leat I've heercd!
chuckled Buck, “Barney Baker sllows
that your new boss, Mister Fairfax, iz
the Hio Kid.”

Loog Bill almost fell off tho gate.

*Barney Baker does!” he ¢
“Ils sure does " grinned

*Tho Rio Kid!

Iated Bill. *“Why, I guess
galoot E:ﬁ ba plumb loce.”

Buck chuckled loudly.

“That's what Es aliows, and I guesm
ho wanted me to cinch Mister Faurfax

for the Kidl Ha, ba, ha!™

And the marshel of Packsaddle, with
» ware of his hand to tho astonivhed
wrongler, roda away laugling acrom
the prairis, leaving g Bill staring
after him blankly.

Buck was still grinning as the Lazy O
ronch dropped qut of yight behind him,
and bs cantered soroes the polling
srairie towarde the distant cow town,

Not for mn instant did he ﬁﬂe an
bglievmq the wild rccusstion t tha
disgruntled foreman had made opuinst
his boms. It scemed to Buck that onliyl
tho sheerest revengeful malice coul
have induced Barney to make mnch &
<hurge, Bo Isr from believing & word
of it, Bock wus intending to relste it in
Cacksaddle as a screaming joke.

o thet's Mister Fairfax!™ eincu-
lated as ba sighted &
on the qnn-io, sad b turped off from
the trail to ride towards the new boss
of tha Lazy Q.

His ayea dwolt cariously on Miser
Fuirfax a8 ha appro him. The boy

, sighting him at the same time,
tode to meet him.

Benreh mat” sjscu- that
tha The Rio Kid, it wea well
sported o moustache. But s thought
cama into Buck's mind that a m a

Packsaddle was

horseman his

The boms of the Lary O was mounted
on Bide Eicker. the Ris Kid's mustang.
A hsndsomn figuro he made ag he [}
the cayuse that was koown sll over
Texas for his spoed and enduranuee,

A strange look came into Duck's eycs
a3 ho drew nemrer to tha rancher. 3
hed never sean the Rio Kid; but ba had
heard many s description of him, and
o could not help feeling thal thore was
something in_the rancher’s looks that
r.u ground for tho foreman’s suspicion.

ittle more than s boy in years, with
his handsome fzce - blue eycs, the
boss of ths Lazy O certzinly was not
unlike the descriptions of the outinw of
tha Rio QOrandey sava for the littla

FALLEN!
sharitY of Packenddle

The Rio Kid sat on &
gloomily at the man who lay In the &
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ridden the grey mustang on the prairie
troils t sunny morning. Only Side-

Kicker bkad bean wanting to complete
hts happy satisfachon in his pew lifc;
and now he was riding Bide-Kickar.

Life seamed good to the Kid—and the
wild days of outlawry far bebind!

““Mornin', marshall” ha greeted
“You been to my ranch?”

HB8yre!" smid tho marshsl. “I seckon

'grmy knoll lll-‘ stared
okt grase at hie fest. The
t. But it was not for

ot Packasaddls lay

moustache that adorned bis upper lip
, Beves

to or in the months
id been hidden from

Nobady, 28 far sz Buck knew, had
teon the Kid since time when the
Taxas Bln?q bad nearly cinched bim
in the Mal Puis. ]

" Goo-whis I muttered Buck. *Thera

WaS CAIY enou
that tha Rio
nll kbowledge.

ain't pothi to it—thers surs sin't
nothiog to it| I guess nchedy in Pack-
saddle s where Mister Fairfux came

from—and hs sura looks lika ho might
be own brother ta the Kid—but there
sin't nothing to it! Baraey was Jl:-t
shooting off his mouth promiscus,
cause Mister Fairfax horped in
spoiled hin gamo!”

Mistcr Fairfux rods up to the marahal
of Packsaddle and drew in his mustang,

The Rio Kid's fsce wws bright

ry thot morning.
Dangnr, in the ahapa of Jim Hall and
his Rangers hl.d’!:ﬁ:n on the Kid in
is new role as & rancher; bui the
danger had pasted. He had made his
m‘ﬁpld. with Hall, ond the rangers had
ridden saway in_poace, leaviog him in
on beloved Bide Kickor.

hare 30 far as tha Kid could
sea, oo cloud on the horizon; and it
was with w light heart thet he had

this that the boy sullaw looked so bitter.
kin ranak, of ithe ootlaw i1fs ka had trisd so
to have It brought up against him b

and than hot air in Barney Baker's

na
He was thinking of

hard to Ilu:z. amly
. tha law, And the Iaw
st his Teet {Ses Chapier 4.)

1 was plumb glad to hear you've tapied
tho bunch, Alister Fairfexl*
‘The Kid smiled, :
“They're good boys, * he said. *I
guess they oin't & bunch of tin angels,
nohow; but they'ze plumb whitel I sure
reckon I'm :mn‘l to pull wall with thas
ontft, marshal,”
““Not with Barney Bakdr, I reckont’”
“Barney's hitting the trail pronto,”
onywerod the Kid. *I guess he
!;:theud !8! x:nu:l. llrhil'e .ha wa ru?mng
the Laxy O; nin't no use for a
fnghr.:ln of ha.mny'l haft.r';h
marshal noddad. a8 were
on the Kid's mount che.gcw. the
gray mustang, so celshrsted si tho
cayuse of the Rio Xid, made it seem
likalier that there wee something mora
e
tion. True, the rancher had got 1t from
Jim Hall, the ranger, and Mule-Kick
Haull was the lsst man in Toxas fo Ict

and up on m flre-bug like the Rio Kid. Biill,

the sight of the gray mustang snd the
rider's evidant pridewin his borsc end
sfection for it, brought strange thouglts
into Buck Bidqan' mind,

o that be

Bay, st's  some cayusoi®
remarked. : .
The Kid stroked the glossy neck of his
!'“oyurih. - i hc‘q'mnd
ar ml'. ..i [ 1] 7
"It'n the Rio Kid's cayuwe: Long
Tus Poruraw,—No. 564,
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Bill's told me abeul it," maid the
marshal. *Bay, it was sure handsomo
of Hall to give you that caymwe.”

“Hall's a white man™ sid the Kid.

“You don't figure that tha Kid will
b2 after Wit covise again, if be's
alive!” asked the morshal

Mister Yaiefax tnughed.

“I'ia sure taking the chencel” Lo
angwered,

“Folks sllow that that cayuse never
would_let any guy mount hito, ‘copting
iho Kid, without giving n hcop of
tronbic,” said Duck. * 10t you suro can
vile hith with a loote eein, Mlister
Fuirfax.” <

The Kid's smiling faco tensed o litthe.
With hia old justinct for danger. born
of Lis wild life, be rexliscd thal someo-
thing lay behind the marshal's words,

IIis Llue eyes morrowed a little, st
Liv gare at the pweshal was as keen as
the edge of his bowie.  But be silt
sancled.

1 wure do hamlle this cayuero cosy,”
lic assented. * He scomed to taka to mo,
marshal, he sure did. Hut | guesms
there's posky few cayuses that 1 can’t
handle if 1 want.” s gar

“Yon cver seen the Rio Kid?” eaked
Nuck.

“ ) sure seen him !

“Folhs allow that he's & dog goned,
all-fired scaliywag,” snid Buck. “They
sllow lLic’s shot up morc guys than be's
got fingers anc tocs.”

~1 guess [olks shoot off theid mautha
4 Jou abvut that hiombre,” maid Mister
Fairfax, eniliug, ' Mcbbe ho ain'c w0
Lluck as ho's painted!”

“Ilened of him in the Pecksaddlo
corntry Y asked DBock.

ilis cves were shorply on the eancher.
Hi- bad Jaughed xt Barney's story in Lhe
baukhouse,  Yct. somchow, as ho sat
in the saddle gazing at the bo rancher
vn the Rie Kid's muwstang, that story
bad cctsed to seem so wild and un.
feunded. Duck was & horseman o
w lover of horscs, gnd he could bave
»worn st sight that this was pot the firm
Fme that Mister ¥airfax had ridden the
Rid's horse helore the rangers hrought
e casise to Uhe Lsuir 0.

The Kid shified a littlo in hiy saddic
a- if for casc ns he sut and wlked; but
that shift brouglt tie Lutt of the gun
iy his holator & Dittle nesrer to his hand,
Aud the eyes of the Facksaddle marshal
nasrewed almont to pin-pointa.

“Any puy allow he's seen the Rid in
Puckvaddic?” asked Mistee Fairfax
enpeh .

“Who's the guy?”™

“TNarney Baker!™

The Kid started. .
More than once, it had scetned to him

that be had scen something liko struz- o

ling recogmition in 1he eyes of the
areman of the Lary Q. He had
wondered whethee Barney had  over
seen him before ss the Rio Kid.

“Jf DBorncy Vakes's wise Lo Lhal Gro-
bug, [ guess he can put you on ta a
thousand __dollars reward, macshall”
sotd the Kid, langhieg.

“He sllows he's scen Dhim cavorting
around the Lazy 0," waid Buck Sidgers

afowlf. i R
HEha!" said the Kid. " Not ono of
tix Lol 2*

“YYom!” said the marshal of Pack.
mddle.

The Kid's hicart almost misaed a beat!
i1 had come at Iast, then!

“Ale I he copeated mechanicativ.
dest youl” said the emanhal, and
Lis face was grim.  “That's what
Borney  Naker allowe, Mister Fairfnx,
Ha pllows thar you'ee the firc-bug of Lhe
Rio CGrande~—tlie ontlarw that's wanted
by hall the shorifs in Texzs, But I
Tux Poevean.—No. 564,

raskon you’ll Lo able to prove up that
you're Miser Fairfax, like you say;
sou'll be oble to bring witnosses from
the part of Texas vou hail from. You've
got fricnds, and mebbe relntions, who'ld
smrcar thxl you gin't that pesky fire-bug.
thy Rio K" ‘ .

‘Iho Kid st still and silent in Side-
Kicker's saddle. It had come st Inst
like a bole from the bluo! Like a
thunderbolt out of a clvar ski;! When
all geemed set sud [sir, the Kid's past
had anothor kick coming.

Thera was more than waricuon in Lhe
gritn face of the Packsaddle marshal
now, There was something like cor-
tainty. Duck Sidgers liked Mister Fair:
fax, and sdmired the men who had
tuped the Lazy O bonch, Rut if that
man wes the Kio Kid., the bay outlaw
of Tesas, ho was Buck's game. The
niarshal’s  hand  slid  towords his
revolver,

1 reckon you'll vide into Packsaddle
with me, Mister Foirfax,” he said. [
gucss vou'll be glad to make it clear
that there nin't pothing o whot Barncy
Baker aliows.” .

“1 gueas [ ain't hilting Packsaddle
this morning. Imatshal,” answered the
Rie Kid quietly,

“Not to prove 1hat sou ain’t that
ﬂr‘?-gng. Il.i.k" Borney Daker allows?”

= Y:'::_}ot another guess coming,” said
Buck Bidgers grimly, and bis gun ceme
out as be spoke. "{ sog my duty to do
—hands up, Mister Faicfax”

Bang!

‘Thers was a cosr ol a six-gun as the
Kid Ored feom the hip, and  the
marshal's  hand  slid  townvds  his
wide amd wild, us Buck Sidgers pitched
out of 1l saddle aml crnsllcdp head-
fong into the gravs.

———

THE FQURTH CHAPTER.
The Luck of the Kidl
HE Rio Kid wt on_a gramy
knoll, staring gleomily at the
man_ who lay _in Lhe thick grass
at his foct. Closa at hand, the
marshal's broncho and the Kids mus-
tang grased peaceably. The buming
sun of Southern Toxas blazed down on
the scene.

In thoe bigh gross the group would
have bueen idnviuible ot A& distanes,
Twice, as ho sat there, the Kid hrd
scen s passing horsemsn—ong of hu
owy bwuch at the Lu(r 0. Dut the
panchor had not looked towards him,
and ha on upseeing ; for whick
the Kid was thank(ul. .

Buck Sidgers lay st his fcot
tanncd lace white, a sircak of bl
avraas the bronzed skin,  No soynd or
movement cames [rom the marshal of
acksnddla,

The Kid, sitting tie grasey kooll,
with clouded Iace, was thinking., His
thoughts ware biller enough.

called the Rio Kid a fire-bug,

his

'l'hef

a scallawag. a rada who wou
vacol up a “guy without thinking iwice
about jt. ild talea were told of him

in overy cow town in Toxas, st evor

round-:g camp and rodeo. Fables ha

gathered about the name of the boy
outlare of the Rio Grande. ‘The Kid
was thinking bitterly that it would
have been well for him, had ho been
a1 black #s his enemics painted him.
For Buck Sidgers' lifo wos in his band,
and he spa it, and if_ba spared the
suarshal of Packsaddle, it was for his
onwn destruclion.  ‘That hasty shot from
the hip had not bLeen B to kill, it
hiad stooncd the marshal of Packeaddle,
“creasing” hm  as &  cowpuncher
creasen an obstinato siecr that wil) not
come to the ropo. TDuck Sidgen Iay
senscless at hia fect—Dbis lile tﬁz Kid's

to take or spere. And the Kid kpew

d him?

o Ghe PODULAR, Completz Story Clleekly -—

that Le was going to sparo it, and thet
in comsequence Jus gameo was up in the
Packsaddle country. Nothing remainea
for Mister Fairfax of the Lazy O but to
mownt and ride.

It was bitter luck. .

Ho bad cscaped the perit of the
rangoers, and it bad scemed 10 bim that
tha trail was clear shesd, the ltio Kid
dead and bLucied, Miser Fairfax alive
in hin place, the future rosy. Put.
always ot the back of his mind had
been the lurking doubt that tho past
would rirc again.g hiw once more, as it
had risen in the days when he bad
found reluge on the Sampton Ranch in
the Sau Pedro country. o nume of
tha Rie Kid ight be biolted out,
but while the Kid lived, the past could
not die.

The malice of tho rescal whe had
sought to rob him of his ranch, Lad
brought this now peril on bim.  And—
the Kid realised it—his possession of

ide-Kicker. He had been wise to
leave tho niustang at s ssfo dirtsnce,
when he atarted Eis role of & rancher
in Packsaddle.  Buck, he figured, had
not betieved  Tarney’s stoty, but the
sight of Side-Kicker bad  somehon
einched it in his inind, And now, |
Buck Sidgert died there in the high
grass, the Kid's game was not up.
Uarney aker be could deal with—
would know low to silence his envious
tongue. But QNuck Sidgers was not
going to dig there in the high gras,
uniess the Kid let drive » bullet through
his hoart, and that tho Kid could not

o
It was maeless Lo kick against fate,
thoe Kid rcllected. o was mn gutlaw,
and only outlaw irails_ were open to
hitm. [ia had dreamed of & Inw-ubidiur
life on & ranch—a ranch bought with
iis own mooey, bLard ear in the
gold-mines of Arizopa. Bur it wa
only a decam—aud uow came the wak-
mﬁ Unless—~ - . .
tacker and gloomicr geew the Kid's
hrow, as he looked down at the senso-
loas man in the grass, and his hand
dropped to the butt of his gun.

Why should ho give up everything—
why should he go back te the wild ﬁis
of tho treiis aud the chaparral? A
man's life sood in the way—and life
was cheap in the Packsaddls country.
They enllcd him a fire-bug, o gunman,
a desperado—and if ha chose o live up
to it be was salo. The Rio Kid's grasp
was almeat econvulsive on the walaut
hutt of the gun. Not Lill that bitter
hour, had lic teelised how dear his pew
life had como 10 be to him—how pas
sicantely ho longed to throw outlawry
sln_ul rocklest defiunce of Lhe law behind
wm. !

Buck Sidgers’ eves slowly opened.

The Kid's band dropped from his
gun. He was only looling himself with
those black thoughis, he krow thst he
could not do it. Why had he not shod
the owrshal dead, when he palled on
Bock lad had & gun in his
hand, and it was an even break, few
men in Packsaddle would have biamed
n guy who had thot to kill, when the
other man had 8 gun drawn. Yot the
Rio Kid, ontlaw and fire-bug, bod not
pullad the trigger to kill. And now is
was too Inta—now it would be murder.
Lietlor to mount Side-Kicker, and hit
the trail, leaving his wew life bohind
him, than that

The marshal of Packeadidle stirred.
His dazed eyes lixed on the Kid's moody
face, upsecing st first, He grosned
faintly. and his hand went to his heod.

r was the crease of s shot undor
the thick bair, and the innrshal's Gngers
came away reddened.

But he knew (hat he wap not badiv
hurt. A headacha snd & alight lom of

blood—that was all. He was dazed and
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dizzy; but his mind cleared. Recols
lection canc back. and Buck drogged
himaaif to & sitting posture, still staring
at_the Kid. .

He fumbled at his belt.
was gone; he was disanoed.

The Kid grinned at him sourly.

“You ain't got yours, fcller,” he
drawled, *§ guess you'll be spry as a
gopber in a few minuten. 1 jest ere
you, [cller—3ou sure was going to do
some damage with that gun of yourn.”

The marshal of Packsaddie still stared
blankty.

“You're the Rio Eid!”

It was not o question, but an naser-
tion. If thc marshal had doubted
before he was certain pow.

The Kid nodded.

“Right in ooee,” bo agroed. “1 guess
you're wise to it. Dut I.pin't toking
any closg-up view of the inside of Pack-

e calal , feller.”

*You me,” said Buck, eyeing him
curioully?":‘ Tory say the Rio Kid never
miiscd 1 man—but you sorter missed
me, Kid, though | allow you was light-
ning ou the shoot.”

The Kid lsughed derisively.

* Forgrt it, bowobre.” he anid.
1 shouting that T jest crensed
T used 20 ornery steer on the old Double-
Bar? I guers you'd have got that pill
where you do your thioking if ¥d
wanted.”

“And why dido't you want!” asked
the marshal.

The Kid did oot answer.

"I taughed at Barney Baker when he
nllowed yor was tne Rio Kid,” mid
Buck slowly. "1 reckoned it wan all

But his gun

" Ain't
on, like

hot air. Somehow I tumbled to it,
when we was talking byer. 1 guess that
caywse of yourn helped—he sura did
seem to know ma whole heap well,
secing as you al d you'd ealy jest got
him. 1 ecckon thut was how,

“Side-Kicker is somo exyuse,” said
the Kid, with an aflectionate glance at
the grey inurtang. " He's savred my life
morc'n onco; but tnis time [ guess he's
given me away, the poor old cayuse ™

The muarshal of Packraddie steggered
t3 his feet. He stocd o Littls unsteadily,
bis band to his head.

His glance wax still strangely and
doubtingly on the Kid.

“Boat it!" azid the Kid. “1 ain
pulling on you, macshal | Deat it—and
put Packsaddle wisa ihat the Rio Kid's
sround, 0 will wont & oew
bow aguin, [ reckon. But it was
good whila it lastod, and 1 sin't got
no kick coming.”

“You ain't answered wme yet,” said
Duck quietly. *“ Yow kad mo where you
wanted me, Kid, aod you Jet me live
I suire want to know.”

“Aw, eat: it.Y granted the Kil.
“How'd 1 know? na'te & good man,
Duck, and I like you—you'ra & whita
map, and I sin't never spilied load on
a4 guy ‘eept to save my own skin.”

“Youwre leding ne ride?”

“Don't 1 heen on aaboutin® it1?"” cx.
claimed the Kid unpatiently. ™ There's
m ;:rlltter—hnmp yoursell on him aml
'It "

Buck Sidgers called his hore.

“You allon I''m a white man, Kid,”
ha sard. 1 gues ‘ra oue, tuo, I'm
hitting Packsaddle, promto, with my
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mouth shut. You'ro Mister Fairfax,
boss of the Lazy O—and a guy I admire.
1 dom"s kpoow potoivg sbout no Rio
Kid. You get meg?™

Tho Kid looked at him silently.

“} dou't know nothing," repeated
Buck deliberately, “zbout no Rio Kid.
Il 1 kpowed anything, I've forgot ir.
owing to mg & crack on cabesa.
Sa-lang, Mister Fairfsx!™

Bnek Srdgers mounicd his horse, and
with o wava of Lix hand. rode awas
towards the cow town.

The Kid, standing waist-deep in te
high grass, looked after him.

“Gea'" wid the Kid.

All was not ot He knew what
Buck HSidgers mmeant. Buck was going
t1 forget what he knew, and Mister
Fairfax was still Mister Faicfaz, boss of
the Lazy O—anknown {0 the Facrkwddle
marshal by any other nome. The Kil
drew o decry, deep brearh.

*That guy i sure a suare man 1™ he.
mutteredd  “He aure a5, Ul tell the
warhd ™

The Kid’s boaet was light ns he
mouvnted Side-Kicker, aml v humme
the tune of o Mexican fandango-as he
rode away towards tha Lazy O.

TOE END.,

(s the Rio Kid's reign ai the La:y 0
Ranck caming to cald? 1t sreme so, xith
23 mang enemics aut Lo rorner him, Bui
the Kit is a dangexrous man 1o rrawd,
as many a fa¢ Rap discovcred to kia
caxt, on't mix: "BARYNEY
BARER'S LAST PRAIL!" next werk's
roaring Western garn.)

LUIR NGB UEUTRTH T s i A BTEBOIE TR AR DR RS DTG BT DRI TRl D i e i I Bl DR T 1 s BT TR T T DT

Saved from Sacrifice?
(Continwed from page 22)

The other atarted al the recognitiom.

“1 am no Arab. I come from ke
ll::u.n. where tho friends of the Gwigi
e,

Jou's patisnce was now run out.

* Don't yoa believe bim. king. He's on
Arsl slave-deslar—like those who bave
taken thousands of your men and women
awny to the coast, and sold them to the
ing ships on the sca. 1 be's
muedicrae mon he efaims to be, lot him
wash his body in water. The white will
vome off aod show that he lies! ‘Fhere
ia the test. Lot it be done.”

“Is what tho whitc man says troe,
0 witch-doctor?” he¢ naked, turning o

ot tree,” hoe  anawercd
swiftly; and then, scized by s happy
lluol;:f*:t. added: " Have not I curel
hundreds of your peoplo!”

 Cured hom, yea”  mocked  Lhe
sailor. “DBut how? I will tell you,
king. A wy p i was &
case fllod with the bark of the cinchons-
tree. Wa call it quinine in onr country.
It in & cortain enro (or all fevers of the
Il'clnrw. Thera vru.s'no magie -I:?Iuthu.

o gava your people quinive, and they
Imca‘a:c woll.”

The chief seomed impressed,

“ Lat nll the live prisoners bo brought
before me and I witl hear them alt,™
Bpageli said.

Tha satlar staried, .

“Thare ware but four, O king,” he
explained. “Myswlf, my two white
friemls, and & hay of vour own colour.’”

Pha king shook his bead,

" There wore five in all—=threa whites
and two hlack. Ses, rach has bern kept
under separate quacd.”

the worked

Amd he pointed his wpear in turn to
the five buts.

In n faso Jor understood.  Aa the
descont on their cammp had heen ~arricd
out iy darknecss, the chicf™ men hod
made a prisoner ul Nobi, his own son.

“They have not ver seen the light of
day since they were Lronght ta my vil-
fage. Now they shall stand betore me,™
Spageli went oo.

Joe, however, raieed his hand.

He swung round again and pointed
to the waiting Arab.

“Tha villain hore says ba is an
African witch.doctor ! cried con-
temptugasty, “‘He elsims to  have
great  marvels,  Very  well,
chicf, T mccept his challenge. 1 will
work s grester wonder than he.”

" And that is " questioned the king.

“I will produco your own son!"
shouted Joe,

The old man shook his head.

“ No; that cannot be. for my son went
away, seixcd with the sickness, many
suns age. He wondeeed io the pgreat
forest.  And now he is dead.”

“But 1 will bring him bhere Lefore
you,” persisted the wmailor. 16 1 fail,
then will I and oll whe came with me
dia. But if I sueeeed, then that man
shall be my prisooer!*”

And he pointed an accusing finger ox
the astounded Arab,

thought of laving his o0
reatored to him was tao great a tempta-
tion for Spageli to resist.

“The whito man bas spoken well,”
ha cried. “Tt shall be even as ho says.
O great whita mon,
miracle 1"

" Not while that fellov is near,'” said
Joo. “He must be 1aken away, under
guard, as T wos '

The Inn‘; nodided, and summoned his
heulygoszd. whe Il the Arab away.

Directls he was gona Joo tarned a
bw-aming free o il cliief.

perform  this

“ Lot your warricrs mrround me and
take me to the hute,” he said, pointing

3 Deex, Frook, and Pio wero
lying captive, )

A minute later Joo had passed from
alie to anathwr wilthout a word to the
surprised boye.

In the last hut ha came upon the prono
form of Nobt, still bound. In the
darkness po one bad recognised him.
Ho was brought into tho light of day.
and & mighty shaut went vp.

“ It is Nobi, Lhe king's son !*" was the
ery that rose from o thousand throats.

No ouve wos mare turprised than the
chick himse!f to sce his son again, Nobi
fost no time in telling his father of the
good which the white men had shown
o bim.

“Let thews v [reed at once,'’ com.
manded the overjoyel king.  *And
now, O white man, e whom you ¢laim
is ira 1"

o¢ Tremorne gripped the hands of
oach of the hoya i turn,
“Come o, you young rascals! I'N
v¢ you {ho surprisa of your lives!"

0 saick. pointing to the but_in which
tho Arab wans imprisoned.  “I'm goin
to show you El Hajar, dressed up nmgl
nowhere to go. s a medicine man !’

_But the promised treat was nover
given. When tha door of bonghs was
pabel wide the sunlight streamed
through an opening in the back.

FI Hajar had cut a way through, aml
1o had mady his escape.

TRE EXND,

(Thue ends amother episode in the
Four Chums® thrilling journecy throvgh
the Afriean jungler. Thal they Aare
ast sgen the last of their cRemy. Ei
Hapr, ix prored in next xweck’s thrill.
ing te: “PHE FRICE OF
TREUCHERY Y

Tie: Poprran.- Ng. 353,
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OUR LONG COMPLETE WESTERN YARN WITH A KICK IN E
His ﬁex:ce hatred of the Rio K‘;d. and

his longtng or revenge upon lum. leads

Barney Baker. late fore-
‘man  of t11e_ Lazy-o
ranch, to commit
an action which
Lr:.ngs about lus
own downfall.
But even t]\oug}t

the consequences

prove disastrous
for Barney. so do
they for the Kid!

Seat it, Barney !

ONG BILL, the horse-wrangler of
the Lazy O Ranch, stepped into
the open doorway of the bunk-

Behind Long Bili came Shorty, the
puncher, and seven or eight other men
of the Lazy O bunck. .

There was one men in the bunk-
of the ranch, and boss of the bunch,
monarch of all he surveyed in the wide
grasslands that stretched along the
valley of the Rio Pecos.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
L
house.
house, Barney Baker, one-time foreman
Barney sat on the edge of his bunk,

his hard, unshaven face grim and savage

in look.

He knew that there was going to be
trouble, . .

The murmuring voices of the punchers
had reached him for some time—a deep
and threatening murmur. Now they
had come, and he knew that they had
come for him

The foreman of the Lazy O had a
revolver 4n his band, resting on his
knee, as he sat on the bunk. What the
bunch intended he did not know, but he
knew that it was trouble.

Black and bitter was Barney's hard
face. Only a short time before he had
been undisputed master of the Lazy O,
and every man in the outfit had jumped
to do his bidding. Now, of all the
bunch, only one man stood for him-—
Coyote Jenson; and the Coyote, just
then, was hitting the trail for White
Pine as fast as his cayuse could carry
him, Barney was alone at the Lazy O,

" among foes who had once been friends.

It was the coming of the new boss,
Mister Fairfax, that had made all the
difference, and Barney’s hatred of the
boy rancher, his longing for revenge
upon him, burned fiercely in his heart.
Had Mister Fairfax been among the
crowd that surged in at the doorway of
the bunkhouse, Barney would have been
tempted to. lift his gun and pull the
trigger, reckless of what would follow.
But Mister Fairfax was not there; he
was riding the plains far away towards
Packsaddle.

Barney’s eyes glinted at the crowd of
cowmen. Their faces were as grim as
his own,

“Say, you'uns, what’s this rookus

about 2" growled Barney.

Long Bill came to a halt a few feet
from the foreman. His followers halted
behind him. One or two of the punchers
had drawn their guns. All eyes were
fixed threateningly on the haggard,
sullen man in the bunk.

“] guess we'vz come
Barney,” said Long Bill.

“You moseyed in to tell me that
you're standing by me agin that med-
dling guy Fairfax?” asked Barney, with
bitter sarcasm.

“Not any,” answered the horse-
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By Ralph

wrangler. “Cut it out, Barney. That
game's played out!” .

“It sure " is,” said Shorty. *‘This
bunch is standing for Mister Fairfax,
and don’s you ferget it, Barney Baker.”

“You dog-goned, pesky bunch of
greasers!’ growled Barney. “What
you got agin me? Ain’t we stood to-
gether for years, and kept the Lazy O
in our own hands, and scared off every
boss that bought the ranch, till this
scallywag Fairfax moseyed 1n, and got
you all scared to a frazzle? \What
grouch have you got, you durned bunch
of coyotes?”

“Aw, can it!” said Long Biil. “You
played & low-down game agin Mister
Fairfax, and the bunch would never
have stood for it, if they’d knowed.
You got all shot up in an ambush you
laid for the boss on the prairie. This~
bunch never stood for shooting a guy
in the back, Barney. Youa sure got
what you was asking for; and I’'m tell-
ing you that that guy Fairfax is @ man-
size galoot, and good enougn for this
bunch. This bunch knows a white man
when we sece one, Barney, and Mister
Fairfax is the whitest mar that ever
struck the Lazy O.” )

“You've said it, Bill P’ agreed Shorty.

“ Mister Fairfax has let you hang on
here till you was mended enough to
ride,” went on Long Biil, “and all the
time you’ve been trying to double-cross
him, and get the ranch off’'n him agin.
I guess he was some bonehead not to
boot you off the ranch as soon as he
knowed your game. You're making ount
to be still a sick man, jest to keep on
here and work agin’ the boss, but you
can sit a bronmec if you want And I
guess you’re hitting the horizon aégre
you’re an hour older, Barney Baker:”

“Mister Fairfax’s orders?” sne€red
Barney. -
“Nope. Mister Fairfax is out on the

plaing, and he don’t know nothin’ about.
this here rookus,” answered the horse-
wrangler. “This buncl’\- is giving you

- orders to quit, Barney.’

{Copyright in the United States of America.)

. bead,”” snarled Barney.
world the

VERY CHAPTER!

LAST TRAIL/

Redway.

“The bunch can go to the hot place!”
snarled Barney. ‘“What you got agin
me, you all-fired scallywags?”

“You've been telling Buck Sidgers,
the marshal of Packsaddle, that the boss
is that fire-bug from the Rio Grande
they call the Rio Kid!”

Barney’s eyes glittered.

“It’s sure straight goods,” -he said.
“That guy that calls himself Fairfax is
the Rio Kid, the outlaw that’s wanted
by half the sheriffs in Texas,”>’

‘*Aw, forget it!” snapped Long Bill.
“T’ll tell a man, Buck was snickering
fit to bust a button when he told me
what youw'd said asbout the boss. He
don’t take it in any.” )

“Buck Sidgers is a locoed bone-
“Tll tell the
he boss is_the Rio Kid, and I
know it} :

There was a grow] of angry derision
from the punchers.. Not a man believed
a word of the accusation.

“I'm telling you, Mister Fairfax is
that fire-bug the Rio Kid,” went on the
foreman savagely. “I saw him once
at White Pine shooting up the town.
There’s guys at White Pine that would

give 2 stack of dollars to get a head on

him !

“YT guess that’s a plumb lie!” said
Long Bill. “You want to make out.you
saw the Rio Kid once, and you say
Mister Fairfax is him, and all this time
he’s been at the ranch you ain't let-on
to it. Shucks!”

““1 never was able to recognise him,”
said Barney sullenly. “It wasn’t till I
saw him niding the Rio Kid’s cayuse,
Side-Kicker, that I knowed for sure. He
was riding that mustang srhen he shot
up. White Pine thre¢ monilis ago.”

“Can it, you gink,” said Long Bill.
‘“The boss got that cayuse from Jim
Hall, the Texas Ranger, who roped it in
when he was hunting the Kid. You
figure that Jim Hall would let up on
the Rio Kid and give him back his
cayuse ?” ‘
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“He sckua.ted that dog-goned Ranger
somfhox A {

“I guess you're umb
Long Bill. :
say, you dog-goned geck, what sort of a

¥ mb loco,” said
But even if it was as you

yellow coyote do you call yourself,
giving the guy away? Ain't there a
heap guys in Packsaddle that have had
trouble, and come to Packsaddle to keep
out of the way of the sheriffis? Why,
you yourself, you durned skunk, you
don’t dare to ride into the San Antone
country, and every man in the bunch
knows it.”

Barney’s answer was a curse.

‘This here bunch ain’t no collection
of tin angels,” went on Long Bill. *“Most
of the boys have hit trouble one time or
another. Packsaddle’s full of such guys.
Why they’d lynch you in town if they
was wise to it thet you was putting the
law on to a guy that was taking cover.
Heap , plenty guys in Packsaddle
wouldn’t feel safe if they knowed there
vag a skul’l':mg coyote around giving a
nan away.

-Barney was sullenly silent,

So far as the Lazy O bunch were con-
cerned, he had made a bad break in
accusing Mister Fairfax to the town
marshal. Buck Sidgers might be glad
of a chance of cinching an outlaw, if he
believed the accusation. But the wild
section was a refuge for many who had
had trouble with the law, many of the
Lazy O bunch among them, and Barney
himself for that matter. In Packsaddle it
was an unwritten law that a galoot. did
not horn into another galoot’s private
history.

“You dog-goned pesky polecat,” went
on Long Bilf, “you got a grouch agin
Mister -Fairfax, and you'd set the
sheriffs on him, if you knew how. If
iou‘ got a grouch agin me, or Shorty
ere, or Mexican Dave, or any of the
bunch, you'd do the same. I guess no
guy in Packsaddle is safe with you
around, Barney. - You double-crossing
scallywag, you're quitting, ronto.
There ain’t no room on the Lazy O for a
squealer!” . .

“There sure ain’t!” said Sherty.

“Mister Feairfax
has let you hang
on, you making out
you wasn't ft to
ride,” jeered Long
Bili. “I guess
you've fooled him
some. You Wwas
able to ride days
age, if you'd
wanted., Now
you're riding,
Barney. You got
ten minutes to pack
you: traps, and if
you ain’t absquatu:
lated by then, you'll
be put! You get
me ?*

-Barney Baker
gripped his revolve
convulsively. .

Three or four
guns were lifted at
once. There were
grim faces behind
them.

“Put down that
barker ¥  snapped
Long Bill. “I guess
if you burn powder,
Barney, you'll get
yours so sudden you
won’t know what
hit you.” .

“You sure will,
Barney!” said
Shorty, looking au
the foreman over
the levelled barrel
of a Colt, his finger
on the trigger.

Barney spat out a
curse, and the gun
went with a clatter
to the floor of the

bunkhouse. A
He rose to his
feet.
“TH git!” he
snarled. “But this

here ranch ain’t
seed the last of me,
and don’t you forget
it! I guess I'll be
running this ranch,
with & new bunch,
after Mister Fairfax
has been roped in
and swung up to the
branch of a cotton-
wood.” .

“Forget itlZ
jeered Long Bill.

The punchers

: crowded out of the
bunkhouse. Bameg Baker, with a
black brow, made his preparations for
departure. 3

The horse-wrangler his
broncho from the corral. )

Barney came out of the bunkhouse,
and the punchers stood round, looking
on, as he packed his roli behind the
saddle.

Slowly, reluctantly,
mounted the broncho.

He sat in the saddle, taking his last
look round at the wide grasslands of-
the Lazy O, where he had so long ruled
as master.

“Beat it!” grunted Long Bill.

Barney gave him & bitter look.

“I'm hitting the trail?’ he said,
between his teeth. “But you’ll see me
again—and the Rio Kid will see me
again!” :

“Aw, beat it, you geck!”

Barney gave a savage glance round at
the circle of unfriendly faces.

- It was on his lips to tell the bunch.
that the Coyote even then was riding
TeE PoPuLAR.—No. 565.

brought

Barney Baker
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hard for White Pine, seventy miles
down the Pecos, with news for Jake
Nixon, the sheriff—news where the Rio
Kid was to be found.

Bui Barney checked himself.

_That was his own secret, and when
the blow fell he calculated on its taking
“ Mister Fairfax " by surprise. )

He realised that even had the Lazy O
bunch believed that Mister Fairfax was
indeed the celebrated boy outlaw of the
Rio Grande they would have stood for
him. all the same.
won the hearts of the rough bunch, and
they were devoted to him as they never
had been to Barmey. Likely g¢nough
they would stand for him when the
sheriff of White Pine came for the Kid.
Barney shut his teeth on his-secret.

Long Bill cracked his quirt.

“Beat it, Barney!” he repeated.

Slowly the fallen foreman of the La
O set his broncho in motion. The bunc
watched him in grim silence.

At the gate Barney turned to take a
last look at the ranch, to bestow a last
savage scowl on the bunch who had
turned him down and turned him out.

He shook a clenched fst at the grim
faces.

“You'll see me aginl” he shouted.
“You durned pack of pesky coyotes,
you’ll see me agin, and I guess I'll run
every galoot of you off'n this ranch
when I come back. I guess—-"

‘Bang!
. Long Bill’s revolver roared, and the
bullet cut through the brim of the fore-
man’s Stetson.  © . .

“Now git !’ growled Long Bill.

Bang, bang! Crack, crack! came the
fcports of half a dozen guns. Bullets
buzzed like mosquitoes round the savage-
faced rider. Barney grabbed his reins,
drove. His spurs into the flanks of the
“pronche; and dashed away at a gallop.
The "punchers rushed to the gateway
after him, still firing; “fanning” the
galloping horseman with bullets till he
disappeared in the high grass in the
distance._ -

“I guess that puts paid to Barney
Baker !’ growled the horse-wrangler, as
the foreman’s Stetson vanished in the
blue distance. ‘I guess this here ranch
will be healthier without that skunk
around.”

“You've said it,” agreed Shorty.
Barney Baker was gone. :
To his threats no man in the outfit
.paid heed; none expected to see Barney
Baker again on the trails of the Lazy O.
But the savage-faced man who spurred
his horse across the rolling prairie swore
to himself, with many a bitter oath, that
the Lazy O bunch were not yet through
with him.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Danger Ahezd!
"IT’S sure going to be good, old

hoss ¥

The Rio Kid spoke to the grey’
with the black patch, a-

mustan,
habit he had fallen into in the old days
of outlawry, when Side-Kicker had been
his only companion on lonely trails.

The days of outlawry lay behind the T

Kid.

Few who saw the handsome young
rancher riding the mustang would have
tigured that he had ever been an outlaw.

Tt was going to be food for the Rio
Kid now. A new life lay before Mister
Fairfax, boss of the Lazy O.

In the new life, ranching the Pack-
saddle country, dan%'ers had come; but
they had passed. Mule-Kick Hall, the
Texas ranger, -had found him out; bust
Mule-Kick. Hall had given him his
chance to lead a new life on the right
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Mister Fairfax had.

side of the law. Buck Sidgers, the
marshal of Packsaddle, was wise to his
secret, but Buck was standing his friend.
In the Packsaddle country no one else
knoew, save Barney Baker, the un-
serupulous foreman who had striven to
rob the new ranch boss of his ranch.
And Barney, the Kid figured, could only
suspect—his suspicion fed on hatred and
revenge. - .

The Kid, as he rode back to the Lazy
O in the golden Texas afternoon, was
in a cheery mood. Dangers had come
and gone, and now his only peril lay
in Barney Baker, the wounded foreman
of the Lazy O, still bandaged in the
bunkhouse. And with Barney the Kid
was prepared to deal. :

Had the Kid been the fire-bug, the
merciless gunman, that his reputation
made him out to be, there. would have
been no danger from Barney Baker.
Many a man in Packsaddle would have
shet Barney for much less than Barney
had done. But wild as was the reputa-
tion of the Kid, ~he was not the man
to burn powder if he could help it.

But he was going to secure Barney’s
silence. - .Whether Barney knew, or
whether he only suspected, he was not
going to tell all Packsaddle what he had
told Buck Sidgers.

And the Kid’s cheery face becaime
graver as he thought over that problem.
Barney had to be silenced; and the Kid
was not the galoot to silence him with
a bullet through the heart, though few
hombres in Texas would have put it
past the Kid to do that very thing.

The Kid, thinking it out, figured that
he would get Barney away from the
Lazy O, pronto, and get him somewhere
where he could not talk. He knew of
a bunch of thief-Apaches in the Staked
Plain, who would look after Barney for

im. Or, if his enemy preferred, he
would give him an even break, man to
man, and gun to gun, with the Lazy O
Ranch as the prize for the victor. His
treacherous enemy could not justly ask
better than that. Anyhow, he reckoned
hée could handle Barney; and with his
last enemiy’s mouth closed Mister Fair-
fax would never hear of the Rio Kid
again. - The name of the boy outlaw of
the Rio Grande would live only in tales
told round the camp-iire and over the
bars in the cow-towns. And the Kid
was only too keen to let his name and

fame die out of men’s memory. It was

sorely against his own will that he had
been driven into outlawry; and with a
light heart he would throw the
shadowed past behind him.

With a clatter. of hoofs the Kid rode
up to the ranch, lifted Side-Kicker over
the gate, 2nd rode on towards the bunk-
house. Five or six of the bunch
gathered to salute him as he rode in.

The Kid dismounted, and Long Bill
led Side-Kicker away to the corral.

Some of the punchers locked rather

curiously at Mister Fairfax as he walked
into the bunkhouse. They did not
believe the tale that Barney had told,
but it interested them all the more in
the boy rancher who had come to the
Lazy O and tamed the wildest bunch in

exas, :
“Say, Barney!” said the Kid, as he
entered the bunkhouse. )

He halted, breathing quickly.

Barney Baker’s bunk was empty, and
there was no sign of the foreman in the
building.

'The Kid, with a strange expression on
his face, stepped out again. He had
given Barney Baker orders to quit as
soon as he was able to ride; but well
he knew that Barney did not aim to
leave the Lazy O if he could help it
Hhe had had no "doubt of finding him
there, -

- lingering

The Kid glanced round at the
punchers. ’ :

“Say you'uns, where’s: Barney?” he
asked. ' :

““ Quit,
Dave.

“Quit?” repeated the Kid.

Long Bill came back from the corral.

“Barney’s hit the trail, boss,” he said.
“I guess this bunch made him "hit it,_
sir. Say, he’s been telling Buck
Sidgers that you was that fire-bug from
the Rio Grande, the Rio Kid. I guess
i$ fed-up this bunch.” _ o

“It sure did!” said Shorty. -

The Kid breathed a little hard.

“How long’s Barney been gone?” he
asked.

“More'n an hour, I recken.”

‘“And he ain’t coming back?”

Long Bill grinned. .

“I guess not, boss! He sure knows
that if he hits the Lazy O agin, this
bunch would ride him out on a rail.”

“Sure !”” said Shorty. .

“You ain’t mad with us, boss, for
booting Barney off ¥ asked Long Bill.
“We sure knowed he was playing
possum, and he was able. to ride “long
ago if he’d wanted. He’s sure a pizen
skunk, is Barney.”

The Kid shook his head. .

It was devotion to the new boss that
had made the bunch turn Barney Baker
off the ranch. The Kid was not likely
o be angry at that. But Barney Baker
was a free man now, his tongue un-
checked. In a few hours ali Packsaddle
would know what Barney could tell.
They might not believe, and more likely
than not the tale would be laughed at.
But. there was danger in it for Mister
Fairfax. It was Mister Fairfax’s game
never to let the Rio Kid's name be
spoken, or even whispered, in connec-
tion with his own. .

“I guess it’s 0.K., you’uns,” said the
Kid cheerily. “It sure was time that
cuss Barney hit the trail. He can blow
off his mouth all he likes at Packsaddle,
and it sure won't worrv me any.”

The Kid walked away fo tge ranch-
house. - o

Lonil Bill and the punchers glanced
after him. They did not *believe that
he was the Rio Kid, as Barney Baker
had averred. Yet, as in the case of
Buck Sidgers, tho accusation left a
oubt- in' their-minds. --Mister
Fairfax surely had not been so sur-
prised tc hear it as might have been
expected. He had not denied it, but
had let the subject pass withopt com-
ment. That was not exactly the way a
galoot would act who was accused of
being the most talked-of outlaw in all
Texas. They did nct believe it against
him, yet they gave one another curious
looks. v

“There ain’t nothing to it,” said Long
Bill slowly. “Barney was jest shout-
ing off his mouth because he’s got a big
grouch agin the boss.” .

“You've said it,” said Shorty.

“ All same, he sure does ride like the
say the Kid rides,” said Long Bil
“Look at the way he handled Apfache,
the maddest broncho ia Packsaddle. I

boss!” answered -Mexican

’member saying that nobody could ride

that cayuse excepting the Rio Xid.
And Mister Fairfax rode him.”

“He sura did!” said a puncher. “I
guess he’s as good & man with a hoss as
the Kid himself. But he ain’t the Kid,
not by a whole jugful I

“He ain’t!” agreed Long Bill.
if he was, it was a dirty, low-down
game for Barney fc give him away,
seeing as Barney himself had to ride
from sheriffs in San Antone c¢ountry,
and a heap of galoot: in Packsaddle
have donethe same. If the boss was the

“But
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Rio Kid, fellers, here’s one guy that's
standing for him all the same !

“You bet your life, Bill!”
several voices.

“But he ain't the Kid,” concluded
‘Long Bill. H. believed what he said,
yet there was a lack of conviction in
his voice. A

Mister Fairfax went into the ranch-
bouse.

He ate his supper witn hus usual good
appetite, and in th¢ rich red sunset

said

went out on the porch, to sit in the
rocker and look over the wide grass-
lands—a view of which the Kid’s eyes
pever tired.

But the boss of the Lazy O was not
looking over his extensive proverty with

the same careless satisfaction as
hitherto. -

His thoughts were busy.

The bunch stood by him, he
knew that. They discredited the
story told by the revengeful fore-
man, a-wild enough story in
-itself. Buf it happened to be
true, and there. was the rub.
Mister Fairfax was, in point of
fact, the Rio Kid under a new
name, and the truth was the
truth. Had the name of the Rio

in Texas where the Kid had ridden as
an outlaw. But severty miles down the
Pecos was White Pine, & town where a
hundred galoots knew -him and had
vowed vengeance on him. Fifty miles
to the west was another cow-town where
the Kid was well known A hundred
miles away was Frio, where the Kid
had been raised, and had ridden in old
days as a puncher in the Double-Bar
bunch.

The distances were wide; but nohe of
them more than a hard day’s ride to a
man on a wiry cow-pony. Sheriffs from
other quarters were loth to ride Pack-
saddle trails; but if they could be made
to believe that the Rio Kid was ranch-
ing in Packsaddl——

LN

Kid mnever been mentioned in Z

connection with him, all would Tz, L 2z
-have been clear, Now that it %, 25\,

had been mentioned, the Kid Ly ¥

realised that it would not stop o

at.that. A hundred little trifles )

would crop up to confirm what
actually was the truth.

- . Side-Kicker had come back to

him in circumstances above suspicion,
yet the strong bond of affection between
the mustang and kis master was obvious
to all observers. The new boss’ age, his
looks, his wonderful way with horses,
his amazing skill and rapidity with his
guns—all. tallied with the &known
descriptions of the Rio Kid.,

And the Rio Kic had disappeared
from all knowledge onlv a few weeks
before Mister Fairfax had moseyed into
the Packsaddle country as boss of the
Lazy O. Barney Baker’s story might
be laughed at on the ranch and in the
cow-town and yet, mere'y because it
was true, it might gain credence, and
evidence might crop up in all sorts of
unexpected and unlooked-for ways.

The Kid had plenty of food for
thought. = '

If the bunch tumbled to the truth, he
believed that they would still stand for
him. Indeed, thers were members of
that wild bunch of cow-men who would
have been proud to call the Rio Kid
their leader. ©On the Lazy O he had
nothing to fear. In Packsaddle,
Barney’s story, believed or not, could do
him little harm. There were too many
men in Packsaddle who had their own
secrets to keep, for the cow-town to
worry about another man's secrets,  Bui
that was not the end of it.

Packsaddie was far from any country

P

There was danger in the air, and the
Rio Kid knew it, De , in his mind all
along_had been th~ feeling that this
new life was toc gooc to last, that once
an outlaw, always an outlaw. Barney
Baker, who had failed to rob him of
the ranch, would not res- till _he was
revenged for his detest, and Barney’s
mouth was wide open now.

The Kid’s brow was grim._

Had he only succeeded in cinching
Barney Baker, and stoppin his
tongue—— But even that, had the Kid
only known it, would have been futile.
For even as he sat there in the sunset
watching the shadows lengthen on the
plains, a dusty and weary horseman
was spurring into White Pine, far down
the Pecos—with news for Sheriff Nixon
where the Rio Kid was to be found.
The Kid made a gallant fight, but he
was coming to the end of his rope.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
X Shot for Shot ! :
ISTER FAIRFAX was his usua
M cool and cheery self the next
day, on the Lazy O.
If there was anticipation of
trouble at the back or his mind, it did
not show on his handsome, good-
humoured .face
The Kid was & rancher now, and he
‘attended sedulously to a rancher's

duties. He was going to stay a rancher,
if Fate permitted, and until the game
was up, he was bose of the Lazy O.
There was branding of cattle that day
on the ranch, ana the Kid superin-
tended the work. The Kid was his own
foreman, and the bunch had found him
a4 more cagahle man at the job than
Barney Baker ever had been.

The Lazy O was prospering, and if
all went well, Mister Fairfax was going
to be one of the richest ranchers.in the
section. And if all did not go well, the
grey mustang, the walnut-butted guns,
and the open trail remained for the Rio
Kid. It was not the Kid's way to
worry over what the future might hold.

ALL THE LAND HIS OWN! ¢ it's sure
going to be good, old hosa!? said the
Rio Kid, as he patted the neck of his
faithful mustang and surveyed the rolling
land around him.  No morse outlaw for

me !’ (See Chapter 2.) :

and things that could not be helped he
put at the back of his mind. -
At work among the bunch that day,
the Kid was aware that he was the
object of a curious interest among them,
He knew, without being told, that the
name of the Rio Kid was in every
mind, if not on every tongue. :
Barney Baker, disbelieved, despised,
had been boosted off the ranch. . Yet
the truth, merely because it was’ the
truth, was sinking into every mind.
When Side-Kicker nuzzled his glossy
muzzle under the Kid’s arm, when“tha”.
Kid gave an instinctive caress to the
mustang, it told the truth. en .a
buck-jumping broncho pitched Sun-
dance Sam over his ears, and .do(igd
every rope till the boss roped him in.
the outfit remembered what they hid
heard of the Rio Kid's magic with the

lasso. .
When a rattlesnake started up from a
bunch of grass, and was blown into

instant extinction by a shot from the
Kid’s hip, the punchers gave ~one
another curious looks. There were not
three men in Texas who could have got
away with t};l'at shot, and the Rio Kid
was one of them

Not a word was said, but the Lazy (o]
men knew, and the Kid knew that they
knew. It was inevitable, once the sus-

icion was started, conviction was
gound to follow sooner or later, for
there never was a_hole so deep that
the truth could be hidden at the bottom

f it. _
° The Kid rode back to the ranch that
night knowing that the bunch were wise
to his real identity—or so near to it
that it cut no ice. On neither side was
the matter mentioned, but there it was.

But in the bunkhouse that night, ous
of hearing of Mister Fairfax, tongues

wera unloosened. . ‘ ,
. Tae PopuLir.—No, 565. .
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. *He's-the Kid-I"’- said-Shorty, voic-
ing what was in the minds of all
present.  *That durned cuss, Barney,
was on the right trail. Why, dog-gone
my. cats, I seen the picture of the Kid
posted up in Medicine Bend, and he's
as like as two peas, ’'cepting that the
boss sports a moustache. I'd never have
thought of it, but—""_

. “He's the XKid!” said Long. Bill.
“But, Kid or not, he's the whitest man
that ever struck the Lazy O, and I'm
telling you all so¥> - -

" ““He sure 1s,”’ said Mexican Dave.
s He’s a square man, is Mister Fairfax,
and I don’t give a Continental red cent
what he’d done afore he hit Packsaddle.
Ain’t he treated us square?”’

“Sure !’ said a dozen voices.

“He's a man-size man, he is,” said
the horse-wrangler. “And what has
Barney got to shout about? Didn’t
Barney run from San Antone after
shooting up a guy? And I don’t reckon
that Barney gave that guy an even

break, any more then he was giving

Mister Fairfax.”

“Dog-gone it,”” said Shorty. “ There’s
2 heap galoots in this bunch would hate
to see sheriffs riding into Packsaddle.
That pizen hound, Barney, is a dog-
goned squealer, and I guess we orter
strung him- up instead of fanning him
off'n the ranch.” -

% And now he’s shouting it out to all
Packsaddle I’ growled Long Bill. “ Say,
yon 'uns, we’re standing by the boss.”

“You bet your life! And I guess,”
said Lonf Bill, “that Y'm asking the
boss for leave in the morning, to ride
into town, and I want three of you boys
to ride with me. .= We're going to see
Barney Baker and tell him to put a
cinch on his tongue about the boss cf
the Lazy 0. And we’ll put him wise
what to expect if he so much as chirps
the name of the Rio Kid in the valley
of the Pecos.”

And there was a murmur of approval
from the punchers.

Outlaw or not, there was no doubt
that Mister Fairfax was backed up all
the way by the Lazy O bunch.

When the Rio Kid turned out the

next morning, four of his bunch came’

to the ranch-house to ask a day’s leave.
Long Bill, Shorty, and two others got
their leave; the Kid was an easy-going
boss. The four cowmen rode away on
the trail for Packsaddle, and the Kid
gave them no further. thought. It was
going to be a busy day on the ranch,
and = Mister Fairfax had. plenty of
matters to occupy his mind.

In the bright morning sunlight Long
Bill and his friends rode at a gallop
for the distant cow-town. It was their
intention to find Barney Baker and
persuade him to drop lis feud with
the boss of the Lazy O. And each
member of the party had carefully
packed a gun; and it was only too pro-
bable that the method of persuasion
would include gun-play. The Lazy O
bunch were a rough bunch, and that
had suited Barney well, so long as he
was holding the Lazy O against its right-
ful owners. If it did not suit him now
that was his own funeral.

But Long Bill and his comrades did
not ride so far as Packsaddle town that
sunny morning. Five miles from the
ranch they drew rein, to stare at a party
of horsemen advancing on the trail from
the: direction of the cow-town.

Say, I guess Packsaddle’s coming
to-see us,’”’ grinned SHorty.

Long Biil’s face became grim.

“Them guys ain’t Packsaddle guys;’?
he said curtly.” «I

Txae PoroLik.—No,

galoot on the pinto afore. That's Jake
Nixon, sheriff o° White Pine. o
“Gee whiz I’ ejaculated Shorty.
The four cow-men sat their bronchos

at a halt, watching the ‘approaching -

party. There were a dozen or more
horsemen, and at their head rode a man
with a hard-set £a.ce;\l_1k.é ‘bronze, on
a pinto horse—Jake - Nixon, sheriff.
Grimly the Lazy O men watched them
coming on. Sefdom did a sheriff ride
Packsaddle trails; and it was.evidently
serious business that had brought Jake
Nixon_outside the border of hig own
jurisdiction. As they drew nearer, the
cow-men recognised a familiar face

under one of the wide-brimmed Stetson
“hate.

“Barney !’ shouted Mexican Dave.

“That cuss Barney Baker !’ said Long
Bill,-between his teeth. ¢ He’s sure got
the sheriff of White Pine after the
boss.”

“They’re heading for the Lazy O,
said Shorty, ““this Eere trail don’t lead
nowhere else. It’s Mister Fairfax they

‘want.”?

And that pizen skunk, Barney, along
with the outfit!’’ growled Long Bill
“And him wanted In San Antone, the
pesky polecat! Say, I guess we're going
to talk to them guys!”

Each of the cow-men loosened the gun

" in his holster and sat his broncho, wait-

ing for the White Pine’outfit to come
up. They were soon observed by the
newcomers. But Sheriff Nixon and his
men rode straight forward on the trail
without a pause. )

Long Bill hailed them as soon as they
were within speaking distance.

“'Mornin’, Jake!’’

“’Mornin’ I grunted the sheriff cof
White Pine.

“What you doing in - Packsaddle?’?
asked Long Bill, riding closer.
- “Looking for a. man,” said Jake
briefly. 7 T .

“You aim to look for him on the
Lazy O ranges?’ asked the horse-

“wrangler.

“You've said it.”” .

“I guess you've.:kinder “forgat tha$
you ain’t sheriff hyer, Jake,” said Long'
Bill, * “This sidé of White Pine is off'n
you?, beag, feller.” e
2%“That don’t cut-no ice when I'm look-
ing for the Rio Kid,”” answered the -
White Pine sheriff. *1I guess I'd get
after that fire;bug if the trail led me
up Mdin Street at Austin.”’ A

iLong Bill and his comrades drew
closer together. From among the White
Pine men, Barney Baker eyed them
with malicious triumph. .

“You figure on getting the Rio Kid
at_the Lazy O, Jake?” asked Long Bill.
. He spoke to the sheriff, but his gleam-
ing eyes were on Barney Baker.

“That’s how,” said Jake Nixon. He
made a gesture towards Barney.
“Barney hyer allows that the Rio Kid
is playing rancher in Packsaddle, call-
ing himself Mister Fairfax. I'm going
to see.”

“You don’t want to believe that pizen
skunk, Jake,” said the horse-wrangler.
“He’s sure got a grouch agin Mister
Fairfax, "because he aimed to double-
cross him, and slipped up on it.”

“Like enough,” said Jake. I ain’t
banking on it, feller. I'm jest going to
see Mister Fairfax; and if he ain’t the
Kid, O.K. If he’s the Kid, I guess I’ll
know him at once. I know the Kid like
the back of my hand.”

Barney Baker gave a sneering laugh.

guess I seen that ©
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6 ELL, lad, and what shall we have to-night 1"

I was standing before the big glass case in the
old-timer’s room, feasting my eyes on his football
caps. The tassels and dates on each told its

history. I had by now a pretty sound ides who my jovial host
was and certainly his name was a very famous one, but I
knew I should burt and annoy him if I delved any further, so
I had given up trying to get him to tell me his name himself |
For I was very fond of Old Tiny !

.“By jove, sir!” I cried. *‘ You've played a few times
against Scotland! Tell us about some of those matches!”

 Scotland, did ye say, son! England v. Scotland! Ah, the
great days I've had!”

It was my cue, Abandoning the glass case I sidled quickly
into my armchair, while the famous Old Veteran stuffed a cast-
iron finger into his glowing pipe end stared reflectively at the
fire,

“I suppose there’s nothing to touch England v. Scotland at
soccer | ¥ he mused. *“ Nor has there been since the first
International in 18721 It's the oldest International—and the
greatest ! YI've had some lively times against Wales—specially
when Billy Meredith was on form-—and some merry turn-ups
against Ireland ! But for ninety minutes clean hard fighting,
with no guarter asked or given, you can’t beat England v.
Scotland !

“Yes, I remember some great games !
Steve Bloomer! What a forward he was! Twenty times he
turned out for the Rose and scored twenty-eight goals. Never
knew when he was licked and always played better for England
than he did for his club Derby County. And that’s saying
something ! )

' “ Steve had a funny habit. He always played as though he
hated the sight of the other goalkeeper, and every time he'd
fire in one oig his swerving cannon-balls—hummers they were—
youw’d hear him mutter, ‘ Stop that, you blighter !’ or ‘ Hold
that one a minute !’ . :

“ He scored an heroic goal one year! Scotland were leading
two to one, ten minutes from time at the Crystal Palace—1901 it
was! Well, son, we were fairly walloped ! It was a dull, wet
day, ground sosked and heavy as lead, the ball weighed a ton !

And some players!

The old Veteran recalls some very ex-
;nterna‘t;onals
, Englan& and Scotland, in the very early
) Jays of Soccer, »

7

Both sides were woll cooload.
when all of a sudden Steve ats
the bell!

“Off he went, dribbling,
charging and barging his way
through the blue shirts, nearly
falling over sometimes with
weariness until at last somehow
or other he got withifi range.
It took him a mighty effort to
pull himself together, but he did
it, and—* Stop that one!’ he
growled, biff ! ~ Goal !

“ Poor old Steve nearly col-
lapsed after that, but what a
cheer he got ! : .

“ Then I remember another
‘ fighting goal.' It was the
vear before the War and -the
gamé was at Stamford Bridge.
Both had grand sides and after
a terrific game it looked as though neither would score. But
England's centre-forward, Harry Hampton of the Villa, had his
own ideas about that ! Brownlie was keeping goal for Scotiand
and he’d saved no end of scoring shots. And at last, just on
time, England made a final sweeping raid.

“ Hampton got the last pass and let fly a scorcher! Well,
Brownlie got to it somehow and cuddle it, but the force of that
shot knocked him flat-footed ! And, lad, before you could say
¢ knife,” and just a3 the ref. had his whistle to his mouth, up -
came Hampton like a runaway lorry, chucked himself about
three yards through the air and into the back of the net went
Brownlie, Hampton, one full back—and the ball !

“Then look at that goal Scotland won by last season. It
was hard luck on our lads, but it was the cleverest corner kick
T've ever seen, and the way it just curled in to beat Hacking
was great! Some people said it was lucky—but that’s a3
may-be ! All I know is that a great game was won by the last
kick of the match practically, and lucky or not, they’re the goals
1 like to see, whichever side scores *em !

“I played in a very tragic match once, too ! * went on the old
International. * That was in 1902 when the stand collapsed
at Ibrox Park. It was a bad day for some poor fellows then,
and we had a bad time playing the match while they were
fetching -out the injured. "But it was either that or letting the
rest of the crowd get out of hand—so we carried on ! ” -

**How do the records stand, now, Tiny ? ” I asked.

“Played 53, won 15, lost 24, drawn 14! answered Tiny
promptly. No handbooks for him—he carried all records in
his fine old head.

‘“ England’s a good way behind, then ! ” said I.

* Yes, they're clever footballers, the Scots!” quoth Tiny.
 Their tactics are better—but their game’s a bit slower. Still
they haven’t had it all their own way!" he smiled grimly.
** We haven’t won for the last two years—in fact, I try to forget
the season before last at Wembley; &—1, sufferin’ cats I—
but the tide'll turn, lad t

*“ Scotland’s got some great forwards just now and we want
some that can both play—and shoot ! Yes, son, it’s the game
of the season and the cream of football—England v. Scotland t
I hope I'll see many more !

And I hoped so, too !

playe& between

-y
{Continued from previous page.)
“Shucks, sherif! The whole bunch

burning
knows he’s the Kid!” he exclaimed.

Kid, anyhow!

“Can it !I”" answered Jake.
owder—not onless we see the
We won't be long after

—
“We ain’'t Barney Baker. The gun sagged in his
haéld, ﬁr:d he reeled back in the saddle.
rash !

“They sure know he’s the Kid, and
they're standing for him!”

“You durned double-crossing pole-
cat!” said Long Bill savagely. “We
was coming to Packsaddle to hunt for
you, Barney; and I guess you've been
too spry for us. You figured that this
outfit would jump on Mister Fairfax and
catch him napping, you pesky coyote.
1 guess we'll beat you to it back to the
ranch !”?

‘At a sign from the wrangler, the
Lazy O punchers wheeled their horses
to ride back to the ranch. ..

Barney gave a yell. . )

“Head them off, you’uns! Ride them
down! Jake Nixon, if they beat us to
%‘ed 'ranch youw'll never get hold of the

i .’I . . .
Long Bill and his comrades were
already galloping. After them,
cloud of dust, galloped the sheriff and

his men. But the Lazy O were well-
mounted, and  they quirted their

bronchos to a furious pace.
“They’ll get him  away!” yelled

Barney. - “I tell you, once the Kid’s got
on Side-Kicker you’ll never see his heels
for dust.”

in a -

that bunch at the ranch.”

Barney spat out a curse. He drove
his broncho to furious speed, but he
did not gain on the hard-riding

unchers. He dragged a revolver from

is holster, and threw it up to fire.

ang

The bullet chipped the Stetson on
Long Bill’s head as he rode.

“Hold your hosses, you fool !” roared
the sheriff of White Pine. “Ain’t I
telling you not to burn powder?”

Barney did not heed. )

Spurring his' horse savagely, " he
dasged ahead of the White Pine outfit,
his revolver blazing off shots at the gal-
lopinF cow-men ahead. Long Bill gave
a yell as a bullet clipped a strip of skin
from his ear.

“Ride on, yow'uns!” he snapped to
his comrades. ‘““Hit the ranch and put
Mister Fairfax wise!” .

Long Bill’s- gun was barking now.

Bang, bang ! roared the long-barrelled
Colts. A bullet from Barney’s revolver
gashed along the wrangler’s bronzed
cheek, drawing blood. The  next
moment there was a hoarse yell from

A riderless horse dashed over the
prairie as Barney Baker crashed down
ito the grass.

“I guess that guy's got his!” . mut-
tered Long Bill, as he wheeled his
broncho again and dashed away after
his comrades. :

Barney Baker, once foreman of the
Lazy O, lay in the long grass. Jake
Nixon drew rein as he came up to the
fallen man and looked down at him.
His face was grim.

“Say, Barney {”

But there was no word from Barney,
no motion or sign of life. Lifeless he
lay in the trampled grass; and the
sheriff, with a shrug of the shoulders,
rode on with his men.

Barney Baker’s fight for the Lazy O
was over—the foreman lay dead on the
prairie as the White Pine outfit rode
on to the ranch.

i THE END. L

{Will the Lazy O outfit save their kid-
boss from the approuching arm of the
law? See next week's roaring Western
yarn, entitled: “DRIVEN .OFF HIS

ANCH!”
7 ) Taze -Popurar.—No. 565.
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FHERE'S MANY A THRILL AND SURPRISE IN THIS POWERFUL TALE OF WESTERN ADVENTURE!

DRIVEN

By Ralph Redway

Once an outlaw,
always an outlaw!
It seems as if the
Rio Kid can never get awsy from
thet fact. He has tried hard to
thrust Ins past life of outlawry into
the background, and start sfresh as
a jﬂ"l ing c;t;u.n'. But the
fates are sgainst theKid, and he finds
himself driven back once sgan
on the hard trails of an outcast!

THE F‘lRS‘r CHAPTER,
The Blow Falls !

HUD} . Thud! Thud!
The beat of galloping hoofs
was no unusual sound on the
Lazy O ranch.- The Rio Kid
heard the rapid hoof-strokes se he stood
at the gate of the corral, but he did
not heed them,

“Mister Fairfax,” boss of the Lazy O,
was a busy man that morning. Long
Bill, the horse-wrangler, was on a day's
leave to Packsaddle, with several of
the bunch. There was to be a round-up
of cattle on a distant range that day,
and Mister Fairfax was picking out
horses for the remuda. Mister Fairfax
had almost forgotten for the moment
that he had ever been known as
Rio Kid, and that Barney Baker, the
foreman of the laszy O, inﬂi it, and
had left the ranch to tell all Texas
where the outlaw of the Rio Grande
. was to be found.

Thud] Thud! Thud!
tor e fow weske ‘bed ne oy Q1

or & few o Kid been
tlmhzg the O, but he had become
s0 m & ran
of cutlawry seemed more
better than %o be. lete- o

an . loft -alone- to run
H Kiok 2

3 E

OFF
HIS

putted guns a long rest in the leather
hiolsters. And if, at the back of his
mind, he knew that it was not to be,
ha was not thinking of that now
Picking out cayuses for the remuda,
the bose of the Lary O gave his attention
to the matter in hand, and gave no
fwed to the galloping hoof-beats
approaching till one of the punchers
walled out:

"S8ay, here's Long Bill humpin
buck.”? . & . g

‘Then the Kid turned his -head.

Out on the plain, :lfproaching the
ranch at a furious g , were four
rgders, strung out in a panting line.
‘they were the four men to whom the
Kid had given leave that morning to
ride into Packsaddle, and they were
voming back to the ranch at frantic
specd.

The Kid fixed his eyes on them,

Long Bill, the wrangler, was
riding ahead of the rest, driving on
hia broncho with quirt and spur. The
Kid': keen eyes 'jm:kad out & streak of
orimsin across the -wrangler’s bronzed
¢ ,where a bullet had grazed.

'!']Geg [ 1d mmt'll;ured ﬂ:’o Kid.

o forgot remuda now, and the
{ntended round-up on the
knew that there- was

range. He"
th more

* proseing: on- band:~- - - voeis e -~ -he told-
, ThoinxyOnncbenxuhuedins 2

RANCH!

group, staring at the ap-
proaching horsemen. Some-
thing had happened to stop
Long Bill and his companions
on their way to the cow-town,
ond there had been gun-play
on the prairie. The Kid's
keen eyes, looking past the
furious riders, discerned bob-
bing Stetsons far away on the
plain, and knew that the four
were pursued. - More than a
. dozen riders, he figured,
were coming on at a distance
behind the quartet. -
_The Kid’s face set hard.
Ever since Barney Baker
had lit out from the ranch the .
- . Kid had looked for trouble.
. He knew pnow that it had

come.
Thud! Thud! Thud!
Long Bill came thundering
up on a foaming broncho.
He dragged in his steed near
the corral, so sharply that the
animal almost rolled on its
haunches, and leaped down.

“They're  coming!” he
gosped. - s
The Kid looked at him

- coolly. . Lo
“S8ay, - what's the excite-
ment?” he drawled. * Who's
coming ?” L
“Jake Nixon, the sheriff of
White Pine and his posse!”
panted H:mg Bill.
" 3

The Kid stood very still.

He had figured that it was
and now it had
- 1 game of Mister

Fairfax, the boss of the Lazy

O, was played out, and it was

time for the Rio Kid to hit

the trail once more. He had

expected it, he had known

that it must come, yet now it
had come it was a heavy blow. .

For once the colour wavered in the
cheeks of the boy outlaw. There was
no fear in his heart, fear was unknown
to the Kid. It was not that! It was

"the end of his dream of a new life,

a peanceful and law-abiding life on his
%vg"rix ranch; that was what hit the

id. -

There was a burst of exclamations
from the Lazy O punchers standing
round their boes,

“Jake Nixon?"

“What'll he want at the Lax{' (83 14

“What's bis game here? This ain’t
White Pine country! Jake Nixon ain’t
no business in Packsaddle.”

The Kid did not speak.
were on the distant
over the grass. .
. Long Bill’s companions came pant-
ing up and dismounted. 'There was a
buzz of excited voices round the silent
boss of the Lazy O.

“Bay, bosel” exclaimed Long Bill.
“y gue?a
Say, this
you.” .

The Kid looked at him with a faint
smile.

‘Every ‘man on the O knew, or

essed, who the boss really wes. They

ad laughed at Barney Baker when
- m; yet the {act had dawned -
on -their minds,. The Lazy O bunch

Hie eyes
teteons bobbing

g:u know what. it meanst
re bunch is standing for
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did not nced the coming of the sheriff
of White Pine to put them wise.

“Barney Baker was with that outfit!”
said the wrangler, jerking his thumb
towards the distant riders. *“Say,
Barney's boen to White Pine, or sent
worgd ‘there, and Jake Nixon is wise
to you. But Barney won't see the
rookus!” added the wrangler grimly.

“What's come to Barney?” asked
ihe Kid quietly. .
hLol:xg Bill tapped the gash on his
cLueex.: : .

“PRarney pulled his gun,” he said.
#1 guess he didn’t want us to come back
and put you wise, boss. 1 guess he
;gil'led a lot of lead—before he got

is ¥

“He got his?” repeated the Kid.

“You bet! I reckon there ain’t any-
thing left of Barney, 'cept for the
buzzards,” said Long Bill. “I got
him fair and square.’ .

“Barney’s dead?” exclaimed a dozen

oices.

__“X should smile,” answered Long

Bill. “He pulled first, and I guess his

tead went close.” ey the

gash again. *You-all won't see Barney
aker any more, He’;ems “W'l.: -

The Kid hardly h . Whether
Barney lived or died cut no ice now.
He had told wha* be lmey, and that he
had been believed was proved by the
fact that the sherifi of White Pine
was on_the trail. It was with the
White Pine outfit that Mister Fairfax
had to deal.

The Kid looked round at the bunch.

Ho had come to the Lazy O only a
few short weeks ago as the new
disliked and defied by the wildest bunch
in_Packsaddle He had tamed that
wild bunch, and made good at the
ranch. Thedy bad learned to respect him
at first, and then to like him, and now
he———_Every look, every word, showed
that the bunch were standing for him.
"Thero was 8 gun in every hand, and
grim looks were cast towards the dis-
tant riders. They knew that he was the
Rio Kid, as well as if he had told them
s0, they knew that there was a rewar
of a thousand dollars on his head. But
they stood for him.

“We're standing for you, boss,” said
Long Bill. “Bay, eir, I 2in’t put it to
you afore, bur I guess we want the
cards on the table now. Barney Baker
allowed that you was the Rio Kid, sir
—and I guess the sheriff thinks tho
same, or he wouldn’t bo here.”

“Barncy Baker was giving you the
straight goods,” said the Kid evenly,
“I guess I'm the man they want.”

“The Rio Kid!” said Shorty, with a
deep breath. .

They had guessed it; they had known

it; but it gave them a thrill to hear it
from the boss’ own lips.
“Sure,” said the Kid quictly. “And
I’H tell you’uns that the Rio Kid
ain't the all-fired scallywag that folks
allow. I guess I bought this ranch fair
and square, with dollars T made in the
Arizona gold mines, and I guess you-
’uns have found me a squarc man.”

“You bet!”

“You've said it. Mister Fairfax.” .

1 reckoned it was too good to last.”
said the Kid, with a sigh. “I guessed
it was coming to me—and it’s sure
come. But it's been good while it
Iasted, and I ain’t got no kick coming.
T'll be powerful sorry to leave all you
boys—we was getting on fine. But I
reckon it's me for the trail.”

“Forget it!” snappod Long Bill
“You ain’t hitting the trail any, boss!
You're freezing on to this ranch and
this hinech . :

d boss;

“Why, .we won't lot you go, sir!”
exclaimed Loog Bill. “We know s
white man n wo eee one; and we're
standing  for you. l?hagk’m!:b '{hﬁtﬁ'l
more’'n one guy in this bu that hit
Packsaddlo because other parts of
Texas was unhealthy for him. We
gon't"wunt no sheriffs cavortin' around

yer.

The Kid stood silent.

- He had  picked the
section to locate when he began his new
life, because it was a _section there
sheriffs did not love to ride. There was
littls law in Packsaddle, save the law
of the Colt.

The Kid had figured that even if the
worst came, there was 8 chance for him

in a country hike Packsaddle. The town sh

mar: was his friend; and the sheriff
down st Pecos Bend had long since
learned that Packsaddle was best left
alone, A White Pine outfit_had no
right to ride Packsaddle trails. The

id looked over the bunch. There
were twenty good men at hand, and a
dozen or more out on ranges.

A gleam came into his cyes; -

The ranch was his own, ogought with
dollars hard.won. The bunch stood for
him. . If there was a st of a chance
of holding on, instead of riding once

more an outlaw trail, it was worth’

while. :

“You hear me shout!” exclaimed the
wrangler. “I tell you, boss, we ain’t
letting you ride. is bunch is stand-
ing for you! Say, balf the guys in
Packsaddle have run from sheriffs up
and down Texas. I guess Jeke Nixon
has bit off more’'n he can chew this
time. This bunch is going to show him
that he can’t get away with it.” :

“You've said it1” chuckled Shorty.

“8tand for it, boss, and this bunch
will back your play till the cows come
home !” said Long Bill eagerly. “Why,
doF-gonq my cats, didn’t Barncy Baker
hold this ranch for years agin the
owners, and the sheriffs never worried
him_any. Sheriffs don’t go in Pack-
saddle. You ain’t hitting the trail,

8011 are sure freezing on to the
La 7

The Kid nodded.
“Y sure am!” he said, |
“That's the music!” said Long Bill,
with satisfaction, and there was a shout
of approval from the bunch..
The die was cast!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

_ Face to Face !

AKE NIXON’S cyes, deep-set under
shaggy brows, gleamed as he rode
up to the rauch-house. Behind
the sheriff of White Pipne rode

more than a dozen men, armed to the
teeth. :

Trampling hoofs rang before the
porch of the Lazy O, On the porch
stood tho handsome figure of Mister
Fairfax, boss of thoe ranch, and round
about him were a score of men, and
every man was packing a gun.

It +was upon Mister Fairfax that
Jake’s eyes were fixed as he drew rein
before the house. )

¥loc had doubted whether Barney
Baker had told him tho truth, IIe had
ridden from White Pine on the chance.
But now that he saw the Rio Kid, he
knew. The little moustache  that
changed the Kid’s looks did not deceivo
a man who knew his face as well as
hie know his own. Dark and grim grew
the sheriff’s visage. Only e fow months
ago the Rio Kid had been very necarly
citched in White Pine; and he had

fonght his wav out of the town. prin in

Packsaddie 1

sud once more his phenomenal !ncﬁ
had held good, and Le had made tho'

grade, ) ;

Ho had left a bullet in Jake's leg to
remind him of tho Rio Kid—and Jake
{qad (!l:ot .fg\i'fottenﬁ Ew?ak‘time ‘h((l;
tmped on, game @ curse
the Rio Kid, and lo for a chance
to cinch the fire-bug of the Rio Grande.
An:i now his chance had come, at long
as

Barney Baker lay on the prairic, the
prey of buzzard and coyote, but his
revenge was in the hands of tho sheriff
of White Pine. -

The Kid looked down coolly on the
group of horsemen. Ho raised his Stet-
son with mocking politeness to thw

eriff,, - -+ | . S

“Say, Jake, you're sure-a long ways
from White Pine!” he greeted. - :

Jake's eyes glinted at him. -

“I'm come for you, XKid !" ho said.

:{‘ixe Kid -raised his eyl:})rom. M

‘I guess you're speaking to Mister
Fairfax, boss of the Laxy O ranch,
Jake,” he answored gently. ~ s
“Y'm sure speaking to the Ris Kid,
the fire- that’'s “wanted all over
Texas !” answered’ Nixon grimly. -~ -

"“You réckon 1 ‘asked the Kid.-

Jake gave & gruff laugh, - ‘ .

“Aw, come off 1” he said. *You
figure that I don’t know g‘ou, Kidt 1
gt_xeas your picture is ed up in White
Pine, and .every galoot in’ this' outfit
is wiso to you. You've growed a
moustache since you shot-up White

-Pine, put”that don’t cut no ice. You're

the Kid!

“I guess I ain’t answering to any
pame but Fairfax,” seid the boss of the
Lazy O. “BSay, if this herc is
friendly visit, you all are sure welcome
on this ranch ! ’

“We're after you, Kid!”

Thero was a growl from the Lazy O
punchers.

“TForget it!” 5rowled Long Bill.
“I guess youw'uns want to hit the
trail,” said Shorty, “and you want to
hit it pronto! This ranch ain’t healthy
for eheriffs!” : . -1

“Say, Jake,” said the Rio Kui
softly, “youw're_sure ofi’'n_your beaf]
feller. White Pine writs don’t run in
Packsaddle I .

“Thoy sure don’t!” said Long Bill.

“There's 2 town marshal to Pack-
saddlo, and you can sure leave it to
him if you fot an idea that the Rio
Kid's around,” said tho boss. of the
Lazy O, in the same geatle tone.

Jake gavo a snort.

“] guess you gobt the marshal of
Packsaddle in your pocket!” he jeered. .
“Packsaddle’s fuller of fire-bugs that
hev run from the law than a Mexican
dog is of fleas!”

“That ncedn’t tworry White Pinc!”
sa2id tho Kid. “Thero’s a sheriff dowa
to Pecos Bend, if vou ain’t satisfied with
our marshal. Yon bit Pecos Bend and
it up to thc sheriff of Pccok
County !’

Another snort from Jake. .

“f guess I'm wisc to that guy,” he
said. “Thoe sheriff of DPccos County
don't horn into Packsaddle any; 1
guess ho's sure afcared to ride within
ten miles of that burg!”

The Kid laughed. _

“I’m teaching you the law, Jake,” lie
auswered. “You ain’t nary any right
to ride over the county border; but in
Packsaddle you ain’t anybody but Jake
Nixon, an ornery ugly guy with a game
leg! You want to ride off’n this ranch
without giving trouble!” . -

Tho sheriff of White Pine gritted his
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teeth. If tho point of law was doubt.
ful, there was one thing that was not
doubtful; Jake was not !ettinﬁ up on
the elusive Kid now that he had him
faco to face.

The Kid’s face was cool and smiling,
but his heart was heavy. He did not
want gun-play on the Lazy O. He
wanted to be left in peace, to be given
his chance of leading a new and

eace-
ful life. Left alone from outside, he
could yet make the grade. The

marshal of Packsaddle was his friend;
the sheriff of Pecos County knew that
his days would not be long if he meddled
with the refugees from the law who
congregated in- Packsaddle.

Barney Baker had Kknown it, too,

when he dragged in the White Pine

sheriff, who had & personal fend with
the Rio Kid. If the White Pine out-
fit rode away in. peace the Kid saw a
chance of a clear trail ahead.

But there was :little chance of that.
Right or wrong, within the law or out-
side it, Jake Nixzon meant business.

ere was a short milence, dnd the-

horeemen: from White Pino sat their
saddles with fnm faces, gun in hand—
and in the Lazy O bumg:‘ every hand
grasped a Colt. The struggle, if it
came, would be a deadly one.

ake Nixon broke the silence,

“Chewing the rag doesn’t cut no ice,
iixd P he said. “I'm li)erekfor y:u, and

ess you re going back with us to
ng‘:o PLG!" fote . :
You got another guess coming!”

said the f{id. g %

“You want to step down offn that
?orch and. ngve yourseif up to the
aw !” said Jake. o :

The Kid laughed, . :

“I guess Pm here for you, dead or
alive, Kid!” said the sheriff of White
Pine hoarsely. “That’s your choice {”

“Forget it!” said the Kid. :

Jake’s hand was on his gun. All eyes'

were upon_him and the Kid.
b“Pbon'sll" said htln:i Kid ?ftly. th“ If
ybu handle your hardware, Ja ere
will ‘sure peyba'.d trouble.® - >
““You giving ug!”
“Not e jugful.”
e or alive, kide—? = '
“Forget it1* asid the Kid. .
The sheriff of White Pine said no
more.. His 5:“ came from its holster.
In & fash the Kid’s gun was levelled
at the hard, grim, -bearded man from
White Pine. - ’ ’ -
"“Drop it, Jake!” | -
: The sheriff’s revolver was half raised.
He glared' at the long-barrelled Colt
ﬂ_)at_l,opked ‘him in the face. Round

him his men handled their guns—and
the Lazy O punchers stood finger on
trigger. There was a breathless Eause
as the sheriff checked his rising hand.

“Ride, bombre, ride!” said the Kid
quietly. Ty

Jake Nixon set his teeth,

“You or me, Kid!”

His gun came up. Bubd the Rio Kid
fired first, and the sheriff of White Pine
wont backwards in his saddle. and
crashed to the earth, his bullet whizzing
away harmlessly. over the roof of the
ranch-bousc as he fell.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The End of His Rope.

HE roar of a score of Colts fol-
lowed the fall of the: White
Pine sheriff. .

Men were firing on all ‘sides.

The die was cast now, with & ven-
geance. Jake Nixon lay by the tramp-
ling hoofs of his-horie; and his men
were firing—and the Lazy O bunch
were not slow to respond. Guns flashed
and roared, and streaming amoke filled
tlie air. Horses peighed and squealed
and trampled wildly as the ‘whizzing
lead flew. - .

But the advantage was with the
Lazy O bunch.. o fire was wild
from the men on the backs of the
excited, cavorting horses—and they
were in the minority.

For a minute or two it [asted, and
then the White Pine outfit were riding
for the plains. )

They dashed away from the ranch-
bouse, in » storm of whizing bullets.
Five or six of them clung to their
horses; and one of them had pitched
from his broncho, and did not stir
again.

Clatter, clatter. clatter rang the hoof-
beats as the outfit careered away.
Ki“d{“ up, yow’'uns!™ rapped out the

The bunch would bave rained bullets
on the fleeing outfit, and but for the
Kid’s sharp order few of the men from
White Pine would bave escaped the

- fBre.

But at the Kid's orders the punchers
d at once to burn powder. -
-1 guess they afl they want!”
grinned Long.Bill, as he lowercd his
smoking revolver.
“You've said itI” chuckled Shorty.
“Thoy was sure asking for it,” satd
Mexican Dave. “They can.tell the
guys in White Pine that Packsaddle
trails ain’t healthy for sheriffs!”
The White Pin% outfit went career-

ing down the trail, to halt at a saf»
distance from the ranch. ut of
effective pistol-range, they pulled in
their horses, evidently unwilling to
retreat farther, but at a loss to know
what move to make. They were out-
numbered by the Lazy O bunch, and
only their rapid retreat had saved them
from being riddled with bullets. But
they sat in their saddles, looking back
at the ranch, with grim and savage
faces, gun in hand.

The Rio Kid glanced round atethe
punchers. o

Several of them had been bit, but no
man of the Lazy O had gone down.
‘The firing had been fierce, but it had
been wild, and it bad not lasted long.

Noar the gate on the trail lay a White«
Pine man, motionless. And before the
porch lay the sheriff. groaning.

The Kid step to him.

Jake Nixon. glared at the bo
and' made a motion - with his -
hand. The Kid stooped and jerked the
revolver from his grasp, and fossed it
away.

“¥ reckon you done with that, Jake,”
he remarked. - C o .

“You’ve beat me to it, Kid!” mut-
tered Nixon. “Dog-gone you, youw'se
beat me to it!* o

“I reckon !".assented the Kid.

“I guess you won’t get away with it
none !* muttered the sheriff of White
Pine. “This ain’t the end. Kid.” .

The Kid made no answer.

“You got me,” breathed Jake. “But
when they hear of this at White' Pine
you'll sure get your ticket for soup,,
dog-gone you, you durned firebug!”

“You sure do shoot off your mouth
.a whole lot, Jake,” asnswered the Kid
coolly. “I guess yon want to save your
brezgh. feller.” -

“Dog-gone §ou——-

“Can it !” said the Kid curtly. = “1
gness if I wasn't a dog-gone gink J'd
sure put a bullet through your cabecz:
now, and White Pine would want =«
new sheriff.”

“1 ain’t asking you to let op!”
snarled Jake, = “8hoot, you allfirel
scallywag, and be durned )

The Rio Kid dropped his gun into
the holster.

* Say, boss,” called out Leng Biil.
“Them guys ain’t bitting the trail. ¥

uess we want to boot them oft’n this

yer ranch!”

“You've said itf.” agreed the Kid.
“Git your cayuses,”

There was a rush to the corral. The
Lazy O bunch were eager to come to
conclusions with the White Pine outfit.

Joutlaw, -
guan-
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STANDING B8Y THE KiD! *“ You or
His gun
came up. fired firet,
and the sherift of White Pine wont back-
wardse In his saddie. The next moment
the roar of a score of Coits followed the
fall o? the sheriff, and men were firing
on all sides. (Sce Chapler 2.)

The Kid dropped on his knee beside
the sheriff, and examined his wound.
It was scrious enouﬁh: the bullet had
passed clear through the broad chest.
But Jake was not & dead man yet.

“] guess you ain’t a gone coon,
Jakeo,” eaid the Kid. *I rcckon I'll fix
you up afore I clear your guys off'n
this ranch.”

“1 ain’t asking-—"

“ Aw, can it!” interrupted the Kid.

He called to Diego, and with the
chore man's help. carricd the sheriff
mto theé ranch.

‘There Jake was placed on the Kid’s
own bed, and the Kid bound up his
wound.

The sheriff, almost fainting with loss
of blood, cyed him grimly and savagely
as he did so.

an
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JN8 FOR 1§ MILES,

“What's this game, Kid?” he mut-
tered. “I'm telling you I'm after your
scalp, and if you fet up on me 1 ain’t
letting up on you, not by long chalks!”

The Kid left bim without replying.

Outside the ranch-house he mounted
Side-Kicker. The Lazy O bunch were
on their bronchos now, cager to be led
against the outfit halted on the plain.

“] guess White Pine guys won’t be
honing to ride Packsaddlec trails, arter
we're through with that crowd,” said
Long Bill. -

“They sure will not!” said Shorty.

. “Hit the trail!” said the Kid.

He rode down the trail, followed by
the bunch, heading direct for the White
Pine ountfit.

There was a spattering of shots from
the White Pine men, and the Lazy O
riders fired in response, but the dis-
tance was too great, so far, for
cffective shooting.

“I guess they ain’t standing to it1”
said Long Bill.

The horse-wrangler was right.

With more than a score of punchers
riding down on them, tho dozen men
from White Pine figured that it was
not good encugh. There was a further
spattering of shots; but they turned
their_horses and rode away across the
prairie.

“They're .
Shorty. R
Bf;l(}ive them a send-off !I”” roared Long

11k,

The Lazy O bunch put spurs to their
bronchos and dashed in pursuit. The
White Pine outfit were soon at the
erallop.

beating it!”  grinned

‘to

.

after them; and from the riders ahead
came return fire; but the lead whizzed
wide. The fight was over, and Jake
Nixon’s men were in full retreat..

For several miles the Lazy O bunch
followed them across the prairie, till
the Kid gave the word at last to return
the ranch. The sheriff's men were
gone; the trouble, for the moment,
was_over, -

The bunch rode back to the ranch in
a mood of uproarious triumph and glee.

They had beaten off the White Pine
outfit; and they - figured that White
Pine would leave Packsaddle alone
after that lesson. And if they came
again the bunch were ready for gun-

play. -

But the Kid’s face was grave when he
turned Side-Kicker into the corral, and
went back to the ranch-house.

Jake Nixon had said that it was not
the end; and the Rio Kid knew that it
could not be. .

Before sundown that day the whole
section would be talking of the fracas;
the whole valley of the Pecos would
know that Mister Fairfax, of the Lazy
O ranch, was the Rio Kid.

The secret was out, and the game was

up.
p’.l‘hete had been a chance, a faint
chance, the Kid figured, if Jake and
his men had gone in peace. But the
shooting put paid to that. A man had
been killed at the Lazy Q. Half the
White Pine outfit bad ridden away
sgrcly wounded. It could not end
there. ' :
The Kid went to the room where the
sheriff of White Pine lay in 11‘15 lzzfr‘ld-
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ages. Ho looked down gloomily on tho
wounded man, whose white face told of
nothing but bitter inimostyy.

“You got e, dog-gone you!” Jake
muttered. “But you're at the cnd_of
your rope hyer, Kid, and I'm telling
you so.”

“] guess I'm wise to that, Jake,”
answered the Kid quietly.: “Gol-darn
you, you couldn’t stand pat and lct a
galoot alone.” .
_ “Not in your lifetime,” said Jake, be-

tween his teeth. “Pus a bullet through
me if you want, you durned fire-bug!
I guess you'll have half Texas buzzing
round you like hornets in thrco days

rom now.”

“Sure!” said the Kid.

“Your gameo’s up!” snarled Jake.

“Y reckon,” assented the Kid quictly,
“I’ve done all a guly could to quit thoe
outlaw trail; but reckon I've got
snother guess coming. When the news
of this rookus spi s, I guess I'll have
the Texas Rangers coming for me.”

“You sure will1” said Jake savagely.
*“And your durned bunch won’t stand
long agin the Rangers.” .

“1 guess I'd stand to it,” said the
. Kid. “But I ain’t .getting the bunch
shot up on my account. No, sir.
reckoned I'd get: off the outlaw trail,
and run & _ranch; but there ain’t
nothing . to it. - ¥ -guess 1 knowed all
along, at the of my mind, that
there wasn't nothing to it.” The Kid
sighed.” “The game’s up here, and it’s
me for'the plains and the chaparral.”

“ And’ me lying here shot up, while
you get away,” muttered Jake.

The Kid smiled faintly.

“Youre durned lucky to be lying
here, Jake, instéead of getting ghnted,”

he said.- “I guess I'm . sending you

away in the chuck-wagon, Jake, and
when you’re mended, if you want the
Rio Kid, you’ll want to hunt for him
in tho chaparral, or the sierra. The
Rio Kid's done with ranching. And I
guess there’s heap plenty galoots in
Taxas will be soiry he was driven to
tho outlaw trail agin.”

Under the sunset that day the chuck-
wagon rolled away from tho Lazy O,
with the wounded sheriff of White Pine
Iying in it on a heap of blankets.

In the Lazy O bunkhouse there was
rcjoicing and hilarity, But. while the
bunch- cclebrated their victory the Kid
was riding Side-Kicker over the ranges
with a clouded, thoughtful face, and
an ache in his heart. *Mister Fair-
fax” was taking a silent farswell of
the Lazy O Ranch.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
The Last of the Laxy O!
€« HE Rio Kid!®
P “It’'s sure the Kid!”

“Gee-whiz [”?

Men crowded to stare as a
horseman rode into the street of Pecos
Bend.

The Kid rode on his way, unheceding.
No hand was raised against him; no
man reached for a gun. But all Pecos
Bend crowded to stare at Mister Fair-
fax, owner of the O Ranch, now
known to be-th® outlaw of the Rio
Grande.
It was the biggest scnsation Iccos
Bend had ever. known as the outlaw
rancher rode down the street, and
sté)ipped at the door of Lawycer Lucas’
office.
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There the Kid dismounted, and threw
Side-Kicker's reins over a post. He
paused in the doorway of the lawyer’s.
oflice, to glance at the buzzing crowd,
with a faintly-amused smile on his lips.

“The Rio Kid!”

The well-known name passed from
mouth to mouth. Every eye was fixed
on the handsome, sunburnt face.

The Kid looked over tho buzzing
throng, coolly, gquictly, and then -
stepped into the lawyer’s office.

Lawyer Lucas rose from his rocker,
an apprehensive look on his sharp face
as ho stared at his visitor.

The Kid smiled.

“You don't want to gebt scared,
feller,” ho said lightly. “It ain’t the
Rio Kid that’s como to sco you, it’s
Mister Fairfax, of the Lazy O. You

get me?” :
“I1 get you, Mister Fairfax,” said
the Pecos Bend lawyer. “But the

wholo scction’s saying that youw're the
Rio Kid.” N .

“ ess they got it right,” drawled
the Igl‘:l. 78 &

“They say that word’s been sent to
the Texas Rangers to ride for the Lazy
0,” said Lucas, cyeing him curiously.

“Sure!” said the Kid. “But the
Rangers won't find Mister Fairfax at
the Lazy 0. But I guess I got no time
to waste, Mister Lucas. T'mn hero on
business. You sold me the Lazy O
Ranch, feller.” .

“That’'s so—not knowing that you
was the Rio Kid—" . )

“Cut that out,” said the Kid. “You
sold me the Lazy O, and the ranch is
mine, fair and square. But I guess
that ranch won’t much use to me
when I'm dodging the Rangers in the
chaparral, fellor.”

“You thinking of selling, Mister
Fairfax?” asked the lawyer. "I guess

¢u won't have time to put it through
gefore——” Ho paused.

“Before the Rangers geot me,”
grinned the Kid. “I guess I ain’t
thinking of selling that ranch, feller.
I'm giving it away, and you're going
to draw up the papers right and legal.”

The lawyer stared. .

“Jest at present,” went on the Kid,
“1 ain’t the Rio Kid. I'm Mister Fair-
fax, the owner of the Lazy O. I ain’t
the Rio Kid till I'm proved to be that
dog-goned fire-bug in.a court of law.
Ain’t that right?”

“ Quite !

“The Lazy O bunch have stood for
me,” said the Kid. “I guess I had
soma trouble with that bunch when I
hit_the ranch; but they’re good boys,
and they've stood for mo like white
men. I'm letting up at the Lazy O,
because 1 won’t get that bunch shot up
by the Rangers standing for me. I got
to hit the trail. And I'm handing over
the ranch to the b e .

“Sho!” said the Pecos Bend lawyer.

“You want to draw up them papers
for Muster Fairfax to sign,” sald the
Kid. “I got a list of tho namnes here—
every man in the —and they get
the ranch on, equal shares. Long Bill’s
appointed foreman. 1 guess he’s a good
man, and the bunch work with him
That ranch is going to belong

to the bunch that run it. ¥You get me?” -

“You paid forty thousand dollars for
that ranch, Mister Fairfax,” said the
Pecos Bend lawyer. .

“Sure! And I reckon them dollars is
gone up,” said the Kid. “But the

unch is sure a.good bunch, aud they
stood for me m handing them-
the ranch, You want to. draw up them
papers right and legal, Mister Luoas,
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while 1'm still Mister Furfax. |
reckon they wou't be able to give, the
bunch any trouble after I'm gone.
Packsaddle will stand for them.
)ou want to_get busy.”

The Rio Ifd remained a long timo
in tho lawyer’s office that morning.
Outside the building 8 s constantly-in-
creasing crowd hummed and buzzed,
staring at the grey mustang bitched to
the t, and repeating the name of
the Rio Kid. When the Kid left at
last tho deed was duly drawn up,
signed, and witnessed, and the Lazy O
Ranch bad been transferred with due
Jegality to the members of the Lazy O
bunch in equal shares.

here was a roar as the Kid stenped
from the lawyer’s office. Men crowd

Now

cool ¢h|(ee mpt onr the mrmiug
street.

“8ay, you uns,” he drawled, “I ain’t
come a-shooting this time, but'if there's
any galoot here honmg for trouble, I
ain't the guy to-say no.”

Ho rode slowly down the street, the
buzzing crowd making way for "him.
No hand was raised, and tge Rio Kad
rode out of Pecos Bend in peace.

0y i L] ¥ ]

When the Tem Rangers hit the Lazy
O Ranch looking for Mister Fairfax,
Mister Fairfax was not there. Mister
Fairfax had ceased to exist, and the
Rio Kid had come to life in his place.
And the Rio Kid was far away.

111

Theu was doq: m tho bunke
house. “The bunch Wwould -have r.eooi
for the Kid ta hold the: Luy O againsh
all Texas. And even that magnifcon§
purtx tg gift from the did not cone

o hunch for the lon oi Miston
Fll!‘fl!.

Far away from Plckuddle a rider in
goatskin chaps, with a band of silver
nuggets round his Steteon, and two
long-barrclled, walnut-butted guns in
his holsters, rode a trail in the chap-
arral. The Rio Kid, rancher no
longer, once more the outlaw of t.bo :
Rio Grande.

TRE BND.

and jostled to see him as Le vaulted into
the saddle of the grey mustang. The
Kid pushed out into the street.. On
the outskirts.of the crowd some were.
handling guns; and the de’s clear,

(You'll ﬁml the Rio Kid in the tlucl:
of perils in next week’s roaring Western
yarn, Leok out /ar: “THE HOLD-
TPy

The Lazy O Ranch that had changed -
hands so often, had changed hands once
again, and now it belonged to the Lazy
O bunch.
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is kept in repair—how mail trains work by day and night
—and how four British expresses have achieved world-
wide fame. It also contains full details and many
beautiful illustrations in full . colour of the new
* better - than = ever ” Hornby Trains, toxether with -
descriptions and prices of a“ items lncluded in thc
Hornby System.

Get a copy to-day from your dealer, price 3d., or send
43d. in stamps direct to us and we will send you a copy,
post free. If you order direct, mention the names and
addresses of two or three of your chums and we will send
them some interesting Hornby llterature. Write clearly
and be sure to put the letter “* X ** after your own name
for reference.

‘ Prices of Hornby Trams from 6/- to 95 I- |

HORNBY TRAINS'

BSITISH AND GUARANTEED
MANUFACTURED BY MECCANO LTD, OLD SWAN, LIVERPOOL.

0 8, Now Bridge Street, L
Smosms i e | |A GREAT ADVENTURE
IARDS AT HOME ""3 mll’e" w Boys (ages 14-10) wanted for farm work in a::’nada, Australia, and
81ZB monthly ew Zealand. Training, ou and assis paauges may be
T DEPOSIT ymenta __‘ﬂi obtained t,hrough the Bxlv‘tlon Army. Work ranteed. Overseas
S5l x1i 8im L3 A 19 Officers keep in touch with boys aiter urrival nntﬂ utlshcwrﬂ,
4 ft. 4 in, X 3 ft. 3 in, 4/- 7/6 32;: settied. rite or call The Branch Manager: 3. Upper
gu. 9 in. X 2 ft. 20/ 10/ 42/. Street, LONDON, .4; 12, Pembroke Place, MVEBPOOL
ft. 4 in, X mxo in. 24/- 12/- 52/- 203, Hope street, GLASGO OW; 6, Gartield Chambers, 44, Ro
Completo with 2 Oues, 3 Oompo. Balls, Markin, no-rd. smﬂe Level, Avenue. BELFAST. DOMESTICATED WOMEN WAIH.‘
Baries nry Ohatk. COMPLETE LIST FRE. Work guaranteed.

TO ONTARIO, CA rod
FREE PASSAGES [0 OfTARIO, SANADA. for approry 100 SNEIs TR EXE! :
. LONDON. Every stamp different.
BURN & TO

Apply : —ONTARIO eovzlmitnnr. 163, STRA Just send 24 post for approvals—
WHSEND | (U.J.8, LITERFOOL.
Inoreaucd my ‘owa height to 61t .i!slnl

TAMP
BE TALLER D eht Hpeots All applications for Advertisement Space In this .
Abroad 1/-), including Airpost, Bar-

noss. Hol ht Spec!nuz <
300 STAMPS F e i B o RION JACK SERIES, The
P OR 6% tisement Manager e .
Wales, Gold QOoast, ete.—~W. A, wuxrfa“hﬂi’ng"ﬂ;‘e.nifﬁ‘.' ‘s&%':b?ﬁgg - Fleetway House, F’arringdon Stey London,:E’ Cue +,




