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THE RETURN of the RIO KID, OQutlaw, IN—

A Rough-House in Plug Hat !

BY RALPH REDWAY.
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The Horse Thief!
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“You've said it!
stranger here?”

“Sure!’’ assented the Kid.

“T reckoned so, or you wouldn’t be
riding a cayuse of that heft into the
town.” The red-bearded man eyed the
Kid’s mount, appreciatively. “ Why,
dog-gone my socks, I'll say that that
mustang is the best piece of hoss-flesh
I've seen for a dog’s age.”

“He’s sure the best piece of hoss-

I guess you're a

The red-bearded man grinned.

“You're. surc some tenderfoot,” he
said. “How long you reckon you’d
keep that cayuse, 1f you took him into
the town?”

“Jest as long as I wanted, I reckon.”

“Sho! Waal, I'm telling you that the
minute Cactus Carter set eyes on that
hoss, he would want him.”

“1 ain’t the pleasuroc of knowing
Cactus Carter,’”’ said the Kid. “But 1

sure opine that if he took a
<3
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HERE'S YOUR OLD PAL

fancy to my cayuse, he would .
have a lot of trouble with the
rider.”

“Aw, forget it!” said the
red-bearded man. “Light
down, I'm telling you. It’s
jest my luck that I spotted
you riding into town, and got
hold of the hoss afore the

<>
<P

D D> .
“ IGHT down?”’
I The Rio Kid was surprised.
The Kid had ridden a long
trail that day; and the alkali
dust was thick on his goatskin chaps,
and on his grey mustang. He had rid-
den by lonely ways, for Sassafras
County was cow country, and more
thinly settled than any other part of
Texas that the Kid knew. He had seen
no man that day, until he
came 1n sight of the town of
Plug Hat. The Kid was glad
to see the cow-town, for out-
law as he was, and used to
solitary trails, he liked the
company of his fellow-men.
'There were many cow-
towns into which the Kid
could not have ventured to
ride; but he figured that in
Plug Hat he was not likely to find
trauble. Fer Plug Hat had a rick and
juiey reputation, as the most lawless caw-

town in all Texas; a town that law-.

offieers disliked and avoided, and that
was a law unto itself. And a town that
sheriffs and marshals disliked was a
spot where the boy outlaw of the Rio
Grande was likely to find repose.
Nobody there, he reckoned, was likely
to know him; but even if he was knawn,
he would be only one of the many
breakers of the law who found a refuge
from trouble in Plug Hat.

In that wild and lawless country, the
Kid would not have been surprised at
a hold-up on the trail, till he came in
sight of the camp. But he was surprised
now; for the town was scarce a hundred
yards ahead of him, when a man
stepped out of the mesquite, with a gun
in his hand, and ordecred him to light
down.

The Kid grinned.

He knew that Plug Hat was a wild
place. But if a hold-up could take place
in full view of ths town, without in-
terference, it was surely a wilder place
than he had reckoned.

The Kid pulled in Side-Kicker; but
he did not light down. He sat in the
saddle and looked at the man with the

gun.

“Say, bo!” he drawled. “Is this a
joke??

The man who had stepped out of the
mesquite was a powerful fellow, with
& red beard, dressed in a cowman’s
flannel-shirt and chaps, with a stetson
on the back of his tangled head. He
looked as tough a galoot as the Kid
had ever seen; but the Kid did not
seem alarmed. More than one tough
galoot had woke up the Kid for a
gopher, and found him a cougar, all
teeth and claws.

“Nary s joke!” answered the red-
bearded man. ,The gun in his-hand
was half-raised. “I guess I want that
“hoss.”

“He'’s sure a good hoss,” agreed the
Kid. “He's carried me a long way,
and I guess he’s carrying me farther,
feller. Say, isn’t that burg jest ahcad
of me Plug Hat?”
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flesh it all Texas,” answered the Kid.
“¥ allow there ain’t another critter be-
tween the Rio Grande and the Big
Colorado, that could keep sight of his
heels in a race.”

“Waal, light down.”

“Hold on your hosses a piece,’”” sug-
gested the Kid. “I’ve sure heard that
Plug Hat is a rip-snorter of a burg;
but are they all hoss-thieves in this
country

<>
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other  guys. Jest  pure
luck, I reckon. You don’t want to
worry any, stranger; you wouldn’t keep
that hoss till sundown, if I let you pass
with him. You're only losing him ten
minutes ahead of time. Now Iight
dowr& afore I get tired of holdin® this

gun.

The Kid laughed.

He had picked out Plug Hat as a
place that sheriffs disliked, and there-
fore suitable for an outlaw who was
tired of the llano and the
chaparral. But it struck
him that that advantage
could be over-done. Seem-
ingly it was a town into
which no stranger could
ride without being de-
prived of his horse on the
spot. The Kid had struck
some lawless places in his
time; but he figured that
Plug Hat was the limit.

“Feller,” he said, “yon
sure do tickle me a whole
lot. Mean to say you ecan
corral my cayuse this-a-
way, and the guys in that
burg yonder won't string
you up for hoss-stealing?”

“I guess if all the hoss-
thieves in Plug Hat was
strung up, there wouldn’t
be rope enough in Sassa-
fras County,” answered
the red-bearded man.
“But I didn’t stop you to
chew the rag—I stopped
you for that cayuse.
guess I'd be sorry to spill
your juice all over the
trail; but I ain’t waiting
any longer. You lighting
down?”

He raised the six-gin.

“I never was a guy 1o
say no to a six-gun,” an-
swered the Kid, amiably.
“If you say light down,
feller, light down it is.”

“That’s sense,” agreed
the big cowman. “8eeing
you're a stranger here,
boy, I'll tell you it ain’t
healthy to sit arguin’ with

{Copyright in the United States of America.)



Red Harris, when
grip.

ho's got a gat in his
You ot me?”

“Sure!” assented the Kid.

And he alighted from the grey mus-
tang.

There was a smile on the Kid’s hand-
some, sunburnt face; there was no hint

of resistance in his manner. long
a3 a six-gun was looking at him, tho
Kid was prepared to be amiable.

Red Harris thrust the revolver back

into his holster, and stepped towards

the horse. The Kid's smiling and sub-
missive manner quite deceived him;
moreover, the Kid did not look danger-
ous, to the eyes of the burly cowman.
He looked a “kid ” cowpuncher—almost
too good-looking and neat and natty
in his get-up for a cowpuncher. In
the eyes of Red Harris he was the
tenderest of tenderfeet. Red Harris
geve all his attention to his prize.

“Say, this is some cayuse,” he said,
enthusiastically. “I guess you're a
dog-goned bonehead to ride him into
this country, stranger; but you sure do
know hoss-flesh; you surely have picked
ouw a prize cayuse. This hyer is jest
luck, for X've sure lost my own cayuse
at poker to Colorado Bill, and I was
wanting a mount. Cactus Carter will
sure cuss a whole lot when he sees this
here oritter; but first come, first served,
I reckon.” )

“Go slow!” murmured the Kid, as
the red-bearded man was about to
mount the grey mustang.

“What—great gophers!” gasped Red
Harris.

The muzzle of & gun, in the Kid's
hand, touched Red Harris lightly in
his belt.

“Don’t!” smiled the Kid.

The levelled gun, with the Kid’s cyes
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smiling over it,
warned the cowman
not to draw. It
dawned on him that
this handsome boy-
ish cowpuncher was
not the tenderfoot
he had supposed.

“Search met”
gasped Red Harris.

“That’s my
hoss 1” said the Kid
cheerily. “I ain’t
giving him away-—

- not now I'm the
man that’s handlin’
the gun. Leave
that gat where it is,
Mr. arris, or
there’ll be 2 dead
hoss - thief Iying
around on this trail
before you can say
‘no sugar in
mine.’ ”

Red Harris
breathed hard.

“Put ’em up!”’
said the Kid.

The ruffian cyed
him savagely, sul-
lenly, and his hands
went up slowly
above his head.
The Kid had him

’
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covered; an
though his eyes
were smiling, the

cowman could read
death in them.

“That's better!”
said the Kid. “1
sec youw've been
carcfully  brought
u%, feller, andldyo’u know when to do
what you're told !’ oot

“ Yoyu dog-goned durned skunk {'* said
Red Harris between his teeth. |

“Can it!” said the Kid. I ain’t
going to plug you, feller; not if you
behave. I'm sure obliged to you for put-
tin’ me wise to what I’ve got to look for
in Plug Hat. I reckon I’ll borrow your
bardware !” .

With his left hand the Kid drew the
revolver from the red-bearded man's
belt. He dropped. it in the trail and
stamped a.heavy heel on it.

Red- Harris watched him savagely.

“You're safer without that,” .ex-
plained the Xid. “You sure might
figure on spillin’ lead, and then I should
have to plug you for keeps, and I ain’t
come to Plug Hat a-shootin’. You get
me?? .

“PNog-gone you—-"

“In the Frio country, where I was
raiscd.” said the Kid, “they hang hoss-
thieves! I guess 1 feel powerful
inclined to waste my trail-rope on you,
Mr. Harris, 1surely do!”

“You dog-goned—"’

“I've told you to can it,” said the Kid
mildly. “ You’ve said your piece, feller,
and it's my turn to chew the rag. Put
your paws together!”’

“I guesg—""

“T ain’t waiting,” said the Kid, mak-
ing a motion with his six-gun, and the
ruffian put his hands together, over his
head; and the Kid, with his left hand.
threw a loop of cord over them and
drew them tight.

“Now step under this cottonwood,”
said the Kid. . .

“1 guess—’ .

“ Pronto !’ rapped out the Kid.

Red Harris stepped under the tree.
The Kid reached up and tied the end
of the cord to a bough.

“I guess that fixes he

»

you!”
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remarked  “I sure opine that a hoss
thief ought to be strung up, but I'm
letting you off light. You can stand
there and cuss, Mister Harris, till some-
body comes along and lets you loose.
If nobody comes along the trail, I guess
you'll worry loose by midnight "’

“You gol-derned lobo wolf!” hissed
Red Harris. He stood helpless under
the tree, his bound hands fastened to the
branch above his head. His eyes fairly
burned at the Kid’'s cool, handsome face.

The Kid smiled.

“So-long !” he drawled. “I guess
you've got time to do a lot of thinking,
feller, and you. better think that the
next time you hold up a tenderfoot for
his hoss, he may turn out a wildeat. So-
long, feller!”

The Kid remounted Side-Kicker and
rode off towards Plug Hat. Red Harris,
left standing under the tree, yelled
curses and threats after him, while he
dragged and wrenched in vain at the
cord that held him secure. His furious
voice followed the Kid into the main—
and only—street of Plug Hat.

0
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Sharp Shooting !
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g \HE sound of = voice, swearing
l steadily, greeted the ears of the
Rio Kid as he walked into the

. Plug Hat hotel, leaving Side-
Kicker hitched to the hitching-rail in
front of the timber building. ‘The Kid
had heard plenty of “cuss-words™ in his
time, ‘and was no stranger to the
picturesque language of the cow country ;
but he had never heard a guy swear so
fuently before, and he was interested.
He glanced round him and sighted a
fat man in shirt-sleeves, who steod by
tha bar, and who, he guessed, was the
landlord of the shebang.

If the fat man was the landlord, he
did not secin interested in the arrival of
a new guest. His face was red and
excited; he was evidently deeply per-
turbed about something. Taking no
heed of the Kid, he continued to swear
with undiminished fuency. Three or
four other men were in the room, and
they listened to him with respectful ad-
miration for his flow of language,
grinning. to one another the while.

“Pop Short,”” said one of them.
“you sure can cuss a whole lot! You
sure can cuss off a bull buffalo’s hind
leg!” )

The fat man still swore, unheeding.
Evidently there was something serious
the matter. The Rio Kid waited, and
watched him for some minutes. He was
not the guy to horn into any man's
game, and if Mr, Short wanted to swear,
it was not the Kid’s funeral. But after
waiting politely for a few minutes, the
Kid grew restive. He wanted refresh-
ment for himself and his steed, and his
flow of language, picturesque as it was,
was a poor substitute. ’

“Say, fellers,’”” said the Kid, looking
round, “where’s the boss of this hycr
shebang, I want to know?”

One of the loungers hooked his thumb
towards the fat man.

“Stranger,” he answered, “that’s the
guy you want. That's Pop Short!”

“Mr, Short,” said the Kid politely,
“I dislike interrupting a guy that can
cuss like you do, and if there was
another hotel in this burg, I'd sure let
you run on till the cows come home.
But—"*

“Tho dog-goned scallywagst” said
Pop Short. “The pesky skunks! The
Tre Porursr.—No. 600.
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all-fired polece ! I guess it was some
of Cactus Carter's gang that lifted my
pinto! Yep! And if I was as young
as 1 used to be, I'd go hunting them up
and down Plug Hat with a gat in my
grip. And if there was a man in this
hyer burg that was worth calling a man,
he sure would put paid to that horse-
stealin’, rustlin’, cow-liftin’  thief,
Carter.”’

“Can it, Pop Short!” said one of the
loungers. It sure wouldn’t be healthy
for you to let Carter hear you calling
him fancy names.”

“What's tne trouble, feller?” asked
the Rio Kid curiously. “ What’s this guy
Carter been doing?”’

Mr. Short gave him attention at last.

“He's lifted my pinto, or some of his
friends have,”” he answered. “A guy
can’t call his hoss his own in this town.”

“You won't get your cayuse back by
cussin’,”’ suggested the Kid. “Why not
go to the town marshal?”

“Because there ain’t one, you bone-
head.” .

“Then you want to go to the sheriff 1”

“Guess again!” sparled Mr. Short.

“Well, what’s the matter with going
o the sheriff?”’ asked the Kid. He was
really curions. The Kid disliked
sheriffs himself, but he saw no reason
why the landlord of the Plug Hat should
share his dislike.

“ Because there ain’t no sheriff, you
jay 1 answered Mr. Short. “There ain’t
been never more than two sheriffs in
Sassafras county, and both of them died
with their boots on; and I ain’t heard
of any galoot that is anxious for the
job since. If you was to offer it with a
bag of dollars sticking on to it, I guess
you wouldn’t find nobody to take it !’

“Search me!” said the Kid, in
surprise. B
Mr. Short resumed swearing. He

seemed to find some relief in this for
the loss of his pinto.

“Feller,” sad the Kid, “you’ll he
losin’ your voice if you keep on cussin’
that way. Ain’t there & man in this
town who’s white enough to stand for
sheriff, and ain’t there white men
enough to elect him if he stood?”

«“¥ guess there’s plenty of guys in this
burg would be glad to elect a sheriff,”
answered Mr.Short. “ But I guess if they
clected onc, they'd have to bury him the
next day, and nobody’s homin’ for a
front place in the town cemetery !’

“QOh, sho!” said the Kid. “Wdll, I've
heard that this town of Plug Hat was a
warm corner, but it sure does look to be
like the hot place with the lid off. But
if there ain’t any marshal and there
ain't any sheriff, you surely want to go
and look for that hoss-thief with a gun,
feller 1’

“Say, you got a lot to say for 2 kid
cowpuncher,”” remarked one of the men
in the room, coming towards the Kid.
“[ reckon you're the guy that Red
[Tarris went to meet on the trail when
he saw you coming down the hill.”

“I'm that guy|” assented the Kid.

“Then I gucss you've hoofed it into
town.”

“T guess not,” snid the Kid, smiling.
“I’ve sure ridden into this burg on the
back of my cayuse, feller!”

“Then what was Harris doing to let
you get away with it?"”’

“The last I saw of Mr. Harris, feller,
he was standin’ under & cottonwood with
his hands tied to a branch, cussing like
our friend here,” said the Kid. “That’s
how I left him.”

The Plug Hat man stared at the Kid.

“And who tied him up? he
domanded.

Tae Porurar.—No. 600.
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“This very identical guy,” answered
the Kid.

“1 guess that’s a durned lie,”’ said
the Plug Hat man. “Harris wouldn's
make mors n & small mouthful of a kid

cowpuncher like you. I guess—"’

“Let tho puncher alone, Colorado
Bill !’ said Mr. Short. *“What do you
want to be kicking up a rookus for, the
minute the feller puts his nose into
town?”

“Aw, don’t you worry about this
infant, Mr. Short,” said the Kid. “This
guy don’t mean any harm, and he's
going to ask pardon for saying that
what I said was a durned lie!”

“You reckon?” grinned Colorado Bill.

“I reckon!” assented the Kid.
“Because if you don’t, I've got & gun
herc that will make you wish you hadn’t
forgotten your nice manners to a
stranger!”

“You dog-goned young honehead!”
roared Pop Short, forgetting even the
loss of his pinto in his anxiety for his
new guest. “Don’t you draw on him,
Bill—I tell you I won’t have my floor
all mussed up!”

Colorado Bill’s hand was already on

his gun.
“Take Mr. Short’s advice, feller,”
said the Kid. “Don’t pull that gun—

it won't be healthy.”

“By thunder!” said Colorado Bill,
atnd ho dragged his gun from the hol-
ster.

Crack !

There were plenty of men in Plug
Hat who were swift on the draw. But
the swiftness of the Rio Kid seemed like
magic.

Colorado’s gun was only bhalf out of
it’s holster wﬁen the Kid fired.

There was a roar from the cowman as
the gun was smashed out of his hand by

. the bullet.

It flew across the room and dropped
on the sanded floor, and Colorado stood
clutching his right hand with his left,
uttering howl on howl of agony. The
shock had jarred his erm from wrist to
shoulder, and for the moment he figured
that his hand was shot off.

The Kid smiled at him over his
smoking gun, with a wary eye at the
same time on the other men in the
room. He was watchful for anyone to
draw a gun. But no other guns were
drawn. The Plug Hat men were staring
blankly at the kid cowpuncher who swas
so wonderfully quick “on the shoot.”

““Carry me home to die!” ejaculated
Mr. Short. “Say, bo, where did you
learn to pull a gun like that? Why,
that beats Cactus Carter.”

“Feller,” answered the Kid, “I was
pullin’ a gun before I stood as high as
a cowman’s cinch.”

“QOooooh !” roared Colorado Bill
“Qooooooch t”

He rubbed his numbed right hand,
astonished to find that it was still there.

“Say, you don’t want to make a fuss,”
drawled the Kid. “You ain’t hurt,
feller, though I guess that gun of yourn
will never be any use again. You wang
to nurse your arm a piece, thet’s all.
You want to be pleased that I didn't
shoot your fingers off. But I'm a peace-
able galoot, and I didn’t come to Plug
Hat a-shooting.”

Colorado Bill glared at him and
nursed his numbed arm., The Kid
smiled and holstered his gun and turned
to the landlord.

““ Mr. Short,” he said, “now our friend
hero is through, I guess I want to see
about fodder for me and my cayuse.”

“Your cayuse!” said Pop Short.
“Where'd you leave your cayuse?”

“Hitched on the rail outside,”

The hotel-keeper grinned sourly.
“You sure are a tenderfoot, and you
don’t know Plug Hat,” he seid. “You
won't need any fodder for your cayuse.”
“And why not?” asked the Kid.
“Because I reckon he’s not thege
now,” answered the landlord. *
cayuse that was ever hitched in Plug
Hat ever stayed hitched moren a
minute.”
Kf:iOh, great gophers!” ejaculated tlie
id.

. He rushed to the door, while the men
in the Plug Hat hotel chuckled—even
Colorado joined in the chuckle as he
nursed his arm.

The Kid stared out at the hitching-
rail. Pop Short’s statement was well-
founded. The rail was untenanted, and
Side-Kicker had disappeared.

O
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The Kid Horns In!
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HE Rio Kid’s brow set grimly.
Many and strange had been
his experiences in the wild cow
country, but Plug Hat Camp
was a new thing even in the Kid's ex-
perience.

Certainly, the boz outlaw of the Rio
Grande was not likely to be troubled
by the law in such a warm corner.
Evidently there was no law in Plug
Hat but the law of the Colt, and the
man who was the quickest to draw it.
But lawlessness carried to the extent
of cinching a galoot’s cayuse got the
Kid’s goat. The Kid had not come to
Plug Hat to hunt for trouble; indeed,
the Kid, wild as his reputation was,
never did hunt for trouble. But trouble
had a way of dogging his trail and
coming to him unsought. And now it
had come again. For tho Kid, peace-
able as his intentions were, was the
last man in Texas to have ms horseflesh
lifted without raising Cain.

He looked along the rugged street,
dusty and hot in the glowing red sunset
of Texas. At a distance was the plaza,
an open space in the centre of the town,
with the signs of sevoral saioons in full
view.

There was a crowd in the plaza,
gathered chiefly outside the Red Flare
Saloon. Thirty or forty men were stand-
ing crowded round a man who was
mounted on a cask, and round the out-
skirts of the crowd were a dozen or
more on horseback.  Something was
going on in the plaza. Even at that
distance the buzz of voices and the
sound of laughter reached the ears of
the Rig Kid.

He turned back into the lumber hotel.

“Say, Mr. Short,” said the Kid. “I
sure don't see my cayuse, and 1 guess
some guy has rustled him. Mebbe you
could tell me where to look for him?"

“Mebbe,” answered the landlord.
“But I guess you don’t want to look for
the cayuse, Mister—Mister——"

“Brown!” said the Kid amiably.
Even in a hot place like Plug Hat, the
Kid did not care to announce his real
name. “Texas Brown, sir.”

“Waal, Mr. Brown, your best guess is
to buy another hoss and ride out of
town,” said Mr. Short. “ There’s a
plenty hosses for sale in Plug Hat—any
day in_the week, Mr. Brown.”

“] ain’t doubting that,” said the Kid.
1 guess from what I've secen of this
hyer burg, there'll always be hosses for
sale here.”

“Yowve said it,” grinned Colorade

<>



Bill, * and if you've got a fancy for
your own cayuse, you can sure buy him
at the auction.” -

“The auction?” repeated the Kid.

“I guess he’s being sold already,”
grinned the cowman. “I can hear tho
boys in the plaza, and I guess that
means an auction. Cactus Carter always
auctions a hoss when he lifts it oft a
stranger, and I reckon it was Cactus
lifted your cayuse.”

“I guess I saw a whole caboodle of
fuys in the plaza,” said the Kid, his
rown deepening. ‘‘If they'rc selling
my hoss, it won't be healthy for the guy
that sclls him, or for the guy that buys
him, either.”

“I reckon you’ll be in time for tho
sale if you bump aleng,” answered
Colorado.

“Can it, Colorado,” interrupted Pop
Short, “If the puncher aims to horn
in and make trouble, Cactus will fix him
for the cemetery, and you're wise to
it, dog-gone you. Mister Brown, you
take my advice and get out of town
without meeting up with Cactus.”

The Kid smiled; & grim smile.

“] ain’t getting out of this town yet,”
he said, “and if I
was, guess I
v\lrlouldn’t ‘be hit&ni
the trail withou
my cayuse.” /7v

“Aw, don’t act
foolish,” said Pop
Short. “I tell you
Cactus is a gunman,
and if you worry
him any, you're a
dead puncher. Look
here, if you're set
on getting that
cayuse, you can buy
him —if youre
heeled. But buy
him peaceable.”

The Kid laughed.

“This sure is
some town, where a
guy is wanted to
buy his own hoss,”
he said. “If 1 buy
that hoss, feller, all
I shall give for him
will be a chunk of
lead.”

The Rio Kid
swung out of the
hotel and walked up
the rugged, dusty
street towards the
plaza.

“Say, I'm going
to see Cactus shoot
fim up!” remarked
Oolorado Bill, and
he followed the
Kid, and the rest of
the loungers in the lumber hotel went
the same way. Pop Short shook his
head sadly. Mr. Short, like other

aceable residents in Plug Hat, would
have been glad emough if a stranger
had come to town, who was able to play
Cactus Carter at his own game—which
was gun-play. But he did not figure that
this boyish-looking uncher could do
it. Cactus was a “killer,” with a repu-
tation as wide as Sassafras county, and
he was acknowledged lcader of the
whole lawless element in Plug Hat. Mr,
Short’s opinion was that “ Texas Brown”
was going straight to be accommodated
with & place in the camp cemetery.

The Kid walked cooily up the dusty
strect and reached the plaza. He
stopped on the cdge of the ctrowd o
take his bear-ngs before he horned in.
The Kid meant business, but he was
wary, and not in & hurry,

e

Every Tuesday.

Heo looked keenly and curiously at the
man mounted on the cask. The man
was rather a slim fellow, dressed with
rather more clegance than most of the
men of Plug Hat; and he packed two

uns. His face was hard, clean-shaven
%ut for a little black moustache, and
the cyes were keen, sharp, searching,
and cold as ica; the eyes of a pro-
fessional gunman. The Kid nudged a
burly cowman near him, and asked:

“Say, who's that galoot, feller?”

The cowman starel.

7

The Rio Kid shoved forward.

Two or three rough fellows stared
round at hiw advised him not to
shove, witl, inreats attached. But the
Kid smiled amiably.

“] sure want to see the hoss,” he
said. “You see, fw..crs, that’s my hoss,
and I've called for him.”

“Great gophers! You the tenderfoof

on

that rode that cayuca into town?
£¢ Yep !))
There was a roar of laughter,
“Tlore,

Cactus !’ yelled Mesquite.

£ AT Cactus Carter looked down at the Rio Kid with a smile on his

cold face,

“You're a siranger hyer, if you don’t
know Cactus Carter,” he answered.

“I sure guessed he was Carter, but I
wanted to know,” said the Kid. “Say,
he’s selling a cayuse ?”

“Yop! Thero it is, tied to the cask.”

The Kid pushed a litt}e forward, and
through the crowd he sighted Side-
Kicker, tethered to the cask on which
the gunman stood.

“Say, gents!” Cactus Carter was
spcaking.  “I sure want you to walk
up with your bids. Don’t keep me here
all night, Mesquite yonder said two
hundred dollars for this mustang. Who's
the next?”

“Two-twenty I” called out a voice.

“Two-twenty I'm bid for this
cayuse !” said Cactus Carter, who was
cvidently used to conducting auctions.
“Who’s making it two-fifty?”

¢ What you want ? ”’ he inquired. ¢ My hoss you've
got here,’’ said the Kid gently. .

“Here’s the tenderfoot, and he’s called
for the hoss.”

Way was made for the Kid at once.
He was allowed a free passage through
the crowd to reach the auctioneer.

He arrived in the open spaco round
the cask. And Side-Kicker turned his
head, and whinnied to his master. The
Kid stroked the mustang’s glossy neck.

Cactus Carter, from the top of the
cask, looked down at him, with a faint
smile on his cold face.

“What you want?” he inquired.

“This hyer ocayuse,” answered the
Kid gently.

“Bidding for him ?”

“T sure never struck a town in Texas
afore. sir, where a guy’'s hoss was stole
under his nose, and offered for sale
ten minutes after I’’ said the Kid.

“Mebhe,” answered the man on the

Tue Porurar.—~No. 600.
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cask—"mebbe. You're learning, boy.
If you ain’t bidding for the hoss, stand
back 1”

“1 ain’t bidding for the hoss,” said
the Kid mildly, “and I ein’t standing
back a whole lot, neither. Gents, I'm
a stranger in this hyer town, and I only
want to know. If this hyer is a joke
that you guys play on strangers, why,
I'm ready to laugh as loud as any
galoot hyer. But if it’s business, I jest
want to say that I don’t stand for it.”

There was another roar of laughter.

“Say, boy, you hit the horizon while
you’re all in one piece.” said Cactus.

“But I want to know,” persisted the
Kid. “I guess it's only polite to put
a guy wise. Mean to say that a
stranger can’t ride into this hyer burg
without having his cayuse
lifted off him this-a-way?”

“Jest that,” said Cactus.

“And s'pose a guy don’t
stand for it, what’s hkely to
happen to him?” asked the
Kid, in the same mild tone.

“Suthin’ sudden,” an-
swered the man on the cask,
with 2 grin. “There was a
stranger hyer yesterday who
raised objections. He's in
the camp cemetery now.”

“Sho 1 ejaculated the Kid.

“Now stand back!”

“Not in your lifetimel”
answered the id. “I'm
done asking questions. Now
I want my hoss.”

“How much you bid?”

“Nothing, unless it's a pill
from a Colt,” said the Kid.
He glanced round at the
staring crowd. “Gentlemen,
this sale is off. This hyer
critter ain’t for sale now.
This critter is mine, and any
galoot that says he ain’t mine
has got to back it up with a
guni”

<>

]
Beaten to the Draw!
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HE Rio Kid spoko
quietly, but clearly,
and every man in the

Plug Hat crowd 3
heard him. There was a

swaying back of the crowd. They had
been gathered thick round the auction-
eer’s rostrum; but in a moment, as 1
seemed, there was a wide lane feft in
the throng. The Plug Hat men were
nccustomed to getting promptly out
of the line of fire.

The Kid was left well alone, facing
the cold-eyed man on the cask. The
latter was eyeing him scarchingly.

The Kid stood in an easy, almost
carcless attitude, but his hands were
very close to the walnut butts of his
guns, low-slung in the holsters.  His
eyes were on Cactus Carter’s warily.

A glint was in the icy cyes of the
man on the cask.

“Say, puncher,” he said quietly,
“you’re shooting off your mouth a
whole lot for a kid. I guess you want
to get back to your ranch in a hurry.”

“That’s where you miss your guess,
Mr. Carter,” answered the Kid cheer-
fully. “I've come to Plug Hat to stay
a whiles; and I ain’t hitting the trail
nohow. Jest now I want this hoss.”

There was a breathless hush in tho
plaza of Plug Hat. All the crowd knew
now that it would be gun-play.

Ever heard of

The Popalar.

Cactus Carter made no motion to
touch a gun. There was a faint smile
on his face, and his hands hung care-
lessly at his sides. But all knew his
swiftness on the draw. And every
moment they expected to see a gun
leap from his holster, and ring out
the death-knell of the boy puncher who
defied him so recklessly. Well they
knew that Cactus Carter’s apparent
carelessness was only due to the fact
that he was assured that the life of
the puncher was in his hands, to take
when he pleased.

The Kid made a movement as if to
unhitch the rope that tethered the grey
mustang to the heavy cask.

“Don’t touch that rope, puncher,”

SUHHEE NIRRT IR R IRa e n s
Ever heard of an Outlaw becoming

Cee, No!

a Sheriff ?

BOY
wearing the Sheriff’s star!
Surely Not! ‘

Well, next week you'll hear all about it in the most
thrilling tale of Texas ever written—

“ THE RIO KID SHERIFF!”

A TS

said Cactus Carter; and his voice was
soft and almost pleasant.

“Why not?” asked the Kid. “The
critter’s mine, and I'm sure going to
take him back to the shebang yonder.”

“I guess not,” smiled Carter.

“DBut afore I go,” continued the Kid,
“I'd be powerful glad if some guy
would teﬂp me who cinched my hoss? 1
sure want to kick that hoss thief across
the plaza.”

“1 guess you don’t want to hoof it a
long way to find that galoot,” said
Cactus Carter,

“Mebbe it was!”

“Mebbe it was.”

“You look the sort of dog-goned,
pizen skunk that would steal a hoss,”
remarked the Kid, in a casual tone.
“] guess in any other burg you’d have
been strung up, Mr. Carter, jest on
your looks.”

There was a buzz in the erowd, and
the gunman caught his breath. It was
the first time, since Cactus Carter had
been king-pin in Plug Hat, that he had
been talked to like this.

The hardening of his face, the glint-

Outlaw

ing of his eves, warned the Kid, used
to such signs, that he was about to
draw. But the Kid drawled cheerily:

“Yep! TI'll say you look a born lobo-
wolf, Mr. Carter, and I guess I needn’t
look any farther for a hoss thief. I
don’t stand for hoss stealin’, Mr.
Carter. You get down off’'n that cask
and T'll boot you across the plaza, jest
like I said! Vou sure ain’t worth
dirtyin’ & cowman’s boots on! DBut you
got to learn to keep your thievin’ hands
off my hoss!”

Tike lightning the gunman’s hand
moved.

But swift as ho was the Kid was
swifter. Cactus Carter’s gun was out
of the holster; but the Kid’s Colt was
looking him in the face be-
fore his hand could rize.

The Kid did not speak;
but his eyes gleamed over
his gun, and Cactus Carter
kept his hand down.

Had he lifted it, he knew
that a bullet would have
crashed through his brain be-
forc he could fire.

Cactus Carter, who had
never been beaten to the
draw before, knew when he
had met his master. His
face whitened, not with fear,
but with deadly rage; his
cyes scintillated at the Kid.
But he kept his hand, with
the gun in it, down at his
side.

There was a gasping of
deep-drawn breath in the
Plug Hat crowd. Cactus
Carter was standing helpless
under a gun—~the first time
any eye in Plug Hat had seen
such a sight. For a second
or two there was no sound
but that startled gasp from
the watching crowd.

“Drop_that gun!”

The Kid spoke suddenly,
sharply.

The gun crashed to the
ground beside the cask. The
Kid uttered no threat; the
threat was in his eycs, and
his levelled Colt.  Cactus
Carter’s life hung on &
thread; and life was dear.

He still remained calm; only the
pallor of his face, the burning of his
cyes betraying his deadly rage. Why
the Kid did not shoot was a mystery
to the staring onlookers, for by the law
of the Colt—the only law in that law-
less cow-town—he was entitled to shoot
his enemy dead as soon as he made a
motion towards a gun. But the Rio
Kid had his own ways, and they were
not the ways of Plug Hat.

“Now the other,” said the Kid.

Cactus Carter, in silence, lifted his
other gun from the holster, and dropped
it to the ground. - The action was
watched in awed silence by a hundred
pairs of eyes.

“That sure is sense,” remarked the
Kid pleasantly. “You're a good litile
man, Mister Carter, and you know how
to do as you’re told. 1 ain’t got no
hunch to spill your juice, so long as
you behave.”

Cactus Carter drew a hissing breath.

“Now hump down off’'n that cask,”
said the Kid. “I ain’t going to spill
your juice, feller, if you don’t make

(Continued on page 1l.)
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That Mad Drive !
-

IT'S JACK KING’'S AMBITION TO GET INTO A VIOTOR
WORKS AND BECOME A PUKKAH RACING ‘‘ CRACK.”

white screen. He tightened
his grip on the wheel, and
sct his teeth as he saw the

HE blue shape of the YOU'VE READ HOW HME CAN HANDLE A CAR_THE tr2in almost entering the
hurtlin Connaught POINT 1S, WILL HE GET A CHANCE OF DRIVING A Crjssiug. ) . :

split the greyness of RACER ON THE SPEEDWAY ? There was the fraction o

the road Fikc an a sccond of suspense, then

azure streak. Behind the the blue Connaught hit the

wheel Jack sat, with his foot
hard down on the throttle
pedal, Cope at his side with
bis injured arm wrapped
about in cloths to protect it.

Fifty miles lay behind
them, and Jack had driven
faultiessly, never losing a
second. Cope had worked
out how much time they had
for the jourmey, and Jack
now knecw that half a
minute’s delay would make
them miss the boat they were
trying to eatch, and on which
they now intended to ship
the entire car.

They had one hundred
miles still to travel, and
a shade over two hours in
which to do the distance.
Already Jack was handling
the machine as though he had
Leen born driving it.  He
had forgotten the f{faint ner:
vousness with which he had
started.

The fiecrce crackle of tho
cshaust, the booming of the

SEE

"JACK KING—SKID KID!”

By ALFRED EDGAR,

next week’s tale of smashing motor-racing adventure,

featuring our schoolboy specd merchant !

barrier in the very centre.
Woodwork splintered and
flew out. The car leaped
high—and hurtled on!

Jack saw the buffers of
the locomotive level with his
head. He saw the smoke-
box, its pounding drivers, the
clattering bogey-wheels—and
the other gates opposite.

The engine was on them.
It seemed as though ‘it must
strike the car and grind it
to debris under its steel-
flanged wheels—then they
were past it, the second gate
wasg shattering as though it
was made of cardboard.

The car ripped through,
ekidded, straightened under
Jack's quick hands, and

plunged on with the throttle
kicked wide open.

Behind them, broken wood-
work was still fiying about
the crossing.

“ After that, we ought to
catch the boat!” Cope panted.

And they did!

engine, and the shrill whine
of the supercharger were
music which spurred him on.
They had no hooter, but the noise that
the racing machine made was more
than sufficient warning at cross-roads.

They overhauled fast traffic as though
it were standing still, Jack took curves
wide, hugging the side of the road, and
they were travelling at something very
close to 100 m.p.h. when they plunged
over the Welsh border.

They cleared the wild hills of Bettys-
¥-Coed, and Cope guided Jack over a
short cut that missed Bangor and
brought them to Menai Bridge—with
twenty-five miles to go and twenty
minutes in which to do the distance.

“Kick her wide open, or we miss the
hoat ¥ Coge ?el ed.

“Al right!” was Jack’s answer, and
Lis goggled gaze bored past the wind-
shield as he watched the straight road.

They werc doing a hundred again be-
fore he reached the end of the straight,

and saw an empty-looking village
ahead. IHe hurtled through it, and
braked madly for a bLend, changing
down. Screaming in gear, the car
spun around it, then opened up once
more along another straight.

Faster and faster yet they travelled.
They passed the hundred miles-an-hour
mark and flung without easing their
speed into & long curve. They were
alxleost clear of it when Cope let out a
vell:

“Level crossing!”

1t showed in front—white gates clozed
across the road! And Jack saw a train
bearing down! The crossing was fifty
yards ahead.

Jack’s right foot stamped the throttle
pedal full down to the floorboards. Cope
ducked in his seat. Jack huddled down
and held the car like a projectile for
the gates. They came at him like a

. - . « *

The following day Jack learned
that No. 1 car in the Connaught team
had won the Ulster Grand Prix—and
that Phil Hartz had finished nowhere.

‘He sat with the paper before him,
picturing the scene as the winning
wachine raced home—ar1 he reminded
himself that he had helped the car to
victory with the spare supercharger from
the machine he had driven.

“Cope told me that even Mr. Frank-
lin himself couldn’t have handled the
car better than I did,” he murmured.
“And he said I must have plenty of
norve, the way I split those gates.
Well, that settles it! I'm going to
make dad get me a job in a motor
works, and I'm going to be a racing
driver. I don’t know how I'll wangle
it—but I'm going to do it!”

THE END.
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:‘ A ROUGH HOUSE IN PLUG
¢ HAT !

% (Continued from page 6.) Q
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me; but if you don’t jump to do as
you'r¢ toid, you're a dcad horso thief.
You get me ?”

Cactus Carter, still in dead silence,
stepped down from his rostrum,

“Now let that hoss loose.”

For a second the gunman hesitated.

The eyes of all Plug Hat were on
him, breathlessly. On more than one
face there was a mocking look. Jlen
. who had trembled at a glance from the
ice-cold eyes, were grinning now.

The bitter humiliation of his defeat,
of obeying the orders of the boy puncher,
was almost too much for the desperado.
But he read death in the clear, steady
eves of the Rio Kid, and his hesitation
was brief.

He cast loose the mustang.

“Cients,” said- the Kid amiably, with

a glance at the staring faces round him,
“I'm powerful sorry to spoil your fun,
but this sale’s off, like I told you. 1
ain’t come to Plug Hat huntin’ for
trouble, but I don’t stand for horse-
stealin’, and I'm surc going to boot Mr.
Carter across the plaza, like I said,
jest to warn him to keep his thievin’
hands off a guy’s cayuse.”

Ho made a stride at the gunman,

With his left hand, the revolver in
his right, the Kid grasped Caclus
Carter and spun him round.

Crash!

There was a yell from the gunman,
and a roar of laughter from the crowd
as the cowpuncher’s heavy boot landed
on Cactus Carter.

The gunman staggered away.

The Kid followed him, and his boot
crashed again, and yet again, till the
gunman, panting, desperatc, fairly took
to his heels, and fled across the plaza.

The Kid, with a smile holstered his
gun, and leaped on the back of Side-
Kicker. No man in Plug Hat was
disposed to contest with him the owner-

ship of the grey mustang, sinco the
defeat of Cactus Carter.

“Bay, Kid!” called out Colorado Bill.
The burly cowman seemed to have for-
gotten his own defeat, in his admira-
tion for the puncher who had beaten
Cactus Carter to the draw. “Say, you
want to hit the trail afore Cactus gets
hold of a gun agin! Say, you want to
ride, puncher!”

The Kid laughed.

“1 guess I ain’t hitting the trail a
whole lot,” he said. “I'm sure stop-
ping a picce in this hyer burg. If
Cactus wants me agin, he will“sure find
me to home.”

With a clatter of hoofs and a jingle
of spurs the Rio Kid dashed away
down the street towards the lumber
hotel. He left the crowd in a buzz be-
hind him. It was the biggest excite-
ment that had ever struck the cow-
town. And before the sun had set, on
every lip was the name of “Texas
Brown,” the stranger in Plug Hat.

THE END.
Tae Popurar.—No. 600.
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Boy Outlaw Yesterday—Now He's—

RALPH
REDWAY'S
ROARING
ROMANCE
OF TEXAS.

Threirg— -4 i1
The Foes of Plug

. Hat!
Omgmimcr =

HE Rio Kid
hitched his
Liolater [
little,  for-

ward, to bring the
walout butt of o

Em nearcr to bhis
nd. -
Tho Kid was ait-
at his cazo in
an rocker on the
woodon  piazza of
the Plug Hat
Hotel, in the cow-
town of PI':F Hat.
Ab » littls dustance
was the plan,
where the paphtha
lamps of Lalf a
gmel:l, % ad loonsy
AT imming
the light of tho aturs. From the dircr
tion of the plaza s burly, red-beardcd
cowmsn came striding. and he stopped
st tho rickety wooden steps that up
to tho pizza where the Kid sak It
was the sight of him that meds the Kid
shift his gun into snsier reach.

Red Harris paused for a moment or
two, and then came tramping up the
steps, which creakeo under his weight,

. “Bay, you're herel” he said, stopping
- in frout of the Kid. ]

The Kid nodded chnen!;.

“Right hyer,” he assented. *If rou're
Iooking for me, {eller, you've found me
to home,"”

Pop 8hort, the Jandlord of the Inmber
hotel, looked out of the door, a frown
on his fat face,

“Here you, Harris," he exclaimed,
“and you, Mister Texay Brown! You
step down into tho street afore you begin
burning powder. I win’'t the guy to
intorfcre with any gunt's smusement;
but I'm telling you, bullets ain't no
rospoctors of persons and I'll say you
ran't do your shootin’ on my piszza. You
light down into the street."” )

“Can it you geck!” growled Red
Harris. *“I sin's come hyer a-shootin'.
I got » messoge for this guy what calls
himself Texns Brown.”

“Bpill iy, fellsr,” said the Kid

The

amiably.
- *Red Hnrris eyed bim surlily.
ook on hia hard tanned face showed how
willing ho was to pull & gun on this
stronger in Plug Hat. But he did not
tonch a gun. s Kid, during the fow
hours ho had been in Plu at, had
beaten a better man than Hed Harris;

and tho burly rough-neck did not sock
troublo with the puocher who had gono
ono beotter than Cactus Carter.

Tha Kid gave him a cheery smile.

“8pill it1" he repeated,

" got a message from Ceactua
Carter,” said Harris.

- oned 0," asmsented the Eid.
“T Linder opincd that that peaky horse.
thief, Cartor, wouldn't bo satisfied with
mo in' him across the plaza. I'm
sure ready to boot him egain if he
ain't satisbed.”

Red Harria made a gestare towards
the lighted plazs.

**Carter’s waiting for yon,” ho mid,
“ You'll And him in the Red Flare; and

.xvou want to pack your gun when you

o. Apd I guess Cactuy is geing to
gmkg’ your sorry you hornod into Elug

ak .

The Kid nodded thoughtfully.

“Cactun is wsiting for mo in the Red
Flare, is ho?" ho asked.

"' il'odmhre s

*And he's going 0 give me an even
bresk, if [ coms a-hun&n' him 1" aaked
the Rid.

“Sure.”

The Kid laughed.

“I was raised in the Frio country.”
he ssid, ' and gurs in that country are
boen with their oyca peeled, Bay, Mister
Harris, yor hump back to Cactus Carter
and tell him not to wait. He won't soe
meo in the Red Flaro this evening.”

“You air’t coming?"” saked the red-
bearded cowman,

“I eurely win't.” answored the Kid.
“But if Cactus Carter in hupting me,
feller, Lo nin't far to come, What's the

3

matfer with Cactos walkin'
street?”
“If you're
Red Harria
“Faller,"” said the Kid placidly, 'L
uin't nfosred of any_ two-legged guy in

up the

afearod to come—>" jeercd

Toxas. But I guess [ ain't such a bono-
head ax to put into a horact's
nost. No, sir 1 You tell Cactus I'm wait-

ing for here, and T'll step down
into tho strect and moet up with Lin
ay soon a8 ho wants, And tell him that
if he don't come he's a yollow corote,
snd I'll sure him again, same a3
1 did before, next time I xco him.”

Red Harris scowled and turned away,
and tramped down tho stops. The Kidl
watched him as he strode back to the
Rod Flare saloon, and disappeared into
the doorway. ,

Pop Bhort came out on ‘the piara,
with a grin on his fat face.

“I guoss that meass ill brin
Cactus™ o seid, —oore 8

“You reckont” smiled the Kid.

JSBure! If he dou't show up, I
his ﬁd“ up in Pl"f Hat,” said the
Iandlord. “The whole burg's chewing
tho rag about the v;:{y you best him
to tho draw and booted him for stealin®
your cayuse, If Cactus don’t shood
you up, feller, he may as woll pull up
stakes and slide out of Plug Hat. You
woa sure & jay not to plug him whea
Fou him covered.”

“1 didn't want to q)ill his Enim if
he'd ride cloar of me,” said the Kid.
“1 didn't coma to Plug Hat hunting
for trouble . Bat I wasn't letting a
g:y ateal mﬁ:’hom right under my nose.

Mr. Short, I noker struck a town
in Texas befors that wnas packed so full
of horse-thieves as Plug Hat. They

Tar PorvLI\L.—No, 601,
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4 Sheriff Rio Kid sets out to clean up Plug Hat next week !

string up herse-thicves in Frio, whero
I wos raieed "
Pop Short grunted.

"1 gums half the town would ba
sivung up if they was to string up tha
harse-thieves in Flug Hat,' be answered.
“Cactuy Cartar and his bunch Tua the
town, and the country, too, sinco the
1a<t sheriff was abot up - .

“Why don't you elect 3 new cheriff,
and got. that buocl rounded up ™ asked
the Kid, ]

Alr. 8hort grunted again,

“Phere ain't s map in Sansafros
county would taka it on.” he soid. e
wm‘n]_l.d %udmldd“il g;:nth."

‘The Kid lon .

“ Hera comu' Colorsdo Bill,” added
sIr. Shost. I guess he's got authin® to
say 1o you, Mister Brown.”

"T'he big cowman cams up the wooden
weps and guve the Kid o nod and a
[ {be Kid smiled. A fow hours
since i had shot & gun out of the buzly
rowmnn's hand, but that fest scemed
-0 have ezrned him tha cowman's esteers,

*&ny, Texas” mid Coloradn B:Il‘.'
“You want 10 kcep your gul hlndg."

“1 guesa mYy glun'l always handy,
eaid the Rid.  “Is thot orne "I:orﬂ:«
thici Carter caming s-shooting®

*Suro]l That's what I've camie to le'll
vau,” snswared Colorado, * a2l he won't
keep you waiting long. You wnni to
ste jm jnto the street, Texor, ong
ho'll be slong in twa shakesof B coyole’s
tail."”

Tho Kid yawmed,

~Her. \
N:l guesa I'1) be on hend,” he smsid.

And he deecended the creaking woodan
steps into tho rugged street of Plug
Hat.

and rote froni the

- e R .
e oyl P Do an P Dat A Tt
e =

ACTUS CARTER stepped cud of
' the Red Flare

saloon.
In the plaza of Plug Hat, the
glnringdnap!lthu Jamnps wmade it
igl hy Jday.
”(;:u‘l.:;!:s l.imy nlgogl v;u . erowg t:i tl;a
it of Plu ct, in & bu
f::gf::ent. and‘cuother crowd follpwed
the yan out of the sloon.

‘Ihe stim, hard-foced gunmen whe
rorfectly cool. Not o flicker of emotion
could be reed in his vold face.

Yot mors than opa man io tha crawd
had o suspicion that Cactus Cartar, the
wKiller," tho man Who was said to bava
shat more men then he had fBungers
and toce, disliked the task that !ny
before Lim.

Hitherto, Cactus had been monarch of
al]l e surveyed in the cow.town; he was
a dead thot, and Tnck s lightning cn
the draw, and sheolutely ruthless 1o tha
v1g of the weapens of which hs wis a
master. Many = hard-bitten desperado
in the Jawless covrtown feared the glint
in the cold eycs of the guaman. He wes
uadisputed  king-pin of Plug Hat; it
was an open becret that tho lato sheriff,
who had sought to establish law an
order in Sossafras county, had fallen by
lis hand. Among the desporate refu.
zecs from the law who found & hiding-
place in Plog Hat, more than one had
teied conchuinny with Cactus, and he
paver failed to Bx his adversary for the
canp comeicry. And it was s matter of
wonder in dhe wild cowtown, that o
puncher who looked o mere lad had
romo into town, bsaten Cestun to tha
draw, disarmosd him, end boeted him
aerear the plaza
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The Iawlews sutbority of tho king-pin
of Plug Hot hung in the balance now.
He hod to shoot up the man who had
booted him or fal from his high sstate,
te bocome en object of derision to thos
who hod followed him and fexred him.
And for once—for the Gest time in his
savage carear—tho guoman was leeling
doubta,

Hut ho dered pot give way to bis
doubts. QOoce he backed down in o
contest, his reign was over, and his
place would be taken by soma more
reckless and desperats ruffiam. It was
the price of bis position that he had to
bo rcady to set bis lifo upon & onst.

Cactus had stood thers at tho bar,
with bis * boneh"—Red Harris, Yellow
Dick, and Sandy Tus, hia throe closaai
associates, rosdy for the Kid to horn
jn.  And though the Plng Hat crowd
dsred not draw bis enmity upon them-
selves, individuslly, by spokan com-
meots, Cactus was well sware of what
the mob of rough-necks wers thinking,
and he bad nerved himself to the taa
of saeking tha Kid alona. His repo-
tation, bir standing among tha wild
orew of which ho was “kiag-pin,” ro-
quired thai be should meet and defeat
bizs rival, plaving a lone hand.

Never before had there been doubs in
Cactus’s heart when he sot out to

4 eocounter an emety. And uow that he

doubied, bo bid his doubts well. He
swung owt of the saloon end walked
down tho plsza towsrds the lumber
hotal.

On cither sido of him e orowd

surgad.

Thirty yards away, the lights of the
fomber hotel glared on the rugged
strcet,

In the ccotre of tho strect, full in
view in the bright light, stood tha Rio
Kid=—* Tazan Brown” as he was callsd
in Plug Hat Apd had Cectus Imown
the real name of Texas DBrown,
would have known that La had reason
for the doubt thot o sirangely chilled
his heart.

Tho Kid stood . casily, bis hands by
his sides, within guick resch of the guns
in the low-slung holsters. This was not
a new fl.lllﬂ to tha Kid; he knew cvery
turn of ik

Ho waited, with o cheery smile on his
face. 1f there wan w doubt in the mind
af the gunmm. there sas none in the
Rio Kid'a.

Slowly, Cactus came up tho rugged
streat.

‘Che KiJd was watching him warily
{rom the wowent be stepped out of the
Red Flars. And he was watching not
only Cactur, but with the tail of his
cyo he was keeping tabs on the thron
on either side of the street, Tha Ki
had aized wp Cactos very keenly, and
he did not expect an oven break {rom
ths guuman, i Cactos had & chones to
doublo eroes him.

Cactus was oot touching a gun yet.

Slowly, foot by foot, he drew ancaror
to the Kid, his oyes upon him, his
hands empty. An he drow nearer and
nearer, the Luzins in tho excited crawd
died away to a breatbless hush.

Bach of the adveraacics eyed tha nther
Jiko a cat, enah ready for action aa soon
a8 the ather a & movement to draw.
‘Thirty yardy had been reduced to thirty
feet, and atill neither touched & gun.

At twenty feet, Lhe gunman, in shear
deaperation, |p\n his falo to Lhe touch,

In & aingle movement, that wan so
rapid ihat the eye could scorcely follow
it, ho Bicked his gun out and fired from
tho lip withoet raising the weapor.

Rapid ay ho was, ihe Kid vas oo
fast, or fuster. :

Like magic, = gun was in the Kid's
haod, sud bae, teo, fired Irom the hip
without wasting a split second in Lift-
ing his gun.

The Kid feft 1bo wind of o bullet thes
clipped the edga of bis Stetson bat; the
gunman had lired tob hurriedly. But
tho Kid's return bulict, so <loso tbat
the trno bullets sounded as oo, went
urerringly to the mark.

Cactus Carler steggered.

A roat burst (roia the Plug Hat
crowd, ailont titl tha: moment in lcpse
exeitcment.

Al oyes wora un the gupman,

The Rio Kid's bullet had gooe bomse
and tho gunmon staggered, but he did
pot fall.

Ho stood unsteadily, bis goo-hand
sagging at his side, his face white as
chalk. Every man in tho sireet expec
ted o hear the Kid's gun roar egain
sad agoin, and to sco hie opponent fall
viddled wilh bullsts. Dut the Kid
stood gripping his smeking guw, with:
ont ﬁrulling the triggor.

By tho groat horned toad, ha's got
him "' yelled Calorade Dill.

The guaman stood swuying. The gun
dl:ugped from his hand to 1o ground
with o claster.

A blaze of demonine rage came inte
Cactue's eyes. Hia right azm hung a1
his side, disabled bg tho bullet. With
his left be dragged his second gun from
his belt.

Bang!

The Kid's Colt roared again, and the
un spun from Cactw' band belare
uAchu d use it ] .

oarso cry came from the man.

He staggernd, ond fell to mﬂum.

“Caotus has got hisl¥  ronred
Colorado Bill.

“Aw, forget it!" drawled the Kid.

he ~Ho aio’t got his, not worth & red

cent.  I've jest {ickled his £n, and
Cactus i worth s wholo crowd of dead
men yob.”*

The Eid's snoking gon wes still in
Itis haod, hia wary cye watching. He
was ready far some member of the

bunch” (o toke up the quarrel for the
fallen gunman.

But the “bunch"™ wore not Loning
for trouble with the puncher who had
shot up their Jeador. They gathered
round tha gunman.

us Carter was lifted, and carried
back into the Red Flare. The Kid.
still wury and watchiul, strolled back
into the lumbar hotal.

et artn-Draim Pty D= [
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ugrIDE-KICKER, old boas!" mur
mured the Kid.

The groy mautang turned his

. head aad whinnied softly as the
Kid stroked his gloasy neck.

Tha mustang was stalled iz the bern
behind the lumber hotel. And it was
tuo Kid's intention to oamp that night
in the barn.

In a town like Plyg Hat, the Kid did
not cars to trust his cayuse out of his
own sight. Indeod, Pop Short mude no
soorat of the fact that tho mustang would
probsbly be missing by morning. His
awn pinto had been liftad from that
baro the same day; and the Kid bad
alroady learned that no mes's horse ey
safe io Plug Hat.

Pop Short ahowed him Into the baran
with & glimmering lantern.



Fighting gunmen every day.

*You figure you'll bed down hyer, Al:r.
Brownt” he .

“I rockon!"” answered tho Kid. *1
sure doa’t want to wake up in the morn-
;u . and find this byer cayuse gooe,
eller.”

" You're said it," agreed the landlord.
1 guess your hoss will be safer wi
you along, air. But you wou't be so ali-
Sred sale yourseli.,” .

* How come?” nsked the Kid.

Poyp Hhort ahook his head.

“You've laid out Cactus Carter,” he
said. “Put Cactus is only one of a
bunch—~and a dog-goned tough bupch.”
didn’t scem to be honing for

“They
trovble,” remarkoed
the Kid

T guess they ain't .

honing for gun-play
with the guy that's
ghot up tho all-
firedest gunman in
Sassafray  countr,”
answered Pop Short,
“You're too mighty
sudden on the shoot
to pleass that bunch,
Mister Brown, But
if you don’t hear
from them to-night,

if you sl in this
barn, 1 shall sure Le
surprised,”

“I guess it culs no
ice,” mmid the Eid.
“I'm bedding down
here along with my
cayuse.’’

b “It's you; u}'l-w:
nt  youn slecp
sounder behind a
barred door, I
reckon,”

"1 guess 'l sleep
a3 sound as T want,
feller.”

And Pop Short,
leaving the lanterh
bangiug on a nail,
zetired, and left the
Kid to his own
devices,

The Kid, having
looked after the
comlort of his horse

always his -Grst task put out the
lalx.ern.

Fliuumr of stariight In at the
barred, unghaxzed window was light
enough for the Kid.

There way & faint mmilo on the Kid's
handsome face an he moved in the gloom
of the barn, )

The big door was closed, but the lock
on it was out of action; it had been
forced when the landlord’s pinto was
lifted that day. id could have
wodged the door (ast as it opon
inward, but he did not take tho tronble.

Ho steppod to the barred window and
locked out in the dim starlight. .

The hour was late, and the lumber
botel was shutting. He could hear Pop
Sbhort bolting and barring doora end
windows,

From the plaza thore was still & glave
of light from some of the saloons. But
the noise of the cow-lown was dying
away.

The Kid was in o hurry to turn .

_Ho romained at the window for some
titwe, looking at the stars end the
shadows, thinking, apd listening to the
sinking noiso of the town as saloon after
stloon closed down.

Al was darkness and silence at Joat.

The Kid left the window and sorted

th night he

Pop Short siarted hukh

out & bundle of straw fora bed. On the
bundle he a his blanket, stuffed
with straw, whers the glimmer of atar-
light fell in upoe: it from indow.

¢ stacked straw round it, and smiled as
he Gnished his task.

If any apied inlo the barm that

gruo!uldp sce, ot figurs that ke
saw, & sleepor rolled in hix-blanket in
tho straw, And if that dummy sleoper
stopped & bullet or two it wonld not
greatly concera the Kid.

Beside the window, close to the wall
and hidden in thick shadow, was a
wooden bench, On that benck the Kid
stretched himsell to rest.  Tho night was

warm, and he did ot miss his blanket.

With his hoad pillowed on his arm
the Kid closed his eres and almost im-
mediately sank into slumber.

Whero he lay Le waa invisible to any-
one cntering the barn; and he know,
too, that if the door opened, tho cresk
of the rusty hLinges would awakon him
instantiy.

He alipt as peacciully ax il he was
rolled in the decpost cover of the
chappayesl.

A oouple of hours had pamsed when
the Kid awoke.

" He swakened, as be always did, with
Lis mind perfectly clear from the mists
of slcep, and without a morement ov a
sound.

He lay still and listened.

He ow thst something had
awskened him, and he listened intently
to lenrn what it was,

A grim smilo crossod his face as he
saw & black shadow fall acros the atar-
Lit space insido tho little barred window.

It was the ahadow, grolesquely
cxaggarated, of & head outside the
window, blocking the starlight.

A fece was prewed to the opening
between the n bars, peering into
the dusky interior of the barn.

Rilently the Kid's hand moved, closing

What a Iife for the New Sheriff of Plug Hat !

in surpriss at sighlt of the thres capiive guamen.
omas to dis 1™ he yellsd, * What you goi thar 7 '?

3

on the butt of a gun. Then hoe lay withe
out motion, waiting.
From the stilloess & faint whispee
his ears.
* You figure be's there, Yellow Dick?t"
"I guems w0,"” came the soft answering
whisper of the man pearing between the
bare, “I woure reckon ke's there,
Bandy.” )
*I koow the guy was bedding down in
the barn,” came another voice. * Mexican
Pote was watching, and he allowed that
tho guy wont into the barn and never
came out agin.”
“He's sure there!™ muttered Yellow

1
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" Waal, carry me

Dick. "And sleoping a2 sound sa if he
was in & pesky hotel at San Antone.”

The shadow Jeft the window,

Buk tha threo rough-necks of Plug Hat
romained close, for the Kid, straining
his ears, could atfll hear thewr whisper-
ing, huky voices

*What's tho game, Red? 1 gues il
wo push open the door and run in on
him—" muttered Yellow Dick.

" Guem agaio,” grunted Red Harris,
*You 'member how them hinges ereaked
when wo got Pop’s pinto this morning.
I gucss they creak loud enough to wa
a fu:r it he wan sloeping like & groaser
full of pulque.* . :

“We got %o goet him!™ unid Bandy
Tutt. *1'll say Cactus will be apt to
get mad if wo don’t get him, Red.

“YWe'te getting him all O0.K.7
amswered Red. “There's light enouﬁh
from the winder to drill him whare he
lie. 1 guess I'm puiting lead through
him from the winder,

*Bay, it's pesky low.down to
galoot asleop !* muttered Bandy.
guens I wouldn't stand for it, Red.”

*You .gonoed jay, you want to
wake hinﬂp and stand in froot of
his gun, aftor tho way he shot up

Cootus I*
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“} sure Jv wmob,” . onswered Tutt
promptly.

“Theo . quit chewing the rag and
Icave it to me.”

A shadow derkened the window again.
Thera wes @ glimmer of metal ms the
long barret of a Colt was thrust between
the wooden bars. A hand and an arm
came in behind the six-gun.

The Kid watched $m caricusly.
There was no sound of whispering now;
all was still, Red Harris was taking
careful, meticulous nim at the rolled
blankct in the heap of straw, in the

limmering starlight. I the shot
f-ilad. the roar of the six-gun would
infallibly wake the aleeper; and the
Plug Hat bunch did not want io face
the gun that had proved too good for
Caclus Carter. Long and carefully Red
Harris dwelt on his aim before be pulled
trigger. i

Tha report, when it came, came in the
atig:mlwith an affect of thundar.

ng
Right throngh the stuffed blanket in
the atraw tore the bullet, and following
the 1hot ¢camn a deep in the bamn.
The Ric Kid, from his corner in the
darkness, ﬁlded that realistic touch.

Bangl Pangl

Twice again ths red-boarded rough-
neck fired, sending each bullet through
the stuffed figure in the straw. But
thers wore mo mare groans; the Kid
waited in nilence now.

He hoard » chuckle from the windor.

*1 guess that's fixed him, you'ums!™

“¥ou bet1?

And the thres ruffians, pothing doubt-
ing, scurried along the barn to tha
door, shoved it open, and came erowd-
g im

m]

The New Sheriff!
+[]

HE Rio Kid did not stir, |
He had uhifted his position a
little, and was now silting up
on the bench in the dark corner,
a gun in either hand. "
_In that position he remained still and
silent; watching. ide-Kicker bad
Eiven o (tnrtl::ll squeal, but was dow
zilent . thres rough-necks
thared round the straw bed, on which
stuffed blankst lay, with three bullet-
holes through it stood clearly
in the starlight that strcamod in at th
window; and the Kid, invisible in bis
dark corner, watohed ¢ cur ¥.
Red Harris, with a brutsl laugh,
sticred the rolled blanket with his foot.
*He's sure ?‘t.hinl" ho remarked.
“He sure 1 chuckled Yallow
Dick, *and that cayum is curs, you'uns!
I guess the guy was down
h;r!pr to make sure that that cayuse was
afe”
And be chackled.
“Git_hold of the cayus,” muttered
Bandy Tutt. *1 guess that shooting has
woko up Pop Short, you'uns. We want

to beat it}” B

“Aw, forget it1* grunted Red Harris.
“§ gues it Pop Short is woke up, be
will bs mighty careful not to hom in.
I guess I'd shoot up Pop Short jest as
soon as look at him.”

" Honds up!” .

It was o sudden voico from the dark-
ness, outside the space of '“;Eght in
which the thres rough-necks stood.

The rufians stal oconvulsively.

Not for & momant had they doubted
that tho tranger in Plug Hat loy dead
at their feet, riddled with bullets from
Red Horria’ six-gun.  Buk it was the

Tre Porvan.—No. 6QL

Kid.
the :1;':"11

voice of the puncher that came from

the gloom. .

“Hay—" stultered Rod Harrin
“ Sny, who—-what——"

*humdor 1 ,

“Don’t touch a gun!" camo the quick
voice. "I've got two Colts locking at
you, and if you touch a gun fetlors, it
will be the lust thing you'll do this
side of Jordan.” )

“The puncher 1 roarcd Red Harris,

“You've said it!* drawled the Kid.
“And I gucss 1 ahall want you to pay
for that blanket you've drilled boles in,
Red. The straw inside it belongs to
Mr. 8Skort, but I reckon t ain't
damaged & whole lot. But [ surcly do
dislike & guy wing my blanket for
pistal-practice.”

The Eid stepped out of the darkncss.
His guns wero st & lavel pow, hia fﬁ“
looking over them mackingly. The
three rough-necks faced him, panting
with rage. Thers was & revolver in
Rad Harris® band; but he did not von-
tare to raise it.

"IEuu T ssid bands np!* drawled
the EKid. “I ain’t waiting gyou'
want to reach for the roof, snd reac
pronto,. Or—* &

Red Harriv' gun dropped in L]
siraw, and his bands went up over his
hoad. More pmmptli' atill tho hands of
Sandy Tutt aud Yellow Dick were
elevated. They stared ai the Xid. in
deep rage, but atill in more astonish-
mont than rage. The ghost of the Rio
Kid eould bardly bave stariled them

more.
The Kid holstered hia loft-band gun,
:faeping the other looking at the bunch

eyed him
waolBahly s ho step) s them.
But they did not to lower their
hands. ~ Only too well they knew that
the puncher could have riddled them
with lead, before they had time to pull
trigger if they re-cfzcd for a weapon.
They were thres to one, and thres of
the toughest rough-necks in Plug Hut;
but they stood beforo the Kid's gue
like lam

With his left band, the Kid drow away
their weapons, tossing guna and bowie-
knivos_jnlo & distant corner, ome by
ope.  With their hands up, sod sava
scowls on their fa the trio of rough-
nocks submitied to ingvitable. In a
fow _moments, tho.y were disarmed.

*“That's better for you I” drawled the

“If-you way to try to give ms
trouble, fellers, I should have to
your juico; and I sure don't want
te muss up Pop Bhort's bain.”

“Whet's your gams, durn youl!”
hissed Red Harris. “You us dead
to rights, you gol-darm puncher |
What you figure you're going to dot”

“You want to get Igmt trail-rope,”
mid tho Kid, with & nod lowards his
trail-ropo that bung on the wall.

“y ‘ue’.___u

“And vou want to do it pronto”
said the Kid. “I nin't honing to wpill

our vinegar, though {on'u ot three
oles through my blanket. Dut if you
don't jump to orders, follars, you're

ne coonw, and I'm telling you so. Get
that trail-rope, durn your hide!”

Ho rapped out the order sharply, and
the gleam in his eyos over the rovolver
was onough for Hed Harris. With a
curse, the rufian pujled down the coiled

the paws of

rope.
E‘:\’ow J:u want to tie

your pardners,” said the Kid, “and you
want to tie thom safe, or you won's
koow what hit yon, Mr, Harnis. Jump
to it—I ain't waiting. T guem I'm
tome bonehend for not plugging you
anyhow; and I'll sure plug you if you
keop me waiting."

This New Series of Texas Yarns Will Break All Records

Broathing fury, tha rullimn ocbeyed.
‘The rope was knotted round tho wrisly
of Snnd'z"l'utt and Yellow Dick; snd
under Kid's close inspection, the
knots were safely tied. The Kid
nodded approval.

“0.EK.” he said. “Now mako a loop
round your own pam.l Mr. Harris
Pll oblige you by pullin’ it tight.
Rod Havris, gritting his tecth,
oboyed, ‘The Kid Eulled tho slip-nocso
tight round the ruffian's wriste. Then,
with a grin, the punchor bolstered his
gun. Ho took the rope, and knotted it
afresh on _the arma of the three ruffians,
winding it round them, and securing
them together in. a row, Then the
rope wos wound round their lege, with
an ample sllownuce of ; and
finally the Kid tied tho end of It to &
boo;hlgh up in tho wall of the barn.

“Now 1 you'uns are mafs for
the night1* E remarked. *I'm azking
r-ou to koeg quiet, whilo s guy gets o
ittle aleep.

. Red Harris gritted his tepth and was
silent.

Thoe Kid i’nm:d awiy t{mmm the :}mﬂ.
prisoacrs. Ho dragred the bench alon
to tho door, took his blanket and rolloﬁ
himsell -in it, and laid down on the
bench to sleep—sure to bo awakened
 any sttempt was made to push open
tho door from outsida.

Heedless of the threo ruffisns bound
in tho long trail-rope, the Kid closed
his eycs, and was immeadiately azleep.

But thero was no slocp that night
for Ked Harris, Bandy Tutt, and Ygl-
low Dick, ‘I'hey stood in s bunch
against the wall of the barn, under the
book to which the end of the rope way
tied. long snd savagoely they wrestled
with their bonds; but the Kid, whe
knew how to tio up a dangorovs ateer,
had tied them scourely emough., They
had no chance of wriggling loose. And
after o timo they gave up tho sitempt,
and stood in a disconsolate bunch,
breaihlese from their efforts, and mut-
tering lurid curses in low tones--~care-
l'xu_ll low lest they should awaken the

1CHar.

‘The Rio Kid slapt soundly.

. His eyes did not open till the sun was
in the aky, and the new day was shin-
ing down on the town of Plug Hat,
Then it was a push on the outside of
the door that awnkened him,

“*Mornin’ I said Pop Bhort

" *Mornin', sir!” said thueu !]ilid. "

" your cayuso is still here,” sai
Mr. 8hort, with » ulance st Side-
kicker,

“Sure I™ said the Kid.

“Carry mo howe 'to dio!” yelled Pop
Short, suddenly catching sight of the
throe rough-necks tied to the hook in
the wall. * What's that?”

“Thot1” said tha Kid, with a mmile.
“1 gucas that's a that called in

dark, acd dida’t ﬂmll

to see me in the
mo loI fast pet'l“la:z: as lheI
guess 1 ro t up to
of mischief.”

Pop $hort burst into a roar of
faughter.

“Say, this beats the whale deckl®
he yollod. “Say, this aurely docs beat
e B g st g

“Bay, ¥ -gomn uncher, jou
lotting us ?gmgg r’md Eed Huri

And tho question was scoompanied
by a atring of osths from Yellow Dick
and Sandy Tutt,

Tho Kid nodded.

Ha roleased the rope from the book,
and from tho loge of the three ruffians.
A jork on the trail rope pulled them

{Coatinued on page 10.)

figu
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came careering Irom the opposite direo-

tion. The driver touched his brakey to
steady his machine round the bend; but
be forgot that the surfece of the road
was slippery from the rain that mill
showered down.

They saw him get into & skid. The
tail of his car ywung Yound, loaving two
groat swathes on the road hebind as it
slashed dead in their path.

Juck pulled over fo cut insido the
ather car, and in that instant the driver
tried to get ont pf his okid, wrenching
his machine in the same Jlrectmn. 0
that it teemed that the two must crash.

8id heard the tearing ecream of the
brakes on the chassis. Jack bauled the
steeriog-wheel orer, an though to dive
wt tho side of tha road, Instead, the
rear of the machine slithered round
spinning them to the middle of the road
and sliding almost backwerds.  Agein
Jack twisted on the wheel, pulling the
esr broadside then he let the tail
fling roupd, mining the other machioe

& yard,

Ho pulled atraight. They rolled on
and owmo to A MOP, just 80 & crash
sounded behind them. .

Sid, both hands elutching the rim of
:Tbekmttle. turned & scarcd face to

ack,

*“Thonght we was goin’ to smash ™ he
gasped, and added: **Might's well go
back and be sacked.™

Jack turned tho chamis, and they
rolled slowly around the turmn sgein.
The onr they had met was off the roud.
It looked an thought it had been tryin
to wrap itself around tho telegm,
pont that stood these. The redistor
was all battered, and & gentleman was
climbing sow)
tho opposite side of the road the car
bearing Ben Moran and Mr. Lucas wos
Just stopping.

“That's ope of our pew sports
naloons, That's why I nover recognised
it from behind!. They must ha' beon
tryin' it out,” Bid ex:ﬁimed. ay ho saw
the car, and & moment later they pulied
up besido the wreek,

The old gentleman came across to

from the mathine. On of

them &1 Jack ¢limbed down fram the
buek L,

el aca

“1 thought we were going to hit ohe
another,”" the geotloman said, “Did
you akid Hke that intentionally—so that
yoi'd miss mo?'’

“ Yes, sir,” said Jack, and behing him
Sid's c]gea almost popped out of his
hcad. But he beHeved Jack, beeauss he
ll'new that Jack wasn't the sort to tell
ien,

“It was the smartest piece of driving
that I've soen in my Iill:: apd J—-"

A roar broke in on his words as
Moran and Lucas came charging from
their car.

“What the perishin® heck d'you think

DOWN BY THE
SEA'!

Lovk out for our repressriative at ihe
toasldé resort you ars visiting; he e
piving sway splendid prlzes and thou-
sands oY dandy ires gifte, Alsg, numar-
ous compeiitions will be held Yor which
nttractive prizes will ha gliven. Very
largs quantities of amall gitte will be
distributed (o readsrs who ara essn
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sou're doin' whoopin' about the yoad
on thst chamis?” Moran marled as he
waggod & bugor unhder ”Ju:k'a nose.
“You're sacked for that!

“Control yousvell, Mosan. Lot me
doal with this,” came tbe chill voics
the general managor.
account of younsell, King." .

Jack fsocd him;_ the ruin driuns
againat his cheeke' But before ha coul
get out & word, the man from the
wreoked car said: .

“1I'm Baddcloy Bargn—8ir Baddelcy
Baron, an this boy hay just shown a
mutcﬂ“y pirco of driving. Look ai the
markel” EHo pointed to the broad
swoeps loft by the tyres on tho wet yoad.

“Cive an

Tell your pals about The POPULAR'S Grand New Programme of Stories!

bl | inlo a nasty akid, snd he cer-
taily saved my lile. 1f wo'd hit, [
should have besn killed, without =
doubt, and the whole thing ia entirely
the fault of that wretched car ronnd the
telegraph-pole.”

Ho glarod at the smoking, steaming
front of his machine as he spoke.

“ Nolbinﬁ but trouble since I've had
it, sed——* He broke off, then nodded
to ihe chasais bebind Jack and Sid, “Is
that for male? Could you put me n body
on it! It Jon oam, ‘Il buy it, on cna
condition 1"

“The machine iz certainly for sale,
Sir Baddeley,” said Mr, Lucas, and his
nmg_lue melted into wmet]ung e
m\;mg a :;Imlle.n o

“Very woll, 1" ve you a cheque
on deposit pow; but these two boys
must not suflor Jor their—er—their
impotucsity.” .

Mz, Lucas was too much of s business
mav to mis tho of = thousend
guinea machine, just for the sake of
m:ml & couplé of works boys, and he
i i R

“Thay oun consider themsalves ad-
monished, 8ir Baddeley, that is all.”

The baronot amiled, then bo shook
bands wermly with Jack, If he would
have said anythiog elso, he didn't get
the o booauss Jack and Bid
climbed to the chessis in sileoce st
a jerk from the general manager's head.

he chassis rolled slowly and quistly
away at a sedato twenty miles an bour,
oran glaring after them,
travelled & mile or more before Bid si
apything. Then ho hesved w whistling

sigh of reliefl.
“Ben Morsn is o driver,” he
maid, “DBut I s e oouldn't La*
led a machine like ﬂcn did, Jack,
:hr::lhw" geot kl:bl-t‘.kl 3 T'll make you &
[ rkin’ !
the ' Skid Eadp | E A Srown you
: - TER EXD.
tre's motor-racing th
“THE HILL-OLIH';‘ ’H'L'Eigé ! '?r:ci':
week's stirring siory of 1hs “Skid Kid"
Order your FOMILAR well in adreance.}
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to the door of the barn, where Pop
Short stood yelling with laughter,

“Dewt it!"” said tho Kid tersely,

“Let gur arms you gol-darned
geck ! hissed Sandy fute,

The Kid shock his head.

“1 guen it will make Plug Hat smile
some to see you fixed vp like that,” be
answered. “Jest beat i1 il wure

be'lx% you with my S

@ three rough-necks, still tied to-
frlher in o bunch, only able to use thair
R RS oot v igorosdy” spbbivd,

o '8 vigo y plied,
started them, and they It!gtem? awny
as fost pa they could.

Loud yella of laughter groeted them
an they appeared in the street of Plg
Hot and zigzagged their way along

ru etreet towards the piazae,
to reach the Red Flare, where the
had fricnds to_let them loose. Wit
faces black with fury, gritting their
teeth with rage, the buuch of rough-
necks lueched and staggered along,
amid roars of laughter that woke every
acho of Plug Hat.
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It was an hour later that tle Rio
Kid, bhaving finished lis breakfas,
camo out on the piazms of tba Jumber
hotal, and looked into the strect.  Pop
Bhort was on the wooden piazza, and
with him noarly s dozen citisens
of Plug Hat. Tho wholo party made
a movement towarda the Kid, and the
punchor, for s -second, eyed them
warily, and his handa elid towards hia
guns,  But it was not a hostila move-
ment. Every face was friondly, snd
cvery member of the numorous pul;?
raised his Stetson in salute to the Kid.
And the Kid, who way politcness jtself,
raisad hia Stetson in acknowledgmes
of tho greoting, wondering tho while
what this demonstration might portond.

“Mister Toxas Brown!” said Pop
8hort, who had ovidently boen solected
as sn. “This hero is & delege-
tion of the most substaptial citizeps of
Plug Hat, and they'ro surs proud to
mako your acquaintance”

*You do me proud, Mr. Short, sir,”
answered the Kid politely.

* And this hore delogation,” contipued
Pop Short, “is bere to put = request
up to you, Mister Texas Brown.”

¥ Hear, hoorl” suid tha delegation,
with obo voice.

“Shoot 1 said the Kid,

*This hero delegation,” went on Pop
8hort, “requests yYou to stand for alec-
tion for sheriff of Bassafras county.”

"Heay, hear!” tod
stantia) citizens of Plug Hat.

oo, |

“* Mo for shenf I he gasped,

“Jest you !” said Pop Short. *The
last shonfl was shot u;i by Cuaotus
Carter’s buach, snd like I've told you,
no galoot in section is honing for
the job since. Mister Texas Brown,
thiy delegation of ojtizens rockons that
yoo ara the man for the job. ‘This
delegation asks you to stand, and will
use their influence to yot you in.”

The Kid .

'The boy outlsw of the Rio Grands
hed comas to Plug Hut to kesp out of
the way of shorifls. Ha stared blankly
:; g;o d]e:;opnm of substantinl citizens

ug Hat,

*Carry me bome to dio!” he ejacu-
lated.

Tho Kid's oyes danced.

“Genta,” ho srid, " you do me proug.
I gues if you want tme I'm your mut-
ton, with thoe wool on. Gents, it's a

And & cinch it was. The Rie Kid,
once . un_outlaw, hunted by half the
sherifls in Texas, was the new sheriff
of Plug Heb

the sub-

THR EAD.

{Don’t miss reading “ BY ORDER OF
THE SHERIFPI® wext Puesday's
gripping tale of the Rio Kid—il's preat,
r:kliﬂl!f
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The New Sheriff!

o

0
“ HERIFF |”
S The Rio Kid grinned. .
Strange enough was that title
to the ears of the boy outlaw
of the Rio Grande.

He was not used to it yet. Every
time a man in Plug Hat addressed him
as sheriff, it tickled the Kid’s sense of
humour.

For the Xid had ridden into Plug
Hat to get away from sheriffs and all
their works, and to ride clear of Jim
Hall and the Texas Rangers. There
was a reward of a thousand
dollars on the head of the Rio

eyes the Kid was “ Texas Brown,” the

boy cowpuncher. And undoubtedly
Texas Brown was very boyish-looking
for a sheriff, especially the sheriff of
so wild and lawless a cow-town as Plug
Hat.

“Say, you ain’t used to it yetl”?
grinned Colorado.

‘T sure ain’t }” assented the Kid.

“It's a cinch all the same,” said the
big cowman. “You been elected
sheriff, Mister Brown, and you was
backed up by all the guys in this sec-
tion who stand for law and order.”

“You’ve said it!"” assented the Kid.

“And I'll say you're the man for the
job,” said Celorado. “There wasn't

& P D> <S>

BY ORDER

OF THE

SHERIFF!

establish the reign of order in Plug
Hat. But the Kid knew that their
hope was a doubtful one, and that
most of his backers fully expected him
fo be shot up before he had been sheriff
ong.

The Kid was standing in the door-
way of the lumber shaek that was the
sheriff's office at Plug Hat. The Kid
had found the shack untenanted and
ready for him. His predecessors in
officc were in tho camp cemetery.

From the doorway of his office the
new sheriff looked out over the sunny,
dusty plaza. Outside the many saloons
of Plug Hat horses were hitched to the
rails and posts.

o That was a common enough

<>

Kid, and plenty of galoots in
Texas who were keen and
cager to rake it in.

The Kid wondered, at
titnes, what Sheriff Lick, of
San Juan, or Jim Hall, of the
Rangers, would have thought
had they heard of the new

Ooo-ooeesen

The Rio Kid,

< <>

Sheriff,
Tackles his Job with Great Vim!

Outlaw and

sight in any cow-town 1n
Texas; but it was new in Plug
Hat. For only a few days
ago no man outside Cactus
Carter’s bunch could have left
his cayuse unguarded without
having the animal lifted,
Horses” werp stolen in broad

sheriff of Sassafras County,
and known his real name.

The Kid guessed that they would
have sat up and taken notice, could they
have known that Sheriff Brown of Plug
Hat was that cclebrated outlaw and
fire-bug, the Rio Kid.

But that was the Kid's own secret.

No man in Plug Hat knew or sus-
pected, and Cactus Carter and his
bunch, who were against the new
sheriff, tooth and nail, never dreamed
of that chink in his armour,

“Sheriff 1” repeated Colorado Bill,

The Kid could not help grinning,
and Colorado_ grinned, too. To his

THe PoruLar.—No. 602.

another guy in Sassafras County wanted
it.  Sheriffs die too quick in this
locality. I sure figured that you would
be shot up before the election was over;
but you ain’t shot up yit.”

The Kid chuckled.

The Kid was quite aware why all the
substantial citizens of Plug Hat had
stood for him as sherif. He was
quicker on the draw than any other
guy in the section. He was the only
man who cared, or dared, to make a
stand against Cactus Carter, and the
rest of the lawless element. They
hoped that he would pull through the
hectic time that lay before him, and

< [0 daylight in the street of Plug

Hat. And for any guy who
raised forcible objections, there was ac-
commodation in the cemetery. But the
Kid had changed all that already.
For the first time since Plug Hat had
had a local habitation and a name, a
galoot could call his horseflesh his own.
The new sheriff had announced that
any guy caught horse-stealing would be
strung up on the necarest cottonwood.
And as he was ready to back up the
new regime with his gun, horse-stealing
had died a sudden death in the town.
And that alone had made the new
sherif widely popular, except among
the horse-stealing fraternity.

There were plenty of rough-necks in
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Plug Hat who had sworh deep ven.
geance against the new sheriff over
their bootleg whisky in the Red Flare
saloon. But the threats had not been
carried out, so far.

~ “You reckon you’re going to make
gl'?l grade, sheriff1” asked Colorado

ill,

“I'm sure going all out to do that
very thing,” answered the Kid. “This
hyer is a new job to me, but I guess
I can make good.” )

“They’'ve sent for Two-gun Stone,”
said Colorado abruptly.

He watched the Kid’s face curiously
as he spoke.

Two-gun Stone was a name well
known on the border. The Kid had
heard of Two-gun Stone the gunman.

“Sho 1” said the Kid.

“They were talking about it in the
Red Flare last night,” said Colorado.
“Cactus Carter is laid up with his arm
in a sling. And his bunch don’t
seem to be honing for trouble with our
new sheriff. But Stone will be in town
this evening.”

The Kid smiled.

“I guess I've heard a whole lot about
that guy,” he said. “He's shot up
more men than he's got fingers and

toes, and he’s greased lightning on the g

draw, And Cactus has sent for him?”
The Kid shook his head.

“1 guess a galoot of that heft ain’t
wanted in Plug Hat,” he said. “ This
hyer burg is going to be kept in order
now I'm sheriff, feller. Wo don’t want
rough-necks from all parts  of Texas
locating here, Two-gunr Stone won’t
" be allowed to locate in Plug Hat.”

Colorado grinned.

“He’s coming, shoriff, and he’s com-
ing a-shooting,” he said. “It will be
up to you.”

The Kid nodded.

“I guess I got a word to say about
that,” he remarked.

And with a nod to Colorado the Kid
walked across the plaza to the Red
Flare saloon, the headquarters of
Cactus Carter and his bunch.

Vor—
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The Sheriff Gives Order !
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73 HE sheriff {”
It was a murmur from the

crowd in the Red Flare, as
the Rio Kid walked coolly in
at the door.

The Red Flare was the roughest dive
in. Plug Hat, and the crowd that
haunted it, the roughest and toughest
crowd in any part of Texas. FEarly
as the hour was there was already a
large crowd in the saloon, gathered
about the bar where Mexican Dave,
the greasy proprietor, dispensed boot-
teg liquor. Poker.players sat at little
tables, and at the upper end of the long
room was a faro layout, surrounded by
gamblers, Cactus Carter presided over
the faro table; but another man was
dealing the cards, one of Cactus’ arms
being 1n a sling. The gunman had not
yet recovered from his shooting match
with the Kid.

Near the gunman stood his insepar.
able associates, Red Harris, Yellow
Dick, and Sandy Tutt. All of them
looked round as the murmur announced
that the new sheriff had entered.

Dark looks were cast at the Kid from
all sides.

[There were a score of men, at least,

in the saloon, who longed to draw a
gun on the sheriff; the Kid had entered
a hornet’s nest, in walking into the
Red Flare.

The Kid glanced over the crowd, .and
walked up to the bar. Mexican Dave
eyed him evilly and uneasily.

The Kid's manner was cool and un-
concerned. From his cheery smile, no
one: would have guessed that he was
the best-hated man there, and that he
was in the midst of deadly foes.

He gave the saloon-keeper a nod.

“1 guess I've dropped 1n to chew the
rag with you a piece, Dave!l” he re-
marked casually.

“You are welcome, senor!” said the
Mexican. “What will you take?”

“1 guess I ain’t troubling the fire-
water, feller,” said the Kid. “You’ve
heard that*I’m sheriff now, I reckon?”

“8i senor.”

“And I guess you know that a faro
lay-out_is agin the law of this hyer
State of Téxas?” went on the Kid.

The saloon-keeper stared at
blankly. .

“You're wise to that!” said the Kid
amiably. “Now, feller, I want you to
know that this hyer town of Plug Hat
is going to stand for the law, now that
I’m”sheriﬁ'. That game stops from now
“The faro—stopsl” ejaculated the
saloon-keeper.

“Jest that!” said the Kid. “I guess
this is the only town in Texas where it’s
still going on; and it’s stopping right
now. You get me?”

Mexican Dave was silent.

His black eyes glinted at the sheriff
of Plug Hat. His dusky hand made’a
convulsive movement towards the gun
that was hidden, ready to his grasp,
under the bar.

But he did not touch the gun.

“You don’t seem to have a lot to
say,” remarked the Kid cheerfully.
“But you get my meanin’?”

“8i, senor!” gasped the Mexican.

“Chew on it,” said the Kid. “I shall
drop into the shebang later in the even-
ing; and if the faro game is still going
on, this saloon will be closed, by order,
and you will be booted out of town.
That’s the lot, for you.”

The Kid turned from the bar, and
walked towards the faro table. He left
a murmuring crowd behind him.

He stopped at the faro table, and met
the glittering eyes of Cactus Carter.
He gave the gambler a cheery nod.

“Evenin’, Carter!” he said amiably.
“I guess you heard what I said to the
greaser yonder. This game stops from
now on. I'm sure going to make Plug
Hat the cleanest town in Texas.” He
glanced up at the clock that was dimly
visible over the bar through the fumes
of smoke. “I'm droppin’ in here again
at nine o’clock. If this gambling game
is going on then, this shebang closes for
keeps.”

“Mebbe youw’ll find somebody here to
talk to ‘you about that!” gaid Cactus
Carter.

“1 get youl” assented the Kid.
“There’s talk that you’ve sent for Two-
gun Stone, the gunman. You better tell
that guy that he won’t be allowed to
locate in this town.”

“Who's going to stop him?” asked
Cactus.

“The sheriff—that’s me,” said the
Kid. “We got plenty of rough-necks in
Plug Hat, and we sure don’t want any
more. You put Mister Stone wise that
if he shows up in Plug Hat, he will be
ridden out of town on a rail. Put him
wise in time, and it may save him from
getting hurt.®

him

13

“Search me!” said Cactus Carter.

“I mean business,” said the Kid.
“I'll say this town of Plug Hat is going
to be an cxample to all Texas afore I'm
through with 1t.”

And the Kid strolled away to the
door.

Careless as his look was, the Kid was
warily o his guard; but no gun was
drawn as he strolled slowly through the
crowded saloon. He walked out of the
doorway into the sunlit street.

“By_the great horned toad!” said
Red Harris, when he was gone. “I
guess th1§ hyer is the.limit, Cactus! I
guess—-"

“The durned, dog-goned jay!” mut-
tered Sandy Tutt. “I guess I came
mighty near pulling a gun on him.”

Cactus’ lp curled in a sneor. -

“There ain’t a guy here durst draw a
gun on that galoot,” he answered,
“But I guess Two-gun will fix him,”

‘He turned to the gaming-table again.

“Make your game, gents.”

The faro game was resumed. As the
evening advanced, the crowd in the Red
Flare saloon thickened. There was an
incessant clinking of glasses, and
buzzing of voices. The crowd was thick
round the faro lay-out; and Cactus
Carter, with a cold, expressionless face,
superintended the dealing of the cards,
and the raking-in of the stakes. But
Cactus was thinking little of the game—
which, if the new sheriff kept his word,
was to be the last game of faro played
in the cow-town. He was thinking of
the gun-play that was scheduled for that
evening, and of “Texas Brown ” rolling
on the floor of the Red Flare, riddled
with bullets.

<t ]

The Two-Gun Man!
[ < [w]

OP SHORT, landlord of the Plug
Hat Hotel, eyed the Rio Kid
curiously, as he sat at the trestle
table eating his supper. The

Kid was the only guest, at present, in
the lumber hotel; but that was not the
reason why Mr. Short favoured him
with such particular attention. Pop,
like all the rest of the cow-town, had
heard that the “bunch* had sent for
Two-gun Stone, the famous “killer,”
and he wanted to know how the new
sheriff was taking it.

Since the news had leaked out that
Stone was coming, almost every eye in
Plug Hat had watched the Kid keenly,
watching for a sign of doubt or hesita-
tion, anxious to see whother there was a
streak of “yellow ” in the new sheriff.

For Two-gun Stone was famed far
and wide; his accuracy with his fire-
arms, his swiftness in the use of them,
his cold-hearted ruthlessness, were
talked of in hushed tones in every cow-
town from the Rio Grande and the
Pecos to the border of Kansas. Stone
was a desperado of the first water, who
notched his guns for every man he
killed; and he was known to have
sixtecn notches on the butts of his six-
guns. There were few parts of Texas
where Two-gun Stone could have walked
a free man; but in wild cow camps like
Plug Hat, he-walked like a master; and
even desperato gunmen ‘like Cactus
Carter regarded him with awed respect.

And that this handsome boy puncher,
deft as he was with his guns, could
stand ~against the terror of the cow
country, nobody believed; and few ven-
tured even to hope. And Pop Short’s
fat heart smote him a little, for it had

(Continued on nace 16.)
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been his stunt to get the Kid elected
sheriff, and he had not foreseen this
move on the part of the defeated rough-
necks.

There were plenty of other men in
the room, all keenly interested in the
boy sheriff. They wondered to see him
eating his supper with cool urconcern,
apparently interested only in the supper.
Pop Short broke the silence at last.

“Say, Texas,” he remarked, “what
you thinking #*

He had no doubt that the Kid's
thoughts were running on Two-gun
Stone.

The Kid looked up,

“Me?” he said. “I was jest thinking
that these flapjacks are the best I've
tasted for some time, Mr. Short.
Better'n a guy_can cook for himself
over a fire In the chaparral. I guess
that Chinese cook of yourn is some cook.
T’ll say he earns his keep.”

.“’Look here, you durned bonehead,
ain’t you thinking about Two-gun
St?‘ne?” demanded Mr. Short.

. Jest at present, nope,” said the Kid.

Naturallﬁ, feller, I'm thinking of my
supper, when I'm eating my supper—
specially as it’s good.” )

“Two-gun Stone will be in the Red
Tlare this evening.”

.“Well, I ain’t going to the Red Flarq
till nine o'clock,” said the Kid. “1 got
to drop in then to see that they’ve closed
down the faro, like I said I would.”

“You'll go all the same, if Stone's
there?” persisted Mr. Short.

The Xid raised his eyebrows.

“Boy,” said Mr. Short, after a long
pause, during which the new sheriff ate
frijoles with a good appetite, “I giess
there’s nothing to it. If it was only
Carter and his bunch, Tll say yowd
pull through, But—I guess I got to put
you wise. Your best guess is to get on
that mustang of yourn and ride out of
Plug Hat afore Stone, hits the town.”

“You reckon?” grinned ‘the Kid.
“Say, feller, are you fed up with your
new sheriff already?”

Short. “Why, ain’t the town a new
place since you been sherif? There
ain’t been a hoss stole in the place; and
Cactus’ bunch ain't shot up a single guy.
Plug Hat men don’t hardly know the
town; and a guy can hitch his hoss any-
where he likes, and find him there agin
when he wants him. But I guessed that
Cactus never would take it lying down
—and now he's got Two-gun Stone to
come here and handle you—and I guess
the old times is eoming back agin !”
é&lnd Pop Short shook his bald head

adly.

“That guy Stone surely does seem to
have got a whole lot of guys scared
stiff I” remarked the Kid. “But don’t
you worry, Mr. Short—that guy ain't
}:c'gtmg in this town. I ain’t allowing
1

“Then you ain’t hitting the trail?”
asked Pop Short.

The Kid laughed.

“Jevver hear of a sheriff hitting the
trail because a gunman was coming to
town?” he asked. “That ain’t in the
picture at all, feller.”

The Xid glanced round at Colorado
Bill, who was smoking a Mexican cigar,
sitting on the end 0? the trestle table.
Colorado’s rugged, bearded face was
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Not in your lifetime,” said Mr.
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thoughtful and gloomy. Since the Kid
had been sheriff, he had picked out a
dozen likely men as deputies and sworn
them in; and Colorado was the chief of
the “posse.”

“Say, Colorado,” drawled the Kid,
“you want to call the posse together and
be on hand at the Red Flare at nine
sharp. That dive is closing down if
the faro lay-out ain’t stopped like I
told Mexican Dave.”

“The game ain’t stopped,” said
Colorado. “It’s sure going on jest the
same as usual this minute.”

“That does it 1” said the Kid. “ We're
going to close down the Red Flare and
boot Mexican Dave out of town.”

“I guess Two-gun wil] be there,” said
Colorado, “and there ain’t no two ways
about it, sheriff, The Red Flare won’t
close down while Stone is around.”

“You'll leave Stone to me,” said the
Kid. “You and the other guys will bo
on hand to see fair play. You'll keep
vour guns handy to see that Cactus’
bunch don’t horn in while I'm talking
to Stone. You get me?”

“I get you,” assented Colorado.
“We're backing you up, sheriff, right
till the cows come home; but it ain’t no
secret that there ain’t nary a guy in
Plug Hat will stand up to Two-gun.
But if you're going to tackle that pizen
polecat, I reckon all Plug Hat will be
on hand to see fair play. We’ll sure
see that you get an even break, sheriff.”

“What more would any galoot
want ?” said the Kid. “Say, here comes
Mesquite, looking as if he’d lost a Texas
dollar and found a Mexican cent.
What’s the rookus, Mesquite?”

“Two-gun’s come ! gasped Mesquite.

There was a buzz in the room, and
a rush to the door. Only the Rio Kid
remained seated at the table, plying his
fork on tho frijoles. The Kid did not
see why the arrival of the gunman
should interrupt his supper.

There was a clatter of hoofs in the
rugged street. .

The trampling |
in front of the lumber hotel. A couple
of minutes later a man strode into the
room where the Kid sat. ..

A crowd followed him in.

The XKid had never seen Two-gun
Stone before; but he knew at once that
this was the man. He was a slim man,
with a face as hard as if carved in
grenite, and eyes like flint. One cheek
was deeply marked where a bullet had
scored in one of the gunman’s innumer-
able affrays. The scar extended from
the corner of the mouth nearly to the
ear on the gunman’s right cheek, and
added to the savage grimness of his
look. The two guns, from which Stone
took his name, were slung in low
holsters, revealing the butts, where were
the notches that numbered the killer’s
victims. Save for the grim, overbear-
ing stare of the hard eyes, there was
nothing truculent in the killer’'s looks.
Ho walked softly, with a suggestion of
the crouching of a panther in his man-
ner. He gave the Kid a careless glance,
and sat down at the trestle table a short
distance from him. Pop Short hurried
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horse came to a halt

to place before the newcomer the best
supper that the Plug Hat Hotel
afforded. .

There was deep silence in the room,
The new sherifi of Plug Hat and the
killer who had been brought in to-deal
thl'l;h him sat within six feet of each
other.

The Kid, to the wonder of the on-
lookers, went on with his supper as
calmly as before, his appetite evidently
undiminished by the proximity of the
iron-faced desperado. A few minutes
later Red Harris came in and ex-
changed a nod and a greeting with the
newcomer. Then the flinty eyes of the
gunman roved round and rested on the
Rio Kid with a penetrating look. All
eyes were on his face, and all saw the
contemptuous smile that dawned there.
Stone had learned from Red Harris
who the Kid was, and his look showed
that he did not think a whole lot of the
new sheriff of Sassafras county.

The Kid ate beans calmly; but he was

wary to his finger-tips. If the killer
wanted to hurry matters, the Kid was
ready. But Stone was apparently keen
on his supper after his ride into town,
and after that one penetrating look, ha
gave the new sheriff no further heed.
. He finished his supper at last, wash-
ing it down with something stronger
than the soft drink that the Kid pre-
ferred. When he rose from the table,
he stood looking across at the Kid, and
the hush in the eating-room of the Plug
Hat Hotel was breathless. Only the Kid
seemed unaware of the general palpi-
tating excitement,

“I guess you’re the guy they call
Texas Brown in this burg?” he said.

“You've got it,” assented the Kid.

“You allow you're sheriff of Plug
Hat?"”

“Sure.”

‘““Harris here lets on that you're going
to stop the faro game at the Red
Flare?”

The Kid nodded.

“That’'s what I aim to do,” he
replied.

“You figure that you'll get by with
it7” said the gunman contemptuously.

“Quien sabe, as the Greasers say,”
answered the Kid. “ Who knows, feller?
All I know is that I'm going to do my
little best, like I’'m bound to, bein®
sheriff and standin’ for law and order.”

“1 guess Cactus Carter can see to all
the law and order that’s wanted in this
burg,” said Two-gun Stone. “I reckon
I'm in cahoots with that guy, and I've
come here to see him through.”

“So I hear!” said the Kid amiably.
“But it don’t eut any ice, Mr. Stone.
I'd hate to put you to a lot of trouble,
and I ain’t no objection to you bedding
down in Plug Hat for the night, seeing
vou’ve ridden a long trail to-day. But
I want you to hit the horizon in the
morning.”

“Say!” ejaculated the gunman, star-
ing at the boy puncher as if he could
hardly believe his ears.

“Pon’t I make it plain?” asked the
Kid. “Well. I'll make it plainer. Now
I'm sheriff, I'm cleaning up this camp.
I aim to make it as clean as any cow-
town in Texas. Killers ain’t wanted
here. Promiscuous shooting is a back
number now in Plug Hat. There may
be burgs in Texas where they want you,
Mister Stone; but Plug Hat ain’t one
of them. Don’t let me find you hore
to-morrow morning, or you will hear
something drop.”

“There was & tense pauso.

“Red here tells me that you're horn-
ing into the Red Flare at nine, to close
down the shebang,” said Stone at last.

“Red’s sure well-informed,” said the



Kia, witn a nod.
aim to do!”

Stone laughed.

“I'm moseying along to the Red
Flare now,” he said. “It's half an hour
to nine. That gives you time to saddle
up and git.”

”“;Lots of time, if I wanted,” said the

“That’s jest what 1

id.

“It’s your best guess,” said Stone.
“If you horn into the Red Flare to-
night, Mister Kid Sheriff, I shall reckon
you’ve come a-shootin’, and act accord-
ing. You got that?”

“1 got it!’ assented the Xid.

With another contemptuous look, the
gunman turned and walked out, with
Red Harris grinning at his side. There

Every Tuesday.

And the Kid strolled out on the
wooden piazza, humming the tune of a
Mexican fandango. Pop Short drew a
deep breath.

] S <P B> [

Face to Face!
.5_‘/.\ D

HE Red Flare Saloon was
crowded.
Mexican Dave was accustomed

to secing his “dive’’ pretty full
in the evening; but on this especial

evening the crowd was a record. Al
the other dives on the plaza were
deserted.
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doubted whetber the boy puncher would
arrive. If thc sheriff stepped into the
Red Flare that evening, it was death
either to him or 1o Two-gun Stone.
And the Killer's reputation was deadly.
Even among the new sheriff’s backers
there were doubts whether he would
stand the test; and scarcely a doubt
that, if he stood it, he would fall in
the deadly contest.

The excitement was at fever-heat as
the hand of the clock over the bar in-
dicated nine.

“I guess the sheriff’s taking water!”
murmured Red Harris. “I surely guess
he ain’t coming in, Cactus!”

Cactns Carter’s eves turned
door for the twenticth time,

to the

The gunman, staggering under a rain of lead, was firing, too, but with disordered aim, at the new sheriff,

Cactus Carter sat at the faro table,
superintending the gambling game as

was silence till they were gone; and
then Pop Short spoke.

*Mister Texas Brown, you sure did
talk to that bulldozer like a Dutch
nncle, but I sure want to see you get
on your cayuse and ride. I’ll tell the
world, I'd hate to see you shot all to
picces by that bulldozer !

“Mister Pop Short,” answered the
Kid, “you’re sure talking out of the
back of your head. Ain’t 1 sheriff of
this county? And ain’t it my duty to
stand for law and order? I ain’t a-
looking for trouble with any guy. But
I'm shooting that bulldozer out of
town, and I'm closing down the Red
Ylare. I’ve started cleaning up this
canmip, and I allow I'm going through
with it 1

“Then I guess,” said Mr. Short,
“that you can rely on me, as a friend,
to see you buriced decent, I'll say that.”

“I’m sure powerful obliged 1” said the
Kid, laughing. “But I ain’t jumping
at the offer. Colorado, you geck, get
the boys together, and hump along to
the Red Flare. You'll be wanted for
closing down that dive, after I'm
through with Two-gun Stone!”

usual, The faro lay-out was crowded;
but all the players constantly glanced
at the open doorway. By the table
stood T'wo-gun Stone, his iron-hard face
indifferent in expression, his low-slung
guns well to the fore. The greasy
Mexiean saloon-keeper behind the bar
wes grinning, The election of the new
sheriff promised to be a heavy blow to
Mexican Dave—if he was allowed to
carry on. But Mexican Dave calculated
that the career of the new sheriff would
be even more brief than that of his
predceessor,

Almost all Plug Hat had crowded
into the Red Flare, and, spacious as
the saloon was, the crowd jostled one
another at every turn. Among the
crowd were Colorado Bill and Mesquite,
and the other members of the new
sheriff’s pose.

They were there to see that Texas
Brown had an even break when he
faced the killer. And they were ready
—and more than ready—to deal with
Cactus Carter’s bunch, if the rough-
necks chipped in. But some of them

There was a sudden buzz.

Into the open doorway of the saloon
stepped a handsome figure In goatskin
and Stetson., The Kid was sheriff, but
he still wore his cowpuncher’s garb.

“He’s come!” breathed Colorado.

The Rio Kid stepped into the saloon.

He smiled faintly as he felt himseif

the cynosure of every eye in the
crowded dive.

Two-gun Stone breathed hard.

“I guess he wants it?” he said.

The Kid strolled to the bar, The

crowd made way for him. He gave
Mexican Dave a nod, and gestured with
his hand towards the arowded favg
table.

“That game ain't
feller,” said the ¥id.
“No, senor,” grinned the Mexican.
“You got your orders!” said the
sheriff of Plug Hat. “'This dive closes
down for good to-night, and you quit

town !’
He walked away towards the faro
table, the crowd still clearing for him.
Tne PorurLar.—~No. 602.

closed  down,
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Thick as the crowd was, they contrived
to leave plenty of room round the Kid.
Room would be wanted when the lead
began to fly; and there was no doubt
that it would be flying soon.

The Kid reached the faro table. He
stopped; and though he did not look
directly at Two-gun Stone on the other
side of the table, he was watching him.
Behind Stone, as behind the Kid, the
space was clear,

“Cactus Carter,” said the Kid softly,
“I'm here to tell you that this game
closes down right now.”

“You figure it docs?” grinned the
gambler.

“Surc! By order of the sheriffI"
said the Kid quietly. *Sheriff’s orders
go in this hyer burg. now this infant
is sheriff. Shut this game down!”

“Say ! drawled Two-gun Stone across
the table,

The Kid's eyes fixed on him.

“You got anything to say,
Stone?”’ he asked politely.

“Jest a few,” said the gunman.

“Spill it!” said the Kid.

He stood with the tips of his fingers
barely touching the butts of the guns in
the low-slung holsters.

On the other sido of the faro tahle
Two-gun Stone stood in the same atti-
tude. There was a silence as of death
in the crowded saloon, broken for a
moment or two by the shufling of feet
as tho lane behind the two adversaries
widened.

At any instant now the shooting
might begin; each of the opponents was
waiting and watching for the other
to make a motion to draw. Their eves
met across the faro table that gleamed
with spread cards and piled stakes.

“I got this to say,” drawled the gun-
man. “I gave you a chance to get
on your cayuse and ride for your life.
I reckon it was your best guess to
jump at that chance while you had it,
puncher *

“Feller,” said the Kid, “that ain’t no
way to talk to a sheriff. And you don’t
want to forget that you've got orders
to Yl’).eat 1t out of this cow-town at sun-
up!

The gunman smiled—a wolfish smile.

Mr,
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The Kid was watching his cyes, and
the murderous gleam that intensified in
them was all the warning he needed.

He knew that the gunman was about

to draw, and his’ own hands closed on
the walnut butts of his guns.
Like a flash, Two-gun Stone whipped
the guns from his belt, his movement
so swift that the eye could not have
followed it. He was firing a fraction of
a second later.

But the Kid's guns were out as
swiftly, and they roared together from
his hips.

A bullet struck the killer in the
chest and another in the shoulder even
as he pulled trigger. Fast as he was,
tho Rio Kid had beaten him to the
draw by a split second.

T'wo-gun Stone staggered.

There was a streak of crimson on
the Kid’s cheek. and he felt the blood
running down his arm.

But he was still fring across the faro
table, and the smoke of the guns and
the roar of the reports filled the Red
Flare.

The gunman, staggering under the
rain of lead, was firing; tco, but with
disordered aim, and ‘the lead flew right
and. left of the pancher across the faro-
table and smashed on the walls of the
saloon. o

In a cloud of smoke, his Fface sct
and grim, the Kid was still shooting—
till the gunman  went down with a
heavy crash, and his smoking guns
rolled from his hands.

There was a ycll of almost delirious
excitement from the Plug Hat crowd.

“Two-gun’s got his!”

The Kid ceased to fire. In the space
of scconds he had fired six times, and
every bullet had gone home.

Two-gun Stone lay on the floor,
riddled with lead. As the Kid lowered
his guns, the blood ran down under his
sleeve and dripped on the floor. He
did not heed it.

Two-gun Stone, tiger to the last,
made a fierce effort to rise~—to grasp at
one of the guns that had fallen from
his hands. But he fell back again.
The guns, notched to record the death
of sixteen victims he had shot in his
savage career, lay within his reach, but

his hands could not touch them. He fell
back, and did net stir again.

“By the great horned toad!” roared
Colorado Bill. “The sheriff has got by
with it! Two-gun's got his!”’ .

Cactus Carter leaped to his feet. His |
right arm was in a sling, but with his
left hand he grasped at a gun. The
Kid’s Colt lifted.

“ Forget it, Cactus!” smiled the Kid.

And the gambler hurriedly withdrew
his grasp from the gun. He stopd
trembling with rage.

The Kid glanced round on the buzz-
ing crowd.

“@Gents,” he said, *““this dive is clos-
ing down right now, and it don’t open
agin. I guess you want to beat it quiet
and peaceable. Colorado, you take
that Greaser from behind the bar and
boot him into thé street. And if he
don’t beat it lively, fan him with lead
and start him for Mexico!"”’

“You bet!” grinned Colorado Bill.

“Cactus, old-timer, I'll give you time
to pick up your cards and your chips,”
said the Kid. ‘“But you want to get a
move on; get to it. You don’t want to
waste your sheriff’s time !’

The crowd poured out of the Red
Flare. The most truculent rough-neck”
in Plug Hat did not dream of disput-
ing the orders of the sheriff now! In
ten minutes the place was deserted ; the
naphtha lights were out; the door was
locked, and the key in the possession of
the sheriff, .

The Kid walked away to the Plug
Hat Hotel, where Pop Short bandaged
his arm. Mr. Short made no secret of
his surprise at seeing the Kid still
aliva.

“I guess.” said Mr. Short, “that
you've got me beat to a frazzle. I sure
reckoned I was going to plant you in
the morning. And you've shot up Two-
gun Stone that had sixteen notches on
his guns. And youw’ve closed down the
Red Flare. Search me! I'll say that
after this, sir, you'll have Plug Hat
feeding from your hand.”

“Sure !’ said the Kid cheerily.

THE END.

(Another thrilling story of the Rio
Kid next week, “UNDER THE KID
SHERIFF!” 13 a yarn you'll be certain
to enjoy.)
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BILLY BUNTER'S SECRET !§

(Continued from page 11.)
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Apparently his explanations had had
no effect whatever upon that youth.
Inexplicable as it was to Bunter,
Arthur Augustus could not see that he
was in the right all along the line.

It was clear enough to Bunter. Bun-
ter’s amazing intellect moved in
mysterious ways its wonders to perform.

Buat Arthur Augustus plainly took a
differcnt view. Argument was wasted
on him. Bunter realised that.

A cunning gleam came into his little

round cyes behind his spectacles.
"~ Arthur Augustus was prepared to
handle the Owl of the Remove, to get
possession of the key. ILvidently it
was a case for stratcsv—more of Billy
Bunter’s masterly strategy.

“1 think this is rather unfecling,
D’Arcy,” said Bunter, shaking his
head. “I’ve asked you here, and given
you e good time, and never told you
what I thought of you. After that,
you turn on me like this, I've given
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up expecting gratitude of anybody,
but really, this is rather thick. If you
insist, though——"

“I do insist, Buntah.”

“Here goes, then!”

Bunter turned back to the door of
the wine cellars.

D’Arcy followed him,

The Owl of the Remove laid the
electric torch on the bottom stair. It
glimmered on the oak door as Bunter
put the key into the keyhole.

“Suppose they jump at me? They're
capable of it.”

“Fathead 1”

“Well, you jolly well go in first!”
said Bunter. “You can talk to them,
sce, while I nip off.”

Bunter turned the key softly end
silently. Arthur Augustus stood ready
to step into the celilar.

The door opened.

All was darkness beyond; but a
sound of breathing could be heard
Mr, Pilkins and Walsingham had ap-
parently settled down egain on the rugs
Bunter had kindly furnished them
with, and turned off the electric light
to sleep. But they were not sleeping,
for a sound of stirring was heard as the
door opened.

Bunter breathed hard.

He pushed the door open, leaving the
key in the lock.

The next moment Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy, greatly to his surprise, reccived
a violent shove in the small of the back.

The swell of St. Jim’s, taken quite
by surprise, staggered forward into the
cellar, falling on his hands and knees.

“Bai Jove! What—r"

Click!

Billy Bunter jerked the key out of
the door, grabbed up the electric torch,
and fled up the stairs.

He closed the upper door and locked
it, slipped the key into his pocket, and
crept away up the big staircase.

In the morning one of Bunter’s
guests would be missing. Nobody—at
least, so Bunter hoped—would be likely
to guess what had become of him.

Five minutes later Billy Bunter wag
snoring peacefully, sleeping the sleep
of the just!

THE END,
(Once more DBilly Bunter has sarved

himself by the skin of his teeth. DBut
there'll come a reckoning soon. You
ean only be sure of reading

“BUNTER'S BOLT!™
your POPTLAR now f}

by ordering
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10 CITIZENS OF PLUG HAT FEEL SAFE NOW—

UNDER The KID SHERIFF!

lw; < (m]
Fire!
O ]
(] AKE snakes!” murmured the
Rio Kid.

His eycs opcned.
The Kid had been fast
asleep, and dreaming.

In the mists and shadows of sleep
the boy outlaw of the Rio Grande had
forgotten that he was no longer an out-
law; that ho had been elected sheriff of
Sassafras County; and that he was now
Sheriff Brown, occupying the sherif’s
office in the cow-town of Plug Hat. 7

The sheriff’s job was still new t/the
Kid; and in his sleep ho was dreaming
of other duys—not very far behind him,
when he had ridden the prairie trails
with a sheriff’s posse on his track. - -
“~¥e dreamed ‘of the day when the
sheriff of San Juan had run o

o

a wolf, watchful as a2 lynx. But he was
surprised now, The fire had started
while he was asleep and drcaming, and
he ‘woke in the midst of smoke and
crackle and gleaming flame.

“Wake snakes!” ecjaculated the Kid.

He leaped from the bed.

The sheriff’s ‘offico in Plug Hat con-
sisted of two rooms; the office in front
and the bedroom bechind, with a shed
attached at the rear, in which the Kid’s
mustang was stabled. :

It was a rough building, but strong
and solid; tho walls of thick logs that
would stop bullets at close range, the
roof of stout timber, the windows
thickly shuttered and barred, the doors
barred and locked. -

“ Former sheriffs in Plug Hat  had
made their quarters as secure as they
could; though that security had not
saved them from being shot-up by the

<>

WHAT RALPH REDWAY DOESN'T
KNOW ABOUT TEXAS
ISN'T WORTH KNOWING!

had been king-pin of Plug Hat before
the new sheriff was elected; and this
was his way of getting rid of his rival.

The Kid threw on his clothes in a few
seconds. The room was thick with
smoke, whirling and eddying. The dry
wood of the walls and reof, splashed
with petrol, burned like tinder. But if
the bunch had hoped that he might
suffocate in his sleep, they were dis-
appointed. The Kid was not the guy
to go out 50 easily as that. .

While he dressed with lightning
rapidity, the Kid’s thoughts moved as
rapidly. The bunch would bé én the
spot, with guns ready to riddle him
with lead as he rushed out of the burn-
ing house—if he succeeded in getting
through the smoke and the flame.

He could picture Cactus Carter, and
Red Harris, and Yellow Dick, and
Sandy Tutt, skulking in cover of neigh-

a bouring cabins and shacks,

him down in the Pecos
country, and the Kid had
fired the dry grass to drive
back the posse; and escaped
on the back of Side-Kicker
amid a sca of flame and
smoke. )

The dream was strangely

A C O O Oy

A NEW BROOM SWEEPS CLEAN—
Especially if the Rio Kid Handles It !

.
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with guns in their hands an

murder in their hearts. But
he had to get out of the
burning building and chance
the lead. And the Kid wasa
thinking less of himself than
of his horse. o e
. Side-Kicker was in the shed:
at the back, equally in danger

<>

real. It secmed to the Kid | e
that he heard the crackle of -
tho "flamies; that his nostrils

were
choked by the thick smell of smoke.

He struggled to breathe; and awoke.

And he awoke to find that it was not
all a dream. Thero was smoke in the
.oom where he lay; and through the
darkness of the night came fickering
glimmers of flame.

The Kid started up in his bed.

It was seldom that the Rio Kid was
taken b  surprise, Whether as an out-
law, riding lomecly trails in the chap-
arral, or as the sheriff of Sassafras,
ruling the rough mob of Plug Hat with
.8 gun in his hand, the Kid was wary as

A Ca

rough-necks of the cow-town in the long
run.  “But *“shooting-up * the mnew
sherif was a task fromn which the most
desperate gunman in Plug Hat shrank;
the Kid walked the streets of the cow-
town as securely as he might have
walked in San Antone or Austin.

The foes who dared not faco him in
the open had sought him in his fancied
security, and with a more terrible
weapon than Colt or bowie-knife.

The building was on fire; and the
fierceness with which it burned told
that gasoline had been sprayed over it
before a match was set. Cactus Carter

) = from flames; and to the Kidy
his cayuse’s danger was a more pressing
matter . than his own. Through the
crackle of the fire came to his ears a
shrill squeal from the now alarmed
mustang.

So it was to the back door that the
Kid turned, which led direct from the
slecping-room into the shed. This door
was not fastened; and the Kid had it
open in a twinkling. The shed was
surging with smoke; the wooden walls
were burning and blazing like the rest
of the building. Side-Kicker trampled
and squealed wildly. ’

“Steady, "old hoss!" said the Kid,



And the grey mustang calmed down
at_once at the sound of his master’s
voice, In a moment his soft muzzle was
nuzzling the Kid.

The Kid plunged through the blinding
smoke to the shed door. This door was
locked, bolted, and barred; and the
Kid hurriedly unfastened it.

“Down, old hoss!”

The mustang dropped to the floor,
and the Kid, having hurled the door
wide open, dropped on his face. He
knew what would follow the opening of
the door.

Bang, bang!

Two Colts roared from the darkness
without, and the bullets whizzed in at
the open doorway. Had the Kid been

standing he would have been shot as
he stood.

Bang, bang, bang, bang!

The six-guns roared and roared. Two
men, the Kid reckoned, had been posted
behind the building, the others keeping
watch in front,

Bullets from the rapid six-guns rained
into the open shed, and whizzed over the
Kid and his horse as they lay hugging
the earthen floor.

With the sound of the shooting came
a sound of distant voices—shouting,
calling. It was three in the morning,
and the night was black, save for the
glare of the flames at the sheriff’s
office. But the town was awakening—
doors and windows were opening, and
men calling to one another. Help
would come; but it would not come in
time for the Kid. For the burning roof
was already falling in, with showers of
spavks and a roar of flame, and the Kid
had to hit the open without delay.

Bang, bang, bang! roared the esix-
guns,

- Thick eddying smoke blocked the
doorway; the Kid could see nothing;
néither could his foes see anything but
smoke. But they knew the door was
open, and thoy fired and fired into the
doorway.

“Down, Side-Kicker!” the Kid whis-
pered to his koise, “You want to keep
doggo. old hoss. ‘Down!”

And the well-trained mustang, taking
no heed of roaring flame and showering
sparks, remained motionless. And the
Kid, crawling on his stomach like a
snake, glided out of the open doorway
under cover of the heavy mass of smoke,
v;hiée bullets flew over him into the
shed.

Three yards from the doorway the
smoke was thin, and the Kid’s eye
caught the flash of a six-gun as it fired.
His gun was in his hand, and he fired
at the flash, and there was a yell and
a heavy fall. Another yell, of startled
fear, followed, and the hurried sound ~f
ruining footsteps. One 2nemy had
fallan, the other was running; and the
Kid leaped to his feet and threw lead
after the man who ran.

“rBide:Kicker!” he yelled.

With a trample of hoofs the mustarg
came charging through the smoke aé
the Kid’s call.

In 2 moment he was with the Kid.

“Good old hoss!” gasped the Kid,
and he leaped on the bare back of the
grey mustang.

Saddle and bridle the Kid did not
need, He dashed away from the burn-
ing building, and the clattering hoofs
awoke the echoes of the rugzed street of
Plugz Hat.
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POP SHORT, the landlord of the

Plug Hat Hotel, stood, half-

dressed in his piazza, staring
. towards the leaping flames that
lighted up the plaza in the centre of
the town.

A score of men were already out of
their cabins, all staring in the same
direction. Against the red glare of the
fire the figure of a horseman appeared,
and the Rio Kid dashed up to the
lumber hotel with a clatter of hoofs.
He drew rein and jumped down.

“The sheriff !” gasped Pop Short.

Say, sheriff, I guess they’ve burned
you out!” exclaimed Colorado Bill.

“I guess they have!” said the Kid
coolly.” “But I reckon there’s one of
the bunch that will never burn a guy
out again. Get a move on, you galoots"
You want to get hold of buckets afore
the fire spreads, or I guess Plug Hat
will go up in smoke!”

“I guess it was Cactus Carter,”’ said
Mesquite.

“I guess it was,” said the Kid.
that cuts no ice now.
the fire down.”’

“You bet!”

The whole cow-town was awake by
this time. Every door was throwa
open, and a crowd gathered in the
plaza. There were several other build-
mngs near the sheriff’s office, all of
wood, and there was danger of the fire
spreading, in which case Plug Hat
might have shared the fate of many a
western town, burned out to the last
shack.

“Look after my cayuse, Mr. Short,”
suid" the Kid; *‘and you guys follow
me.

There was no chance of finding the
incendiaries,  The Kid's escape, and
the awakening and turning-out of the
whole town, had scared them to cover.
The Kid did not expect to find any of
them on the spot, except the man he
had shot as he escaped. The wretch
still lay where he had fallen, on his
face; and Colorado Bill found him, and
turned him over to-look at him. The
red-beared face was recognised at once.

“It's Red Harris!” shouted Colorado.

“And he's gone up!” said Mesquite.

“1 reckoned he’d got his, whoever
he was,” said the Kid. “Let him lie,
and get spry with them buckets.”’

“He was one of Cactus’ bunch,” said
Yuma Dan, I guess Cactus wasn't
fur off when this hyer fire started.”

“]1 reckon he’s lying low now,” said
Colorado. .

“Get on with it!” snapped the Kid.

There were fifty or sixty men in the
plaza now, and, under the Kid’s direc-
tion. they formed a line to the creek
and buckets of water were handed
rapidly along and soused on the burn-
ing building. ]

The fire burned obstinately, for petrol
pad been uscd freely on the timber.
Five or six empty cans were lying
about.  But the steady drenching of
water subdued it at last, though not till
the sheriff’s residence was nothing wmore
than a black and smouldering ruin.
Almost every man in the town lent aid
in drowning the fire; but there were
several idlers who lounged outside the
Red Flare saloon opposite and looked
on.: They were Cactus Carter, Yellow
Dick, and Sandy Tutt, and thep were
half-dressed, as if they had come sud-
depiy from bed at the alarm, though
they had, not forgotten to belt op their
guns. The Kid, for the present, toox

“But
We got to get
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no heed of them. Not till the Iast
spark was out, and only an eddying
black smoke rose from “the burned-out
ruin, did the Kid give attention to any-
thing but the fire.

But when it was all over the sheriff
gave his attention to the three loungers
across the plaza. Now that the fire was
out, darkness had fallen again; but a
dozen lanterns were alight, and candles
glimmered in the windows of many
cabins. The Kid, after a last look
at the burned-out building, to make sure
that all was safe, walked across to the
Red Flare saloon, and Colorado and
Mesquite and Yuma Dan, and a crowd
of others followed him.

The Kid was not touching a gun; but
Cactus and his bunch eyed him warily
as he approached.

“Say, you guys wasn't lending a
kand with the buckets,” said the Kid.

“] guess you’re no friend of mine,”’
answered Cactus surlily, “‘and you’d sure
got a-plenty to help.”

“Sure,” assented the Kid. *I reckon
you guys was woke up by the fire and
the shooting, and you hadn’t time to
get your rags on, like the rest of us.”’

“You've said 1t,”’ agreed Cactus.

“You wasn’t on the spot when the fire
started?” asked the Xid pleasantly.
“And you didn’t hoof it back to your
dive, and fix yourselves up like you was
just startled out of bed?”’

*“Nope,” said Cactus, drawing a deep
breath. “What you getting at, Mister
Sheriff Brown? If you reckon I know
anything about the fire—*

“You was durned careless, sheriff, to

et your shack on fire,” said Yellow

1C0K.

“Some guy was pesky carcless,”
assented the Kid, “ He was sure care-
less euough to spill gasoline all over the
outside of my s and set a light to
it. You don’t know who it was?”
D'“IEIOW should I know ?” asked Yellow

10K,

“Why, you dog-goned lobo-wolf,”
burst out Colorado, “you figure that we
don’t know it was your bunch burned
out the sheriff? One of you has gob
shot up, and that one’s Red Harris.”

“And Red wasn’t there without the
rest of the bunch,” said Mesquite.

Cactus set his lips. A

“Jf Red was there, he was on his
own,” he answered. “I guess Red hacé
a grudge agin the sheriff. DBut me, 1
was fast asleep, and I woke up when I
heard the shooting.” .

“ And you don’t know who was vy'th
Red in this hyer game ?” asked the Kid.

“J sure don’t.”

The Kid smiled. . .

“If you've got any proof, sherifi——
said Sandy Tutt. .

%1 ain’t got a whole heap,” said the
Kid, “and I reckon I don’t want very
much, feller.” o,

“Lynch ’em!” shouted Mesqm’t,e. X

“Hold in your hosses, feller!” said

the Kid. “We got law and order in
this town now I'm sheriff. There ain’t
oing to be no lynching. You can't

pg a guy on suspicion, though I guess
the gsuspicion is pretty strong. Cactuf,
your best guess is to get on your cayuse
and ride out of town before morning.

Cactus gritted bis teeth.

<1 ain’t riding "’ he answered. .

«Suit yourself, feller,” said the Kid,
and he turned away. ¢ Gents, I.redkon
vou oan hit your little bunks agin; bu(;
I want all my ’t,ieputxes to be on han
i rning. .
m“tix egﬁﬂegs a %ope and a branch would
fit them guys!” growled Colorado.

“Aw, forget it!"" said the Kid.
“Iynch law is stopped in this burg,

Tre PoroLar.~—No. €03,
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along with promiscuous _shooting and
faro. This hyer town of Plug Hat is
going to be the prize town for law and
order so long’s I’'m sheriff.” .

“Waal, 1t’s your =say-so, sheriff,”
grunted Colorado. *But—""

“ Feller, you talk like a Dutch uncle,”
said the Kid. “But I've lost my
beauty sleeP, and I'm hitting & bunk
at the hotel till morning.”

And the sheriff walked away to the
Plug Hat Hotel, and the crowd broke
up and dxsfersed to their cabins. Dark-
ness’ and slumber descended once more
on the cow-town of Plug Hat.

O eoeoddooooS>tSooS> &< [0
Run Out of Town!

<
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v ¥\ HREE men sat, with grim faces,
in the Red Flare satoon, when
the morning sun shone down on
_Plug Hat.

Outside, 1n the sunny plaza, a crowd
was gathering.

Cactus Carter, Yellow Dick, end
Sandy Tutt watched them through the
open doorway, sullenly and uneasiy.

The trio had the Red Flare to them-
selves. A couple of weeks ago the Red
Flare had been the roughest and most
frequented joint in Plug Hat. Boot-
leg  liquor bad been dispensed freely
over the bar by Mexican Dave, the pro-
prictor, and a faro game had been run
by Cactus Carter, who was a gambler
by profession. The new shernff hkad
closed the saloon down. Mexican Dave
had been run out of town, and the order
had gone forth that no faro game
should be played. ‘That was a reform
that startled a good many of the new
sheriff’s supporters; but the Kid, as he
explained, was not in the sheriff busi-
ness for his health, So long as he was
sheriff he was going to maintain the
law, and he maintained it. Plug Hat
hardly knew itself these days, with the
gaming-tables closed down, promiscuous
shootings sternly forbidden, and horse-
slealing a thing of the past. Among
the rough-necks the discontent was
deep, but not even Cactus and his bunch
had dared to raise opposition. In the
deserted saloon, Cactus and his friends
had_their quarters, while they waited
for better times.

“I guess there’s suthin’ comin’ to us,
Cactus!” muttered Yellow Dick, as he
stared out at the ﬂatherin crowd ‘n
the plaza, “I reckon we'd have becn
better to have hit the trail last night.”

Cactus Carter snapped out an oath,

“1 guess I ain’t hitting the trail,”” he
answered. “What we got to hit the
trail for, you boob? - There ain't a
piece of evidence to frame us up with
that fire last night. Wo was safe in
cover afore a guy got on the spot, and
I guoss the sheriff never saw us.”

“Kvery guy in Plug Hat knows thn+
Red was one of our bunch—*

“That cuts no ice,’’ answered the

ambler, “Red had plenty of other
riends in town; and I’ll tell all Texas
the‘y can’t fix it on us.’”’

“Mcbbe they won't worry about
fixing it on us,” said Sandy Tutt; “but
what’s to stop them lynching us with-
out? I'll say they’d lynch us at jest
one word from that dog-goned sherift "

“He ain’t saying the word!” snapped
Cactus. “They've got him in to keep
law and order in the town, and he sure
can't stand for a lynching. He can't
do ,enything without proof, and there
ain’t a piece of proof. All we got to
do is to sit tight. I guess I ain’t mosey-
ing ouf of Plug Hat. We’'ve failed this
time, but we’ll got him next time. We
iOt to get him.”
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“I’s your say-so!” muttered Yellow
Dick. “But I can sure see Colorado in
that crowd yonder, and he’s got a rope
over his arm.”

“Dog-gone  Colorado!® answered
Cactus. “I'm telling you the sheriff
won't stand for a lynching. And

where’d we hit for if we lit out of Plug
Hat?  There ain’t another town in
Texas where we could show up without
a sheriff or a town marshal roping us
in? You're wanted for shooting, Dick;
and I guess there’s shootings and cattle-
lifting agin you, Tutt. Me, I guess it
gives me a crick in the neck to think of
locating in any town outside Plug Hat.
We got to stick.”

“You've said it!” assented Sandy
Tutt. .

“This hyer is our last holt,” said
Cactus. “1 guess if we quit Plug Hat,
we got to take to the chaparral. I
ain’t honing to begin as an outlaw,
like that fire-bug, the Rio Kid, that’s
hunted all over Texas, or like Five-
Hundred-Dollar Smith. And I guess
that’s all we got, if we quit Plug Hat.”

“Here comes the sheriff I” muttered
Yellow Dick.

“Let him come!” snarled Cactus.

The Rio Kid appeared in the sunny
plaza. He walked. across to the Red
Flare, and following him came
Colorado, Mesquite, Yuma Dan, and a
dozen other Plug Hat men who were
sworn in as sheriff’s deputies. And fol-
lowing them came a buzzing and in-
terested crowd. Colorado had a lasso
looped over his brawny arm, an
Yellow Dick and Sandy Tutt looked
long and anxiously at that lasso, won-
dering unecasily what it was meant for.
The Kid stopped in the open door
way. - .
. “You guys to home?” he called out
cheerily.

“VYep!” snarled Cactus Carter.

“Step out herel”

“What’s wanted 1*

“You are!” answered the Kid tersely.

“If it’s lynching——" began Tutt.

“Aw, forget it, feller,” said the Kid.
“Don’t I keep on telling you that this
here is an orderly town now, and lynch-

ings is off? Step out lively. I ain’t i,

burning you out, like you did me last

night; but I guess if you don’t step dut p¢

lively, I'll fan you with bullets till you
get a-move on. Pronto{”

Cactus Carter’s hand hovered over a
gun,

He was sorely tempted to draw and
fire on.the handsome figure in Stetson
and goatskin chaps, that stood in the
sunny doorway.

As if the Kid read his thoughts—as
_\roléably he did—a gun appeared in his

an

“Step out !” he snapped.

And the three gunmen stepped out of
the saloon, not venturing to touch a
They stepped out into the glare
of the bright sun of Texas, into the
midst of the buzzing crowd. The Kid's
gun remained in his hand. He had not
lifted it; but the Plug Hat rough-necks
had had some experience of the way
‘ Sheriff Brown ” could shoo: from the
hip, and they did not want to sample
his shooting. Cactus Carter eyed the
Kid sava.ge% . o

“Now what’s rookus?? he
demanded.

The Kid pointed along the rugged
street to where it joined the prairie
trail. The three gunmen followed his
pointing finger with their eyes, and
tKh_? looked at one another, and at the

id. .
““ Meanin’ 7’ muttered Cactus.

“You got to beat it,” said the Kid.

the

“This hyer town don't want your com-
pany any longer. You allow that there
ain’t no proof that you burned me out
last night, and I guess you’ve said it.
There ain’t! If there was, I'd strin

you up in a row on that cottonwoo:

yonder. But there ain’t, and I'm lettin

you off light. There ain’t any proo

that I'd care to hang a man on; but,
all the same, I don’t need telling“who
was in cahoots with Red Harris in
firing my shebang. You get me1*

“1 guess—"

“I'm clea.ning out this town,” said the
Kid calmly. “If there’s a doubt that

ou tried to make it last sickness for me

t night, I'm giving you the benefit
of it. But this town is tired of you!
Git 1?

“I guess you want to _go while the
gomg’s good !” growled Colorado, and

o held the rope significantly.

Cactus Carter ground his teeth,

“And g'posin’ we don't beat it?” he
hissed.

“1 ain’t 8’posing anything so foolish I
said the Kid. “If you don’t beat it,
pronto, you're going up in a row _on
that cottonwood. If I can’t prove that
you burned me out last night, I guess
there’s plenty proof that you’ve shot,
and stole horses in this very burg.
Killers and hoss-thieves ain’t wanted In
Plug Hat these days. Quit or hang!”

“You durned dog-goned——" began
Cactus, in a voice husky with rage.

“Cut it out!” interrupted the Kid.
“I’ve told you to go, and I ain’t wait-
ing. 1 give {ou five minutes to get
your cayuses. guess they ain’t your
cayuses, any more than they’re mine, if
you come to that. But I ain’t ralking
up old troubles. Get out of Plug Hat,
and keep out, and I'm sure done with
you. Come back agin, and I'll see you
strung up, as sure as there’s Greasers
in Mexico. Now, you getting 1

Cactus Carter, his face aflame with
fury, reached for his gun.

“ Better not1” smiled the Kid. The
muzzle of the six-gun the Kid held at
his side _was turned on the gambler.
With his revolver half-out, Cactus
Carter paused—just in time to save his
ife.

Slowly, furiously, he relinquished the
utt, :

“That’s hoss-sense,” said the Kid ap-
provingly.” “I guess if you’d got that
gun out of leather, Cactus, it would
have been your last stunt on this side of
Jordan. Now beat it while. you're in
one piece.”

Cactus cast a fierce glance round at
the watching crowd. . .

“T got friends here,” he said. “Ain't
any guy standing by me to keep me
from being run out of town?”

Only silence answered the gunman’s
appeal. There were m good many
rough-necks in Plug Hat who jibbed at
the rule of the new sheriff, But there"
was none who cared, or dared, to draw
a gun against him,

Cactus breathed hard.

“You getting, feller?” asked the Kid
politely.

“TI'm getting I” said Caectus. “But
you ain’t heard the last of me, dog-gone
your hide! I guessg—-"

““Nuff said]” interrupted the Kid.
“You're wasting time—a sheriff’s time..
Get your cayuse, and beat it.”

Five minutes later the three gunmen
were mounted, and riding out of the
plaza. A crowd followed them down
the rugged street that led past the Plug
Hat Hotel to the open prairie. On the
piazza of the hotel, Pop Short waved a
fat hand to the three in farewell. They
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voice, addressing Colorado.  “This
byer ‘is Plug Hat, ain’t it, feller?”

“You've said it,” answered Colorado.

“I guess it ain't up to lts reputa-
tion,” said Austin Red. “It's as quiet
as any cow-town in Texas—durn my
boots, if I didn’t think I was at home
in Austin, when I moseyed in. I've
heard you got a noo sherifi in this
burg, that ain’t been shot up yit like
the others.”

“1 guess: we got a noo sheriff, and
I allow he's ‘made things hum,” an-
swered Colorado, “I'll have you know,
sir, that Plug Hat is a sample for all
Texas; and if you tie up your cayuse
to s post in the morning, you'll sure
ﬁ‘nd”hxm there in the afternoon. Yes,
sir.

“You surel

surprise me,” said the
Rantﬁ_e:. “Waal, my captain has heard
of hyer noo sheriff, and he’s sent
me along to have a pow-wow with him.
{s he to home?” .

“Jest inside the shebang,” answered '

Colorado, “Mr, Sheriff, sir, a Ranger

to see you from Mule-Kick Hall.”
:'dMosey in, feller,” called out the
id.

The Kid was glad, at that moment,
that he had lately changed his pun-
cher’s outfit for a garb more suitable
to his position as sheriff. He had not
been willin, _to make the change; but
be reckoned it was nceded. and he was
glad of it now. Austin Red, so far
as he knew, had never seen him per-
sonally, = though he must be well
acquainted with  the (fublished descrip-
tions of the Rio Kid; and he hoped
that there would be no recognition.

he "Kid was getting used now, to
standing for the law, and he hated the
idea of being driven once more to

. standing ‘against it.

The Ranger swung into the office with
a clink of spurs. The Kid rose from
the rocker, and nodded to him civilly.

Austin Red stared.

*Say, you the sheriff ” he ejaculated.

“You've got it,” said the Kid.

“Bub, you're starting early in life,”
said the Ranger. “Say, you ain’t the
sheriff’s little boy, stringin’ me along?”

The Kid laughed. is boyish look
struck i:he_burliI Ranger; but the Kid
did not mind that, so long as nothing
else struck the keen, surprised eyes of
the man from Austin.

“That there's the sheriff, Austin Red,”
said Colorado, from the Joorway, “and

I allow he lays over any other sheriff
in Texas.”

Austin' Red scanned the sheriff
cunou_alg. His glance lingered long
on the handsome, sunburnt %ace. The

Kid read in his eyes that he was wr a-
dering where he had seen some sim.lar
face before; and the Kid knew, if Red
did not, that it was in the published
ictures of the boy outlaw of the Rio
rende that the Ranger had seen such
a face. But the Kid counted a good
deal on the position of sheriff to cover
him, and he did not count in vain.
ere was only a momentary wonder,
and nothing like suspicion, in the man
from Austin’s looks.

“You ‘got business with me?” asked
the Kid tranqgilly. “Shoot, feller! 1
guess I ¥ot to be in the saddle soon.”

Yep! It you're sheriff of Sassafras,
I 501’: & message for you from my cap-
tain,” answered the Ranger.
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“Spill it1” .

. “I guess youw've heard of that dre-
bug, the Rio Kid?!” .

“Who ain’t, in Texas?” answered the
sheriff of Plug Hat.

“Sure!” assented the man from
Austin. *“Waal, Mule-Kick is after that
guy like grim death after a nigger. I
guess he’s hunted him all through
Texas; but that guy surely does.know
how to hide himself at the bottom of
a hole, and pull the pesky hole in after
him.  But. Mule-Kick allows that he
might have made a bresk this-a-way,
seeing that Plug Hat was the very town
where any gunman, or cow-thief, might
reckon he was in clover.,” '

The Kid nodded with a smile. Mule-
Kick Hall had been right in his sur-
mise; for it was precisely to keep out
of way of the Texas Rangers that the
Kid had first ridden into Plug Hat.

“Mule-Kick is combing the Blue
Grass country for him now,” went
on the Ranger, “and, hearing there was
a noo sheriff in this burg that was
standing for the law, he sent me along
with a message, Mr. Brown. I guess
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he wants you to keep your eyes open
for that fire-bug, the Rio Kid, and send
word along to us, pronto, if he shows
up hyer.”

“1 guess no outlaw or fire-bug would
figure that Plug Hat was healthy for
him, since I’ve been sheriff,” said the
Kid, shaking his head. “Things is
changed hyer since Cactus Carter and
hia bunch was running the town.”

“That’s 50,” said Colorado. “I guess
the Rio Kid might have horned in
in Cactus’ time, and that bunch would
have given him the glad hand, from
what %’ve heard tell of the cuss, But
Plug Hat ain’t no piace for him now.”

“All the same, I guess we're going
to keep our eyes peeled, if Mule-Kick
Hall thinks the fire-bug might mosey
along this-a-way,” said the Kid gravely.
“1 guess that outlaw’s worse medicine
than Cactus Carter or Two-gun Stone.
I shall sure watch out for him.”

“Word to us at Blue Grass if he
shows up,” said the Ranger.

“You hanging on long at Blue
Grass?” asked the Kid carelessly.

“Yes; until we've combed it for the

Kid. There’s sure news that he rode
through Blue Grass a fow weeks ago on
that grey mustang of his'n.”

“Where you hitting aitér you leave.
Bluo Grass?”

“Search me,” answered the Ranger.
 Anywhere where there’s news of the
Rio Kid. But I reckon Mule-Kick is
likely to mosey into this town, and look
over the pesky population, and make
sure that the Kid ain’t here under some
new name. He's surely got &s many
names as any guy in Texas. Waal, so-
long, sheriff} I guess I'm hitting the
back trail.” .

“So-long, feller! And mention to
Captain Hall that it will do me proud
to have him visit this burg,” said the
Kid. “And if I ain’t to home when he
moseys in, my deputies will help him
all they can.”

“Sure !” .

The Ranger strode out to his horse,
remounted, and rode away with a
jingle and a clatter.

The Rio Kid stood in the sunny street,
looking after him. .
b There was a thoughtful cloud on his

row. . .

If the Rangers came to Plug Hat—if
they found the Kid there, acting as
sherif—  Mule-Kick Hall knew the
Kid’s face as well as he knew the back
of his own hand. The new sheriff
breathed hard.

“Say, sheriff |”

The Kid started. He bhad forgotten
that Colrado was there. He glanced at
his burly deputy. Austin Red, in the
distance, disappeared in a cloud of dust.

“Say, I guess I know what you're
thinking, sheriff |” grinned Colorado.

The Kid started.

“You reckon?” he said.

“Sure! There’s a thousand dollars
on the Rio Kid for the guy that can
earn it,” said Colorado Bill. “And if
he rode through Blue Grass, as that guy
allows, I guess it's on the cards that he
hit this country, Plug Hat was jest the
burg he would make for—afore your
time, sheriff. Say, what's the matter
with having the posse out, and combing
Sassafras for that fire-bug? I guess if
that thousand dollars is foing to be
raked in, it might as well come this
way as any other, sheriff.”

The Kid looked at him curious?.

“Feller,” he said, “you surely do get
the big idea when you set your think-
box going. I sure picked you out to
be chief of m{l deputies, because I
allowed you ad heai) hoss-sense,
Colorado. Feller, you call up six men
at dawn, and take three days to ride
every trail in the county, and if you
find that fire-bug, the Rio Kid, you
cinch the reward. And I allow I ein’t
clniming a Continental red cent in it.”

“You've said it, sheriff,” said
Cogyrado joyfully. “You riding with
us?”

“Sure!” said the Kid, *“Ain’t it my
business, as sheriff of this hyer country,
to rope in that fire-bug if he’s around?
I sure ride with you to-morrow. And
if the Rio Kid is in Sassafras County, I
guess we'il see the colour of his hatr.”
_ The Kid’s face was dark and thought-
ful when Colorado left him. With
Mule-Kick Hall and the Rangera so
near, and likely to ride that way, pru-
dence counselled the boy outlaw to
mount the grey mustang, and hit the
trail for parts unknown. But he shook
his head. He was sheriff of Sassafras
now, and he was staying sheriff.

THE END.

(More thrills for the Kid sheriff next
week in “THE DBAR2 BUNCH! a
powerjul yarn of Texas.)
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A Bunchena
Bender !
>
@ HEY'RE com-
ing, sheriff!”

¢ Shucks I’

growled the

Rio Kid,

“They’re sure com-

ing!” said Colorado
Bill.

“Faller,”  snopped
the Xid, “do you ~

figure that I'm blind
and deaf? I guess I
know they're coming,
the pesky boncheads.”
Colorado grinned.

The new sheriff of
Sassafras county
seemed unusually edge-
wise that day.

The Rio Kid—known
in the cow town of
Plug Hat as “Texas
Brown "—stocd on the
wooden piazza of the
Plug Hat Hotel.

From that coign of
vantage he had a view
in one direction of the
rugged street and
plaza of the cow town,
in the other, of the
prairie trail from the
open cow country.

It was in the latter
direction that the Kid was looking.

Far away on the plain there was a
cloud of dust, kicked up by the hecls of
many horses.

A dozen riders, at least, were in the
bunch that galloped along the dusty
trail towards Plug Hat.

The Kid’s brow was wrinkled with
troubled thought.

Trouble was coming to the new
shorifi—in the shape of that bunch of
reckless cowpunchers from the Bar-2
Ranch.

Plenty of trouble had come the Kid’s
way since he had become Sheriff of
Sassafras. But this was a new kind of
trouble that the Kid dislikea.

For the Kid himself had been bred a
puncher, and though he had been an
outlaw and was now a sheriff, he was
still a cowman to the finger-tips, and his
sympathy was all with the men who
rode the ranges.

With the rough-nccks of Plug Hat the
sheriff had dealt with an unsparing
hand. Cactus Carter and his gang had
been run out of town, the gambling
saloons had been shut down, shooting
affrays sternly prohibited, horse-stealing
barred. Plug Hat, once a byword for
lawlessness, had becorie one of the most
orderly cow towns in Texas, and a crowd
of rough-necks and gunmen had cleared
off in disgust, seeking fresh woods and

astures new. Plug Hat citizens hardly

new their town these days, so changed
had it become under the rule of the new
sheriff. The Kid’s word, backed up by
his gun, was law in Plug Hat; but with
the punchers on the surrounding ranches
it was a rather different matter.

All Plug Hat knew that the Bar-2
bunch were riding into town that day,
and wondered what the sheriff would do.

For the Bar-2 men were coming on a
“ bender.”

They had received their pdy, and were
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bent on spending it in the way to which
they had been accustomed.

They were good fellows enough in
their rough-and-ready way, and the
Sheriff of Plug Hat, a puncher himself,
could not help feeling a sort of sneak-
ing sympathy with them, though they
were out to break the law into small

ieces.

They earned their money by long days
and nights of hard work and hard
riding, and when they got their leave
they liked to spread themcelves in a
wild and whirling jamboree.

They were accustomed to ride into
Plug Hat in a wild bunch, shooting up
the town in sheer exuberance of spiritc.
Doors were closed, stores were shuttered,
and peaceable citizens hunted cover,
when a bunch of wild punchers rode
into town, cavorting up and down the
rugged street on shaggy bronchos, and
firing their revolvers right and left.
Not that they aimed to hurt anybody,

The KID SHERIFF,
Tamer of Roughnecks

and Wild He-Men!

so long as nobody interfered with their
fun. some unfortunate citizen
stopped a bullet it was his bad luck, one
of those incidents which naturally
occurred in & cow town like Plug Hat.

But Plug Hat was an orderly town
now, and such entertainments as
“shooting up the town ” had to cease.
The citizens looked to their sheriff to
sce that such wild proceedings ceased,
and the Kid knew his duty, and was
going to put it through.

But he was worried.

With gunmen and rough-necks and
bushwhackers the Kid had a satern
hand, but he hated the idea of coming
into conflict with a bunch of merry
punchers, who meant no real harm,
though they did a great deal without
meaning to. .

Hence the troubled frown on the Kid's
handsome, sunburnt face as he stood on
the hotel piazza and watched the cloud
of dust drawing nearer and nearer
across the prairie.

Word had gone all through the town
that the Bar-2 bunch were coming. It
was known that the sheriff was not
going to allow them to shoot up the
town in their old wild way. When
they came they were going to keep
order, like a parcel of farmers on a trip
to Austin. But they did not look like it
as they came careering along the prairie
trail, some of them already banging
away with revolvers to show that they
were out on a bender. . .

The sheriff had gathered his deputics,
had six good men and true to back him
up if it came to fighting. But he hated
the idea.

“Say, sheriff, you ain't skeered of
that bunch, sure?” asked Mesquite,
with a grinning look st the Kid's
troubled face. .

“Aw, forgeth it!” grunt:d tlix)ei I’{’ld.aid

#] guess they mean trouble,” &
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Colorado Bill. “Mohave Dave iz lead.
ing that bunch, suerif, and Aohave iz
sure hunting trouble. He allows they re
going to see the faro game started at
the Red Flare again., They sure wank
to throw their dust on the faro table
like they used.”

“There ain’t going to be any fa_ro
game in Plug Hat so long’'s I'm
sheriff,” grunted the Kid. “Likowise,
they ain’t going to shoot up the town.

This hers town has been cleaned up,
and it’s going to stay cleaned up.
But

He broke off discontentedly.

“There’s going to be shooting if you
stop them, sheriff,” said Yuvuma Dan.
“They are sure wild, and thoy mean
trouble. 'The Bar-2 bunch are the
wildest outfit in the county.”

“They look it!” grunted the Kid.

“It’s up to you, sherif "’ said Fo,
Short, the landlord of the lumber hotel.
“You got to keep order in this here
towa.”

“Ain’t I wise to that?” snorted the

Kid.
“There's plenty of rough-necks ready
to join up with them if they get a riot
going,” said Mr. Short. “I guess
there’s a whole heap of guys in Plug
Hat waiting for jest such a chanca.”

“Sure!” said Colorado Bill. “And
Mohave has been swearing for days
past that he’s going to make Plug Hat
jest like it used to be, and that he won’t
stand for turning it into a Sunday-school
town.”

Clatter, clatter! Thud, thud, thud!
Bang, bang!

The beating of wild, galloping hoofs
could he heard new, and the banging of
revolvers fired in the air by tihe
approaching bunch. Evidently the
Bar-2 outfit were in great spirits, and
looking forward to a bender in Plug
Hat,

“They wen’'t be long
Colorado Bill.

The Kid sighed.

He had to get going at the risk cf
getting into a shooting affray with the
punchers from the Bar-2 ranges. He
hated the idea, but he had his duty to do
as sheriff. In a very short time now
the bunch would be riding in from the
prairie, and if they wers not stopped
the whole town would be held up by
the rioting punchers. Bullets would be
flying right and left, windows smashing,
peaceable citizens hunting cover, and
the whole rough element of the town
turning out to join in the riot. The
Kid had to get going.

“Them guys are going to be stopped,”’
ke said. *““We got to get a move on,
fellows.”

“They won’t be stopped without gun.
play, sheriff,” said Colorado. “They're
coming into town full gallop.”

“I 'member the last sﬁeriﬁ'." remarked
Mesquite reminiscently. “ He got in the
way of a bunch that was riding into
town. They rode over him.”

“They won’t ride over me,”
the Kid.

He descended the steps of the piazza.
His men followed him, but with rather
doubtful looks.

Standing in the way of the wild bunch
that was galloping into town was ask-
ing for the severest trouble, for it was
quite certain that the Bar-2 men would
not halt when ordered. They would
come on at full gallop, and any guy
standing in their way would hare to
jump lively or be trodden under tha
thundering bronchos Nothing but a
volley would stop the charge of the
reckless punckers, and that was a
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desperate messure of whick the sheriff
certainly wa. not thinking.

“8ay, sherif —” began Colorado.

“Aw, can it{” interrupted the Kid.
“We ain’t time now for chewing the
rag. That bunch has got to be stopped
and talked to.”

“I'll say they won't stop——"

“Forget it,” said the Kid. “Cet a
hustle on, you’uns, and get hold of a
dozen riatas.”

“Shucks §

You ain't aiming to rope

them in?” exclaimed Mesquite, in
astonishment.

&
“Nope, you henechead! Cet them

riatas, pronto!”
Riatas were plentiful enough in Plug
[ P p—
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quickly at the disposai of the sheriff.

He rapped out his orders quickiy.

The lassos were stretched across the
street, from the lumber hotel on one
side, to Perkins’ store on the other.

The ropes were placed one above
another—the lower ones knotted to the
hitching-posts, the upper to beams and
window-frames.

In a few minutes there was a barrier
of strong ropes across the street. bar-
ring the way of any horseman tiding
into town,

Behind the barrier the sheriff stood

The Kid
watchad
charge

the
arrivel of the Bar-2 bunch—close at
hand now.

with his deputies, wailing for

The earth scemed tc shake
*_A under the thundering hoofs as
the Bar-2 bunch galloped in

from the prairie. :

There were mere than a dozen
punchers in the gutfit: burly, bronzed
men frezh from the ranges, exube.:zmt
at their release from duty, a good deal

('\.LATTER, clatter! Thud, thudi

like schoolboys on a holiday. Buil
every man in the bunch packed a gun;
and Mohave Dave, the foreman of the
ranch, -packed two, and was reputed to
bs very quick and handy with both of
them. So long as they were not
opposed or interfered with, the Bar-2
bunch were cheery and good-humoured,
regarding the damage they were going
to do as sheer fun, and recklessly T!eed-
less of an accidental death or two that
might result from wild shooting. But
if they found law and order in the
way, the Bar-2 men were the guys to
draw and fire without stopping to
think. They had been used to having
their own way at Plug Hat, and thay
Aid nat anmrava af tho chaneee hrought
in by the new sheriff. Indeed, it was
known that those changes had been dis.
cussed with great animesity in the
bunkhouse at the Bar-2, and that
Mohave Dave and hiz friends had
declared  their fixed intention of
restoring the old order. And if the
vosky new sheriff stood in the way. the
Rar-2 bunch made no seerct of their
sim to shoot up the new sheriff, as
sheriffs in Plug Hat had been shot up
before.
They came on ai full gallop, bang-
ing away with their revolvers in the
air, yelling liko a
bunch of Apaches.

They reached the
town, and in a
minute mere, bul
for the sheriff’s pre-
caution, they would
have been career-
ing along the street,
banging away with
their guns at the
windows of cabins
and shacks, riding
down any luckless
galoot who was in
the way, and gener-
ally turning Plug
Hat into an imita-
tion of the hot
place with the lid
off.
The barrier of
ropes dawned sud-
denly on them, so
suddenly that some
of them had no
time to draw rein,

Mohave Dave,

and his posse
thse newcomers

down on them.

riding a little
ahead, brandishing
a gun in either

hand, crashed into
the taut ropes, and
he and his broncho
went rolling over in
a sprawling, kick-
ing heap.

“T’hunder!”
roared the foreman
of the Bar-2 as he rolled. .

Another puncher crashed into the
ropes, and was hurled from his horse.
But the rest rcined in, barely in time.
with the bronchos’ muzzles on the
stretched riatas.

There was a roar of surprise snd
wrath from the outfit.

Mohave Dave staggered up dizzily.
His bronzed, bearded face was crimson
with rage,

“Say!” he roared. “What's this
game? What pesky guv's roped the
street this-a-way? Say!”

“Hold in your hosses, fellers!” said
the Rio Kid calmly. “I guess 1 wani
tc talk to you guys a piece.”

The Bar-2 bunch had been forced to



halt.  They sat their trampling
broochos, staring at the Kid and his
men behind him.

“Youl” roared Mohave Dave. “Who
are you? What you got to say?”

“JI guess I’m the sheriff.”

“You the sheriff1”

“You’ve got it!” assented the Kid.
“Don’t be in a hurry with the guns,
fellers. I’'m packing guns myself, and
if you’re set on gun-play, I ain’t the
guy to disappoint you. DBut I guess I
want to talk first.”

Mobave Dave glared at him,

His fall had shaken him up consider-
ably, and ke had dropped the guns he
hug been brandishing. Perhaps that
was the cnly reason why he did not pull
trigger on the spot.

The Kid had not drawn e weapon.
But he stood with his hands on the
walnut- butts of the guns in_ his low-
slung holsters, end he was ready.
Behind him the deputies already had
their Colts in their hands.

“You—you——" spluitered Moharve.

*You durned pesky little coyote! You
the sheriff!  Where’s your scheol-
marm?”?

The Kid smiled.

“] guess I’m the shoriff, elected to
keep order in this cow town,” he
answered. “Gents, I'm powerful sorry
to interfere with vour fun. It sure does
get my goat to chip in. But I'm
soeriff, and T got b keep order in this
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s;!_csed on i, It whirled from
013 grasp, shot away by the
Kid’s prompt fire,

Mohave Dave gave a howl as
he jerked away his tingling
fingers.

There was a shout from the
Bar-2 crowd, and guns were
handled on all sides. For a
moment it seemed that a des-
perate affray was inevitable;
but the Kid’s voice rang out
sharply :

“Go slow, you galoots 1”

His guns were at a level, his
eyes gleaming over them
through the rope barrier. And
the cowpunchers, reckless as
they were, paused.

“You dog-goned coyote—""
growled one of the bunch.
“You durned pesky

wolf—-"

“Keep it up,” said the Kid.
“1 guess hard words don’t break
any bones, feller; and I’'m sure
glad to hear cowboy talk.
Kellers, I feel jest as friendly
to you as if I was your Dutch
uncle; and I'd hate to spill the
juice of any guy of you. Yeu
want to believe me.”

Some of the Bar-2 punchers
laughed.

lobo-

The basrrier of

Shooting
allowed any more, not since Cactus

burg. up the town ain'}
Carter was ruz out of town, You guys
keep your guns packed, and yowre
morg than welcome in Plug Hat. But
there ain’t going to be shooting.”

“Who suys there ain’t?”
Mohave.

“This galoot!” answered the Kid.

“You pesky little gopher, you figure
that this outfit is going to take any
notice of you?” bellowed the cowman.

“I sure hope so,” said the Kid. “I
should hate to spill the juice of a
puncher. Fellers, I been a puncher my-
self, and [ sure know what you feel like
when you get off the range and get on
a2 bender. But—"

“You fixed up them pesky ropes

“Sure! Jest to stop you, so that I
could chew the rag with you peace-
able,” said the Kid amiably.

“By thunder! You figure that
you're going to get away with this?”
gasped the foreman of the Bar-2.

“You've said it, feller.”

Mohave Dave made a dive for a gun
that lay at his feet. The Kid’s smiling
face set hard, and a Colt appeared in
his hand as if by magie.

“Let that gun asloze, feller!” ke
rapped our,

The Bar-2 foreman did not heed. Ho
grabbed up the gun from the ground.

Bang!

Ths gun I»ft his fnge

roared

£

rs even a3 they

ropes dawned

suddenly on the Bar-2 Bunch—

s0 suddenly that some of tham
kad no time to draw rein.

“You've got a heap of gall,
anyhow,” said a Bar-2 puncher.
““You going back to school when
vou quit ploging sheriff 27

The Kid smiled cheerily.

Mohave Dave stood rubbing
his tingling hand. e hac
calmed down a little, perhaps
that evidence of the Kid’s good
shooting having a calming effect

on him. .
“Now, fellers,” said the Ix,xd
persuasively, Tl say I'm

cheriff, and I got my duty to
do, and that’s to stop any shoot-
ing in this here cow town. You
keep the law, and I ain’t tho
guy to interfere with any mans
fun. Say the word, and these
ropes’ll be cut away, and you
can ride in and spread your-
Nobody wants any trouble.
#J guess we can cut them ropes our-
selves if we want, and then shoot \}le
esky townl!” growled one of the

selves.

the
punchers. .
“\What's the good _of }Ilgm;xox;

ble?” pleaded the Kid.
?rrlfy}ls beginp shootin’, there’sya. 1°t]1.°§
Euns hyer will go off; for I'm _'ceﬂx]ril3
you square that any guy shooting in A
fown will be drilled right on the sppﬂ;
But I'll say I hate having trouble wi
”»
yo‘l‘lL%L:\Irzh?gsto Dave,” said one of thg
Bar-2 outft. ¢ What Dave says goes.-
Mohave Dave spat out an oath. i
“Look here, Mister Baby Shentf,d
he said. “We've come 1n for fun, fa.n
we're going to have our fun. The a}x;o
game’s going to l?e starte?c}' again at the
13 —vyou hepr me? A i
R?‘dlt gﬁ;ﬁ:,”y said the Kid, shaking his
head. “No gambling game 13 _being
run in this town. Dut 1 guess if yon
want to throw away gour dollars I axn't
aiming to stop you. Throw them dox;ln
the first prairie dog’s bole along the
trail—I guess it will come to the sam(:
thing as a faro garce—and no harn
ne.”
doThex‘e was a langt from the L s
and from the gathering crowd O‘f‘B go_
Hat citizens. Somehow the Ctlxt)-
Sheriff,” as Dave calied him, se-me _lg
kave a placating effect on the wi
Tag PorrraR.—No. 604.
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outfit.  His evident desire to avoid
trouble, added to his equally evident
readiness for it i. it came, had an
efect. Morcover, there were two or
three score of men gathered behind the
Kid now; and the odds were heavy
against the Bar-2 if it came to shoot-
ing. They wanted to ride around town
kicking up a terrific shindy. But they
did not want a pitched battle, with a
dozen dead men on either side to show
for the result. The Kid was holding
the Bar-2 outfit. With a mixture of
good nature and iron firmness, he had
hoped to pull through without blood-
shed, and it Iooked as if he would get
by with it.

“You’re some sheriff, you are,” said
Mohave Dave sarcastically. “You're
going to turn us all into good little boys,
1 reckon.”

“Feller,” said the Kid, “you’re good
boys already—jest as good boys as ever
I want to see, and the kind of guys
I’d like to be friends with. If it wasn’t
in the way of duty I’d sure not stand
in your way a dog-goned minute.”

*8ay, you do talk like a Dutch uncle,”
grinned one of the punchers. “What's
1t going to be, Dave?”

Mohave gave a srort.

“You can pack away them guns,” he
said. “We ain’t come here to spill juice
all over the town. But I ain’t taking all
that lip from a kid what ought to be
at school with his schoolmarm. Mister
Baby Sheriff, I'm coming along to wipe
up the street with you, if you've got
sand enough to put away your gun and
stand up to it.” :

The Kid holstered his guns instantly.

“Mister Bonehead you sure do me
proud,” he answered. “Come along as
soon as you like, and if I don’t run
you into the culaboose for breaking the
peace of this town, you can call me =
Greaser and -a Digger Injun.”

“The calaboose!” roared Mohave.

*“Jest that! said the Kid. “Since I
been sheriff we got a new gaol built,
and I'll say it ain’t been left empty a
lot. But it’s empty now, and if you
break the peace, feller, you go in. I'm
powerful sorry, but that’s how it stands
—~and I'm sure hoping you’ll be peace-
able.”

The Bar-2 foreman drew a deep
bieath.

“Dog-gone my boots,”’” he said. “If
you can. run me< into the calaboose,
baby, you can keep me there till the
cows comie home,”

“You've said it,” answered the Kid.

And the Bar-2 foreman ducked under
a4 rope, put up a pair of brawny fists
that looked like legs of mutton, and
rushed at the Kid.

! < e}
Run In!
0 i}
rapped

the Kid to his followers.
*“Sheriff——" began Colorado
anxiously.

“Stand back t”

“Waal, it’s your =say-s0,” said
Colorado Bill. “But I guess our noo
sheriff is going to bc chewed up.”

The deputies backed away. They
looked on eagerly, and the punchers
eyed the scene with keen interest. The
Kid, strong and sturdy as he was, looked
slim and boyish in comparison with the
big cowman who was rushing down on
him. Hardly a man in the street of
Plug Hat but expected to seo the boy
sheriff knocked flying by the huge
hammering fists of Mohave Dave.
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But the Kid knew what he was about.
He bad come through many a desperate
rough-and-tumble in his time, and had
found coolness and skill and courage
hold their own against brawn and
muscle.

He jumped back as the big cowman
rushed him down, side-stepped swiftly,
and greeted Mohave with a rap on the
side of his head that made him stagger.

Dave spun round on him,, red with
rage, and leaped at him like a charg-
ing buffalo.

His heavy fists crashed at the Kid, end
had they reached the cool, handsome
face they would have done terrible
damage. But Dave found those crash-
ing fists brushed away as if they had
been mosquitoes. And a fist, smaller
bui quite as soiid, hard as a iump of
iron, crashed on the cowman’s jaw, and
he spun over as if a mule had kicked
him.

There was a crash as the burly fore-
man of the Bar-Z landed on his back
on the hard earth.

*Say,” roared Colorado, in huge
delight—-“say, wasn’t that some sock-
dolager? I'll tell the world that was
some sockdolager [

Mohave Dave sat up dazedls.

He blinked dizzily at the Kid and
felt his jaw with his hand, as if to
ascertain that it was still there.”

“Waal.” he gasped, “I swow—I
surely swow !”

“Wade in, Dave!” yelled the Bar-2
punchers. “Wade in, old-timer! You
ain’t letting that kid lay you out.”

“8ay, that kid's got a hit like the
kick of a muie!” chuckled Pop Short,
an interested spectator from his piazza.
“P’H tell 2 man he's got = hit like the

kick of a dog-goned mule.”

Mohave slowly staggered up.

The Kid smiled at him cheerily.

“Feller, let it drop!” he urged. “1
ain’t bearing no malice, and I sura
don’t want tc run You into the cala-
boose. Torget it, fcller.”

“If I dor’t knock you into small
pieces, boy, I ain’t Mohave Dave, and
I wasn’t raised on the Panhandle!”
gasped the foreman of the Bar-2.

“Well, if you want it, wade in,” said
the Kid. *“But I got to run you in for
breaking the peace, if you do. Mes-
quite, you go and set open the door
of the calaboose, all ready for this guy.”

“You bet!” grinned Mesquite.

Mohave Dave breathed hard, and set
his teeth. Iis comrades yelled to him
to wade in, in great excitement. The
Bar-2 crowd were enjoying this rookus
even more than a shooting-up of the
toewn.

The foreman came on again with a
rush.

The Kid met him with right and left,
and Mohave received, without heeding,
a couple of hammering blows that few
men could have stopped with impunity.
Then his powerful arms grasped the Kid.

“Now !” he panted.

“I guess Mohave has got him!”
yelled a Bar-2 puncher. “Say, Mohave,
we're watching you break him up.”

The Kid returned grip for grip.

Tho grasp of the big cowman was like
an iron band, and Mohave sought to
tear him from his footing—to dash him
to the ground. But the Kid's feet
scemed glued to the earth, though he
rocked in the cowman’s grasp.

For a long minute they struggled, and
then, to tha surprise of all beholders, it
was the feet of Mohave that left the
ground.

He was swung round the Kid’s hip
and dropped on the ground with a con-
cussion that knocked every ounce of
wind out of him.

He lay spluttering.

“Carry me home to dis!”’ ejaculated
Pcp Short.

“Wake up, Dave!” roared the Bar-2
crowd. ‘“‘Get a move on! Say, you
ain’t going to sleep.”

Mohave Dave lay and gasped for
breath. The Kid stooped, and touched
him on the shoulder.

“It’s you for the calaboose,” said the
Kid gently. “1I guess you want to get
a move on, feller. I'm waiting.”

Dave staggered up. Breathless, feel-
ing himself beaten, but still full of vim,
he hurled himself at the sheriff.

The Kid grasped him, swung him
round, and fixed a grip of steel in the
back of his neck-scarf. Mohave Dave,
panting, struggling, ard swearing, was
run along the street in the Kid’s grasp,
in the direction of the calaboose.

Twice he rallied and struggled; each
time he was whirled on again.

They reached the log-built calaboose,
of which Mesquite had placed the door
wide open. With a swing of his arms
the Kid sené the Bar-2 foreman bundling
headlong in.

Mohave Dave landed on the earthen
foor with a crash.

The Kid turned quickly. He was
ready for gunplay from the rough crowd
of punchers, who had scen their leader
defeated and run in, and his men were
ready. But the Bar-2 outfit were not
handling their guns. They were joining
in the cheer that the Plug Hat crowd
gave for the sheriff.

Mohava Dave sat up on the floor of
the calaboose. He made an effort to
rise, and sat back again. He was com-
pletely knocked out. and could only
gasp.

“I guess,” said the Kid, almost apolo-
getically, “I got to run you in, feller,
jest to show that there’s law and order
in this hyer burg. But as soon as you
make up your mind to keep the peace
of the town, jest sing out and I'll be
back and let vou out in two shakes of
a coyote’s tail.”

And with that the Kid slammed the
door of the calaboose, locked it, and put
the key in his pocket.

1o turncd and walked back to the
spot where the Bar-2 punchers were

gathered in a crowd by the rope
barrier.
They eyed him very curiously.
“Take down them ropes, you'uns,”

said the Kid.
going to be peaceable.
fellers ?”’

“You win, sheriff I said one of the
punchers, with a laugh. And the riatas
were removed, and the Bar-2 bunch
walked their horses into Plug Hat—as
orderly a crowd as any sheriff could
have wished to sce.

“1 guess this crowd is
Airn’t that so,

<

Cactus Carter’s Raid!
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HE sheriff of Plug Hat sat in his
office with an eye on the open
doorway and the sunny plaza
without.

The Kid was fceling good.

He had upheld law and order in the
town, and his authority as sheriff, and
at the same time avoided the conflict
he disliked with the men from the
cattle-ranges. .

For the first time since Plug Hat had
had a local habitation and a name, a
bunch of cowmen from the ranges had
been prevented from shooting up the
town, and order had been maintained
without a Jrop of blood being spilled—



except that which was exuding from
Mohave Dave’s nose in the calaboose.
That was 2 cause of great satisfaction
to the sheriff and to the citizens of the
cow town. For the first time on record,
it was unnecessary to shutter the stores
and to hunt cover when the Bar-2 bunch
came in.

Meanwhile, Mohave Dave was stiil
locked in the calaboose. He had not
sung out that he was willing to keep the
peace—on which condition the Kid was
prepared to let him loose. And some of
the Bar-2 punchers gathered at the
Prairie Dog Saloon were talking of
raiding the gaol and letting him loose,
sheriff or no sheriff.

But the calaboose was next door to
the sheriff's office, and the suerif had
his eyes open and his guns at hand.
And so far the wild talk of the Bar-2
punchers remained only talk. The sun
was setting behind the buttes to the
west of the cow town, and the Kid
wondered whether there would be a
rookus after darkness fell. But he was
not worrying.
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with him—the gang that that pesky
sheriff cleared out of town. Phey've
been hiding in the buttes, and I guess
Cactus has taken to cow-stealing now.
Dog-gone that pesky sheriff |”

“Shucks 1’ said Colorado Bill. “I
figured that that would be Cactus’ game
when he was run out of town, sheriff.
He’s wanted for shooting up more’'n a
dozen guys; and there ain’t a town in
Texas where he’d dare to show his face,
excepting Plug Hat.”

The Kid nodded.

He was not surprised .by the news.

He left the office and walked across
to the dusty horseman, surrounded now
by an excited crowd. He pushed his
way through.

“Say, feller, what’s happened at the
ranch?” asked the Kid. “I want to
know.”

Buck Peters stared at him.

“Who the thunder are you, dog-gone
you?”’ he retorted.

“Bheriff of Sassafras
answered the Kid quietly.

County,”
“And 1
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“You want me to let daylight through
yo‘l.x_.Cyou pesky }jay 7
arry me home to die!V gaspe
Buck Peters. ¢ gaspe
“Now talk!” snapped the Kid.
“This ain’t a time for fcoling; we got
to get after them cattle-lifters. Cut it
short I”

“Spill it, Buck!” exclaimed several
of the Bar-2 punchers.

“I ain’t a lot to spill,”” gasped Buck,
“Cactus and his gang came down on
the ranch arter you boys was gone—
there was only three of us left—and they
ran off the cows to_the buttes—’

“Didn’t you burn powder,

mutt?”
_“I guess we_did_some,” answered
Buck., ““And Jim White and Kansas
Pete was laid out cold. And I guess I
got on a cayuse and hit the irail to
fetch you boys back, with lead whisi-
ling round my ears like a bunch of
hornets.”

“‘They shot up two men?’
the Kid.

“They sure did.”

2
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In the red sunset a horseman dashed
into Plug Hat from the prairie.
Colorado Bill looked into the sheriff’s

offico.
“Say, sheriff, that’s Buck Peter§,
from the Bar-2,” he drawled. “He's

been hitting the trail in a mighty
hurry, I guess.”

The Kid nodded and watched the
dusty rider with interest.

“Bar-2!” the horseman _shouted.
“Say, are the Bar-2 boys around ?”

“What you here for, Buck?’ called
out two or three voices. ,

“] guess I've come for you'uns!”
gasped the dusty rider. “Say, there’s
trouble at the Bar-2. I guess them
rough-necks was watching and waiting
for you boys to ride out. I'm_telling
you that Cactus Carter and his gang
bave cleared out the ranch!”

“Cactus Carter|” repeated a dozen

voices,
“Qure! And he has a dozen guys

guess this here is my business. _Thero
ain’t going to be no cow-stealing in
this county, feller. Now, put it short.

“ Aw—go and chop chips!” said gbe
rider from the Bar-2. “I guess I've
come here to call back the boys, and I
ain’t chewing the rag with no pesk’y
sheriff, Say, you guys, where’s
Mohave ?”

“Mohave's in the calaboose——"’

“QOh, great gophers!” gasped the
rider. “And who put Mohave in the
calaboose”

“The sheriff.”

“And you let him?”’ roared Buck.

“They sure did let me; ‘and if you
don't watch out you'll be in the cala-
boose, too, afore you can say ‘No
sugar in mine !’ ” rapped out the Kid.
“T keep on telling you to put me wise
to what's happened at the Bar-2. Don’t
pull that gun, you bonehead!” roared
the Kid, and his Colt looked at the
horseman as he grasped a weapon.

“ And got the cows away 1"’

“Phey was driving off five hundred of
the best cows in Texas when I started
burning the trail,’ answered Buck
“They was hitting for the buttes, and
I guess they got them cows in the hills
by this time.” .

The Kid turned to Colorado Bill. )

“Colorado, you want to call upllt he
boys pronto! We're going after t- (fm
cow-stealers. We ’}’zit the trail in ve
minutes from now. .

“You've said it, sheriff!” answered
Colorado, and he hurried away.

The Kid strode across tho plaza tg tile
calaboose, Buck Peters staring & or
him blankly.

“Say, is thalttt:iaby

. ) jaculate A
to““IllH?e Eﬁr%]ais P a.nswered,}[esqulfde,
with a grin. “And I guess ii anybody

e ; % to the Bar-2,
can get them COWS back ni
it's our sheriff—and don’t yOu 6%4% [
ity TgE PoPTLAR.—NO.

rusning this
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ploughed - dowa half a dozen of the
flags marking the iuside of the course,

or Sid if was just a mixtare of
mad skids, flying flags, aud the
glithering whirling shape of the out-
of-control Ace sliding in front of him.
‘Phen, by some miracle of fine driving,
Jack had left it all behind. -They
were back on the course, with Sack-
ville a dozeun yards ahead of them.

_Their Steven-Wills seenied to leap
after him.” It was almost as though
the car had found renewed power out
of its narrow escape from disaster.
They were on lis tail as they slemmed
at the last-corner. :

+ Jack pulled out and charged
straight, 1t seemed, at the pylou. They
skidded faintly, and just escaped it,
and were dead level with Sackville as
they hit the last half-mile.

Down it they went, 8id yelling in
his excitement. Jack was lunched
behind the wheel, péering through the
sereen alead.

“We're winnin' ! Sid reared, as the
Steven-Wills pushed her nese in front
of Sackville. ¢Stick it, Jack! Kecp
your foot down! Gwan!”

:They were leaving Sackville behind.
As they passed, Sid saw him mutter-
ifig viciously to himself when  he
dropped away.
¥ Alead an official lifted a black-and-
white checked flag, raising it high-
They ripped up, then roared past as
the winner’s-flag flashed down; and
behind them came Sackville, with the
Steven-Wills’ thrashing wheels fling-
ing sand triumphantly back at him.

“Done it ! Licked him ! Sid yelled
exultantly above.the whining of the
brake-shoes in their drums, as Jack
slowed the machine. “Licked:him, by
goshi! An’ we didu’é clean an’ polish
the car!” THE END.

{Another roaring motor-racing yarn of
the Skid Kid next week!)

THE BAR-2 ¢
BUNCH!

g
(Continued jrom page 23.) é

O A |

B G <BPeS]

The Rio Kid unlocked the door of the
calaboose and threw it open.

Mohave Dave, sitting on a bench in
the little gaol, stared at him grimly as
he stood in the doorway.

“You!” he growled. *‘Dog-gone you,
if T had a gun I’d let daylight righe
throngh von, baby t T suve wondd

“TFeller,” said the Kid, “you'rc going
to have vour guns back. and yowre
going to git on your cayuse and ride
with me.”

“Iow
staring.

“While you was hitring Plug Has,
Cactus Carter was hitting your ranch
and running off your cows,”’ said the
Kid. “I'in getting after them rustlers:
and I guess you want to take a hand.”

Mohave leaped up from the bench.

“Say, you giving me the straight
goods 7’? he cxclaimed. “Great shakes!
The cows run off the ranch,-and the bess
away at San Antone—and me fodling
around hyer! Dog-gone my cats!”

“J guess I'm taking my posse to look
for them,” said the Sheriff of Sassafras
County. “And I'll say I ain’t quitting
the' trail till I've vounded up Cactus
Carter and his gang. If yon and your
outfit - want to ride with us, we're start-
ing pronto.”

““Where's
Alohave.

The Kid stepped aside,.and the foro-
man of the Bar-2 rushed out of the
calaboose. The next moment his voice
was heard roaring in the plaza to the
Bar-2 bunch to mount and ride.

Theve was a buzzing of voices, a clat-
tering of bridles. a jingling of spurs in
the strect of Plug ilat. In hot haste

come 7’ asked the cowman,

my hoss ¥? gasped
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Afohave Dave and his outft mounted for
the ride back to the ranch, breathing
vengeance on the rustlers who had
raided the herds and shot up two of the
outfit.

The Rio Kid rapidly saddled and
bridled the grey mustang and rode Side-
Kicker down to the Plug Hat Hotel,
outside which the posse was gathering.

Ten deputics were mounting there,
ready to follow tho sheriff on the trail
of the cattlo-lifters.

Colorado waved his Stetson in the air
as the Rio Kid came galloping up.

“Hyer we are, sheriff "7

“Ride " said the Kid.

With a clatter of hoofs the Bar-2
bunch came galloping down the strect
from the plaza, " They were ready to
ride as soon as the sheriff’s posse. The
two partics rode out of Plug Hat to-
gether in the “red sunset and galloped
on the prairie trail southward towards
the Bar-2 ranch.

Mohave Dave pulled in his broncho
by the side of the Kid as they galloped.

““Say, baby 1” he exclaimed.

The Kid-glanced round at him. The
Bar-2 foreman grinned at him sheep-
ishly.

“Say, I figured that I was coming
hunting you, baby, when I got out of
that. dog:goned calaboose,” he said. I
reckon I was fecling bad, and my jaw
sure does fee¢l as if a pesky mule had
kicked it But I'll say now that I ain’t
got no kick coming, ‘sheriff. You sure
are ‘a- white man; and-the Bar-2 bunch
is backing your play. till the cows come
home.”

“You've said it, feller I’ said the Kid.

And then in silence the wild riders
dashed on under the falling darkness,
tho thunder of galloping hoofs ringing
far through the night.

THE END.

(There’s no peace for-the Boy Sheriff.
As soon- as one trouble blows over,
another comes up to blacken his horizon.
But the Rio Kid doesn’t mind so long
as there’s plenty of adveature for him.
See ‘next week’s yarn: “UNDER
FIRED)
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THE BOY SHERIFF AND HIS POSSE FIND THEMSELVES—

The Trail of the Rustlers.
O O

LACK against the soft. clear star-
B light of Texas the buttes rose
like a wall, shutting in the
horizon. The Rio Kid's eyes
were fixed on that range of dark,
stumpy hills as he rode, and his brow
was very thoughtful. Somewhereo
within the dark recesses of the buttes,
lurked Cactus Carter and his crowd, and
the cows they had run off from the
Bar-2 ranch, The Kid was aiming to
get back the rustled cows, and to get
Cactus, if he could; but he admitted to
himself that it was not going to be pie.
In the rocky recesses of the buttes there
were a hundred places where a few
desperate men could hold off pursuit,
and take a heavy toll of their pur-
suers; and the nearer the grey mustang
carried him to the buttes the more
thoughtful grew the Kid’s brow.
The trail, so far, was broad and clear.
The track of a herd of cows, and
of the horsemen who had
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But with the Plug Hat posse rode the
Bar-2 outfit, and the cow-punchers werc
fiercely cager to get to close quarters
with the rustlers, and recklessly regard-
less of what might lie ahead. Mohave
Dave, foreman of the Bar-2, did not
slacken rein, and the DBar-2 bunch
surged ahead of the Kid and his party.

“Say, you-uns, go slow!” called out
the Kid.

Mohave Dave looked round.

“What's biting you?” he demanded,
reining his broncho and riding nearer to
the Kid. “You want to let them rustlers
get clear with the cows?”

“Aw, forget it!” said the Kid. “I
guess now I'm sheriff of Plug Hat there

"Peters,

NDER FIRE!

Another Western Thriller from Ralph Redway’s
Versatile Pen.

cow town, when the rustlers came
on the ranch and drove off the herd.
And they had left two dead punchers
behind them when they rustled the
cows. Every man in the Bar-2
bunch was burning for vengeance,
and in no mood for caution.

“What's the game, then?” de-
manded Mohave sourly. “Tll tell a
man we ain’t wasting any time in
getting after them guys, sheriff.”

The boy sherif of Plug Hat
nodded.

“We surcly ain’t,” he agreed.
“But we got to keep our eyes
peeled, and I reckon we ain’t riding
into the buttes before daylight. I
guess Cactus is watching out, and if
we ride into an ambush, that won’t
help us none.”

“] guess that’s hoss-sense,” said
Colorado Bill, chief deputy in the
Plug Hat posse that rode with the
Kid. “It sure is asking for bad
medicine, to horn into them buttes
in the dark.” X

Mohave Dave let loose a string of
swear-words, echoed by the Bar2
punchers in a chorus. So far, the
punchers had followed the lead of
the sherif of Plug Hat. But a
break was coming now.

“This bunch ain’t beddin® dowp
on the prairie to wait for daylight,”
said Mohave Dave, with savage
emphasis. “They got the cows from
the Bar-2, and they done shot up two
Bar-2 boys. We're after that crowd,
Mister Sheriff Brown.” .

“We sure are after them,” said Buck
“and we ain’t hanging back
none. Jf vou Plug Hat guys have got
cold feet you can hang back till the
cows come home; but we're riding
after them rustlers.”

“Talk sense!” said the Kid sharply.
“I'm telling you—"

“Can it!” interupted the Bar-2 fore-
man. “I allow you can shoot, Mister
Texas Brown, and you can use your
hands; but I guess you ain’t no great
shakes of a sheriff. You can get back
to your schoolmarm, boy, and leave a
work to growed-up

driven them off from the
ranch, could have been
followed by a blind man. The
Kid was riding at an easy
gallop, hardly needing to
glance at the trail as he rode.
But when they left the prairie
and entered the buttes, he
knew that it would be a

FIVE HUNDRED COWS DISAPPEAR
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The Kid’s eyes gleamed for
a2 moment. Boy as he wasg, he
was as good o man as any in
the outfit—as even Mohavo
would have admitted had he
been wise to it that Mister
4 Texas Brown, sheriff of Plug

.oooooD
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different matter; “sign?
would be hard to seek in the stony
waste yonder. And likely enough, the
Kid figured, watchiul eyes were looking
from the dark hills, watching the bunch
of riders that swept rapidly across the
plain. At any moment the Rio Kid
would not have been surprised to hear
the crack of a rifle.

And he slackened speed as the dark
buttes drew close, and the Plug Hat
-men who rode with him slackened also.

ain’t going to be any rustlers cavorting
loose in Sassafras county. We sure are
going to rope in Cactus and his crowd.
But I guess we ain’t going to do it_by
running our heads into bad trouble. We
got to keep our eyes peeled while we're
combing the buttes for them rustlers.”

Mohave Dave snorted again.

The foreman of the Bar-2 was in a
fierce and vengeful mood. Most of the
bunch had been on a “bender ” in the

O Hat, had been known in
- other parts of Texas as the
Rio Kid, the boy outlaw of the Rio
Grande. But the Kid kept his temper;
he had no hupch for trouble with the
Bar-2 punchers. There was trouble
enough ahead, with Cactus Carter and
his crowd, for the whole outfit.

The Kid drew rein.

“Halt, there!” he said erisply. I
tell you, fellers, we got to keep our
eyes peeled, and. if there ain’t an ambush -
Tae Porvrar—No, 605.
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waiting -for us in the butles, then I
guess Cactus don’s know enouga to go
in when it rains. And that guy sure
is a lobc-wolf, and has his eyes wide
open.” . .

Mohave answerad with an oatl.

“You Plug Hat guys swopping?” he
Jemanded. .

“Sure,” said Colorade. —‘“din’t we
under the orders of our sheriff? And
T'm telling you that therc ain’t any
sheriff in Texas that can lay over the
sheriff of Plug Hat.”

“PDog-gone you, then, for a ecrowd of
pesky yellow greasers!” roared Mohave.
“&tay hers if you want, but this bunch
ain’t staying ngne. Woc're going ziter
them rustlers. \What about it, boys?”

“VYou bet!”

There was a roar of asscnt from the
Bar-2 bunch.

“Wo're with yon, Dave!”

And tho Bar-2 bunch swept on at full
gallop, towards the dark line of the
buttes, black against the glirmering
stars,

The Kid sat motionless in his saddle.

For a moment or two pernaps he
hesitated, loth to remain inactive while
the reckless punchers dashed on into
danger. But he shook his head. The
Kid was not an outlaw now, playing a
lone hand. He was sheriff; and he was
responsible for the lives of the men
who stood by him to maintain law and
order in ille cow country. Ior zome
woments he sat in the saddle and
watched, with a troubled face, the Bar-2
lnech disappearing in the dusk of the
stars, with a thunder of hoofs. Then
he quietly dismounted.

The Plug Hat posse looked at him,
and looked at one another. Thoy shared
the Kid's feelings, uawilling to stay
hehind while the reckless punchers rode
on. But the boy sheriff had his men
well in hand, and there was no disput-
ing his orders.

“I guess we stake out the ecayuses
hyer, fellers, and wait for sun-up.”
said the Kid quietly. ‘We sure shan’t
rope in the rustlers by horning into an
ambush in the dark. Light down!”

And the Plug Hat men dismounted
and staked out their horses, and lay
down in the thick grass to rest fill day-
light. But there was little sleep for
them. In the silence of the night they
listened for the expected sound of
suooting from the darkness of the
huttes, And ere long it came, and the
10ll of rifle-fire and the sharp cracking
of revalvers, borne cn the wind from
the buttes, told that Mohave Dave and
his men had ridden into trouble.

Lot e < ]
The Ambush in the Buttes!
D.. D B el S D

guich split the steep sides of the

buttes, and into the opening ran

the clearly marked trail of tho
stolen herd, and’ the rustlers who had
vidden with it. Mohave Dave and his
bunch rode into the gulch without draw-
ing rein. Behind them, the prairio
shimmered white in the starlight, the
ong grass waving like shimmering sil-
ver. But once in the buites, the
shadows were long and dark. The hoofs
of the bronchos rang loudly on stony
sqz!‘, the sound ringing for through the
night. On either side of tho Bar-2 banch
rose ragged walls of rock, with here
and there a bunch of skinny pines or
firs, o trailing patch of juniper or sas-
safras. There was cover for an army

Trr Porcrir—XNo. 605,
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there, and even Mohave Dave, angry
and reckless as he was, could not help
seeing thet the bunch were asking for
bad trouble, if the rustlers had halted
to watch for pursuers.

But the Bar-2 foreman rode doggedly
on, and behind him his men rade, gun
in hand, only too eager to get to close
quarters with the rusilers.

On the stouy ground the trail was
fainter, but so far there was only one
way the herd could have gome—right
un the rocky gulch from the prairia.
But at last Mohave had to draw rein
and look for a sign. A mile from the
prairie the gulch split into many others,
ancd there were a dozen patis the rust-
lers might have taken with their prey.

But a herd of five hundred cows could
not fail to leave sign, c¢ven on the
hardest ground, and Dave was soon
going on again, his men after him.
The way led up a stony arroyo—a water-
course that was new dry and arid, but
which, in the rainy season, was tho bed
of a torrent thas swept down from tho
higher ground. The airoyo was narrow
—between the steep rocky walls there
was only room for two horsemen to ride
abreast. Yet up that narrow way it
was certain that the herd had been
driven ounly a few hours ago.

With all  his angry impatience,
JMchave could not gallop now.  The
bronchos had tc fall into an ecasy trot
in the sitcep, rugged arroyo. Some of
the punchers glanced up at the steeply
sloping sides, paiciaed here and there
with dwarf pecans, cambered with great
houlders which looked as if they would
roll down at a touch. If there was an
ambush, as the sheriff of Plug Hat
figured, this was a death-trap. Bub
the stolen herd had passed that way,
and the Bar-2 bunch followed.

Mohave Dave drew rein
with a ringing oath.

The bunch had reached the end of the
arroyo.

Befors them rose a wall of rock, up
which neither horse nor cow could pos-
sibly have gone. In the wet seascn it
was a waterfall; now it was dry, but
inaccessible. The Bar-2 foreman dragged
in his broncho and stared up at a rocky
wall ten fect high, and cursed.

* Jumpin® snakes!” said Buck.
cows never went that way, Mohave.’
The foreman gritted his teeth.

“There was sign all the way!” he
grated. “There’s sign here mow, and
1’1l stop till it’s washed away by the
next rains. There’s been cows in this
arroyo. But—" He broke off with
another oath.

The bunch, in a jingling, trampling
group, stared about them. They had
come to the end of a blind alley—a cul-
de-sac. Sign of ihe stolen cows had led
inem eall the way, yet is was impossible
that a single cow could have scaled the
steep sides of the arroyo. Ii the herd
had been driven there, it had, appar-
ently, been driven back again, and that
was a puzzle.

For several long moments, Mohave
Dave made the air lurid with his cuss-
words. He was quite at a loss. :

*“Lhey been here!” he snarled. “They
been here, for shore. I'll tell 2 man,
this has got me beat.”

“Wo want to heat it outer here,
Mohave,” said anoiner of the bunch
uneasily. *“The cows sure ain’t here,
but I ain’s so sure that the rustlers ain’t,
nohow.” And be cast an anxious glance
up at the rocky slopes, dim in the
glimmer of the stars overhead.

JMohave gave a curt nod and yheeled

suddenly,

“The

his broncho. The bunch swung round
to ride dowan the arroyo again.

Crack !

It was a sharp, ringing rifle-shor,
from a bunch of thicket high up the
steep side of the arroyo.

“Great gophers!” yelled Buck, 2s the
bullet spun his Stetson on his head.
“They’re here—and we're in a trap.”

As if tho shot had been a signal, there
was a roar of sudden rifle-fire from &
dozen different points on either side of
the ravine.

The reports came so swiftly that they
were almost blended into one. From a
dozen points, high among the rocks and
scrub, far out of reach of the ho:se-
men, came the whistlin% bullets.

Mchave utiored o yell of rage.

The sheriff had been right. MAohavo
had led his men into a trap—az death-
trap! All the way up the arroyoe, the
rustlers, in their cover, had iadtched
them, waiting for the bunch to be help-
lessly delivered into their hands. Now
they had to ride between rocky walls
spotted with riflemen, before they got
out of the narrow ravine.

Crack-ack-ack !

“Ride!” yelled Aochave,
your lives!”

Three saddles were empty already—
three riderless bronchos careered niadly,
with jingling stirrups. The bunch
spurred their horses frantically as they
galloped down the steep way. Steep as
1t was, broken end rugged and rocky,
they rode at full pelt, heedless of the
dangers undericot—hcediul oniy of the
rifles that flashed and roarcd from every
side. They were helplessly exposed to
the fire of the men in cover, and to
clamber up the rocks to get at the hid-
den enemy was impossible—it was only
asking for sudden death. Only a rapid
gallop and good luck could save even
a renmant of the Bar-2 bunch from the
death-trap into which they had thought-
lessly ridden.

Crack, erack, crack!

The punchers blazed away desperately
with their revolvers as they rode down
the arroyn. A yell from a pecan clump
told that one chance bullet, at least,
had gone home.

Clatter, clatter, clatter rang the
rattling hoofs. A broncho lost its footing
and went rolling headlong, throwing the
rider. The men behind leaped their
horses over the sprawling animal bar-
ring the way.

“Oh, great snakes!” gasped Mohave
Dave. “Oh, great iophers! If a guy
could get at the skunk: 4

A bullet crashed into his shoulder,
and he recled in the saddle. But he
gripped the reins hard and rode on.
To fall was death. Death lurked on
every side in the shadowy arroyo.

Twelve men had ridden up the steep
ravine; five men rode out of it, and
they were all wounded. As they came
out into the broader gulch at the bottom
of the ravine, Mohave Dave gave a
haggard look round. Seven of the Bar-2
bunch were left in the arroyo, and every
man who had got away was hurt.

The Bar-2 foreman ground his teeth.
His right arm was drenched with the
blood that streamed down from the
wound in his shoulder. With his leit
hand he dragged in his broncho.

But tha other punchers did not stop.
They rode on wildly, heading down tke
gulch for the open plain. And Mohave,
after 2 moment’s pause, cursed luridly,
and followed them. .

The game was up, and nothing re-
mained but to ride for life. He rode
after his bunch, panting with rage.
Five men, wounded, reeling in -their
saddles, rods out of the . buttes into the

“Ride for
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starlit prairie; but in the rocky arroyo
there were seven men who would never
vide again.

m}
The Kid Gets to Business !

0 [}
HE stars were paling in the sky;
there was a hint of dawn in the
East. The Rio Kid, lying on
his blanket beside the grey
mustang, watched the shadowed prairie
towards the dark mass of the buttes
with @ clouded brow. Some of his men
were sleeping, others watched and list-
ened. Faint in the distance, but un-

mistakable, the Plug Hat posse had
heard the firing in the hills, and knew
that the punchers were at close grips
with the tustlers. But the firing had
died awag into silence, and what had
chanced they did not know, though they
could guess. For it was only too clear
that the head-strong punchers had rid-
den into the ambush from which the
boy sheriff’s sagacity had saved his own
men.

It had been bitter cnough to the Kid
to hear the sound of distant shonting
coming down the wind, and to lie idle.
But there was nothing he could do to
help—nothing that his men could do.
If the punchers were fighting, the fight
would be over long before he eould
reach the buttes and join in. But he
doubted whether they were fighting.
He was assured that they were being
shot from cover, and that the same fate
awaited his own men if they rode into
the trackless hills in the dark. The
temptation to mount and ride was
strong; but the Kid threw it aside. It
was futile to throw away more lives.
It was not a wild charge, like that
of an angry bull at & matador, that
would defeat the rustlers. It was
a trail that called for all the Kid's
caution and sagacity. Few sheriffs ven-

Every Tuesday,

tured te ride into the “’iﬂding reccases
of the buftes, where death lurked in
evesy ravine and i{,ﬁfkif.\d every boulder.
The sheriff of Pilg Hat intended to
venture when day came, but not with.
out feeling every inch of the way.

As the glimmering of dawn strength-
ened in the castern sky, therc came a
beating of wild and hurried hoofs on
the prairie. The Kid threw his blanket
aside and rose, bending his head to
listen more intently. Colorado Bill

drew to his side, gun in hand.

“They're coming from the buttes,
sheriff,” he said. .

“Sure !” assented the Kid.

“I guess it's Mohave's bunch on the
run.”

“1 surely guess so,” said the Kid.
“T’d sure be powerful glad if it was

Cactus Carter and the rustlers. But it
ain’t. It's them boneheads, and 1
guess they found that they bit off

more’'n they could chew in one piece.”

The thunder of hoofs came nearer
and nearer, back along the cattle trail
that had led the bunch into the hills.
Dim figures of horsemen loomed up in
the twilight of dawn. The Kid
counted them as they drew nearer, and
his brow was sombre.

“Five galoots,” he said. “There’s
Mohave and Peters and three more.
I guess they've left seven guys behind.”

“It sure has been a wipe out for
the Bar-2,” said Colorado grimly.
“Say, sheriff, if we'd rode on with
them——" He hesitated.

The Kid grunted.

“Aw, forget it !” he growled. “We'd
have rode into the same ambush. And
I guess we'd be lying about with holes
through us, like the guys Mohave has
left behind him. T'll tell a man it
ain’t easy work trailing a crowd of
rustlers in the buttes. I've knowed of
a single man that dodged a whole out-
fit in the "buttes down San Juan way
once, and pever was got, though he

[
by

madcs the last sickness for nire or ton
of the guvs. Yep!”

“I guess I've heard of that man,
too,” grinned Colorado. “It was the
firebug, they call the Rio Kid, shern.
He sure did lead the Rangers a loix
dance in the Mal Pais, and it was
talked of in all the cow camps after.”

The Kid started a little. It was an
episodo from 'his own wild past that
he had referred to. He bit his lip,
and changed the topic quickly.

“Here come tho punchers, and they
all look like they was hurt.,” he said.
“I guess they’ve had a heluva time in
them buttes !”

“TH tell
Colorado.

the world!” agreed

The Bar-2 bunch dism@untad
and the Kid and his posse
bound up their many wunds.

The Plug Hat posse were all on their
feet when Mohave and his surviving
men rode up and halted. They sagged
in their saddles, and turned ghastly
faces to the Kid’s men.

Mohave cursed huskily. .

“They've wiped us out!” he gritted,
between his teeth. “Seven men down,
an’ left every guy here with lead in
him, sheriff.” He glared at the Kid.
“I’'m telling you them rustlers was am-
bushed in an arroyo in the buttes, and
they opened on us from cover, and
never give us a chance. I got a kick
left in me, if you'll ride back with me,
and bring your outfit.”

“Dog-gone you, and ride into tho
same fix1” exclaimed the Kid. “How
deep in the buttes is that pesky
arroyo.”

“Jest about a mile.”

“You was lucky to get 2 man away,
alive, if you've been m mile into the
buttes in the dark,” said the Kid. “I
guess I'm going to do that mile to slow
music when I get going. These Plug
Hat guys ain’t going to ride under the
rifles of a crowd of rustlers perched
in the rocks.”

Mohave cursed again. Wounded as
he was, his outfit almost wiped out by
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his own headstrong recklessness, he was
cager to ride back into the buttes and
seék the outlaws again, His fury and
desire for vengeance had banished what
little prudence there might have been

in him,
a hand?”?

“Yon
bawled.

“Not till broad light, and then, I
guess, we're going to feel our way arter
them bull-dozers like we was walking
on thin ice,” assured the Kid. “There
ain’t going to be another wipe-out in
tho programme, feller,”

“Dog-gone you, then!”
have. "1 guess there’s men that will
be glad to ride. I've heard that Jim
Hall and his Rangers are down to Blue
Grass. I'm riding to cail in ibe
Rangers.”

Thoe Xid’s face changed.

Less than any other guy in Texas did
he want Jim Hall, the Ranger captain,
on the scene., For Mule-Kick Hall
knew the Rio Kid by sight, knew his
face as well as the back of his own
hand. And the Kid knew what would
happen if Hall got a sight of Texas
Brown, sheriff of Plug Hat. Hitherto,
no man in_ Sassafras County had sus-
pected the Kid’s identity; but onco the
Ranger captain saw him, the game was

up.

“Hold on, feller!” said the Kid,
hreathing hard, but speaking quietiy.
"I guess we don’'t want the Rangers to
put o spoon in this soup. I guess this
uoutft can handle the rustlers without
lrelp from the Rangers.”

“Dog-gone you, I'm riding to Blue
Crass!” snarled tho Bar-2 foreman.
“Seven of the boys is wiped out, and
they got the cows. I guess the Rangers
will jump to their cayuses when they
get the news, Me for Blue Grass!”

And, without another word, the Bar-
2 foreman put spurs to his broncho,
and dashed away at a mad gallop
across the prairie,

The Xid shrugged his shoulders.

“After all, it’s a long ride to Blue
Crass,” seid the Kid, “I guess this
hyer circus may he over afore the
Rangers horn in.”

“Say, sheriff, the Rangers are good
men, and they’d be useful in rounding
up Cactus’ crowd,” hinted Mesquite.

“This hyer posse can round up
Cactus Carter,” answered the Kid.
“If I can’t put paid to that bush-
whacker, I'm sure going to resign being
sheriff, Forget it.”

'The Bar-2 dismcunted, and some of
the posse bound up their wounds.
Three of them swere hard hit, and when
their hurts had been attended to they
rode on to the ranch. But Buck Peters
had got off with a flesh wound, and he
olected to stay with the Kid's party.
Tho outcome of Mohave’s reckless ad-
venture had taught the cowman respect
for the sheriff’s judgment.

It was not till the sun was well above
the horizon that the sheriff gave the
word to mount.

Then the Plug Hat posse rode on at

a trot towards the buttes.
. The Kid rode beside Buck, and drew
irom him a detailed account of the am-
bush end its location. The Kid kst-
cned very thoughtfully.

“You sure the cows was driven up
that arroyo?” he asked.

" “There was sign,” answecred Buck.

1 guess some of them was drove up
to get us follering, anyhow. But there
wastn’t cows thero when weo got there.
I figure they was drove out again.”

“'They’d have left sign,” said the
Kid. “But seems you didn’t pick up
any other sign.”
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“You've said it. But then, Mohave
was in a. durned hurry to get at them
guys,” said Buck ruefuily. “I guess:
there was other signs if we'd looked
long enough.”

The Kid nodded thoughtfully, and
they rode cn in silence. They entered
the gulch that led up into the buttes
from the prairie.

But they did net enter it as the Bar-
2 bunch had done. The Kid strung out
his men, and they. walked their horses,
scanning the rocks and bushes, search-
ing for sign of an enemy at every
step, watchiul as cats as they advanced
into the hills. . ;

It was 2 mile of rough going to
reach the arroyo, but the Bar-2 bunch
had covered the distance in. a matter
of minutes. The Plug Hat outfit spent
two long hours over the same ground.

The Kid kad no doubt that the
rustlers were on the watch, and he was
prepared for o surprise every foot of
the way. The sherifi of Plug Hat did
not aim to meet the same fate as
Mohave Dave and his bunch.

Many times, as the posse slowly
worked their way onward, the Kid
clambered to a high rock to survey the
ground, or sent a bullet whizzing into
a tangled bush that might have con-
cealed an enemy.

It was slow and wearisome work
under & hot sun that made the rocks
hot to touch; hut the defeat of the
Bar-2 bunch had been an object-lesson,
and, impatient as the Plug Hat men
were, they carried out the sheriff’s
orders to the very letter.

They reached, at last, the end of the
gulch—an open, almost circular space,
like o basin in the midst of the hills,
from which 2 dozen or more gulches
and arroyos and rifts opened.

Buck Peters pointed out the narrow
arroyo, into which Mohave had led his
men the previous night. The Kid sur-
veyed it keenly.

There was plenty of sign of the
cattle that had pessed that way the
previous day. Hard and dry as the
rocks were, o herd of five hundred cows
had left a neap of sign.

The sign oi the herd passed up into
the narrow arroyo, where the cows
must have been driven almost in single
file—not more than two abreast at the
most,

The Kid stared into the arroyo, with
puzzled eyes.

Evidently the stolen herd had been
driven up that narrow, steep ravine.
Vet Buck had told him that, some dis-
tance up it ended in a sheer wall of
rock that was a waterfall in the rainy
season.

Up and down and round about the
Kid hunted for other signs. But there
wwas no other sign to be picked up.

The cattle had gone up the ravine,
and they had not been driven out
again. In the wide radius that the Kid
searched there was not the track of a
single hoof.

“Say, this sure gets my goat!’ said
the Kid, aiter a long silence. “You,
Buck, there ain’t nary doubt that the
cows was. driven up that arroyo. Tho
sign leads there, and nowhere else. And
they never came out again, unless they
walked in the pesky air, without a hoof
touchin’ the ground.”

“T allow it looks like it, sheriffi”
answered the Bar-2 puncher. “But
there ain’t nowhere in that arroyo to
hide a dozem cows, let alome five
hupdred. And they sure never went
out at tho other end, unless they got
wings.”

The Kid grunted,

“I guess there’s suthin’ you didn't
see in the dark,” he said. “I surely
reckon there’s a way out of that ravine
somewhere, and it leads to ihere
Cactus Carter has hidden the cows.”

He stared up the arroyo again,

Narrow, tortuous, steep, it lay silent
in the burning sunshine, to all appear-
ance lifeless and deserted. But the Kid
was well awaro that appearances were
deceptive.

He had no doubt that if the Plug Hat
outfit rode up the arroyo, as the Bar-2
men had done, the same fate would
befall them. Farther up the arroyo,
he had no doubt, the cow thieves were
watching andi waiting. They knew that
pursuers were in the buttes, and they
were not likely to be off their guard.

“That's the way the cows went, and
the rustlers with them, sheriff!” said
Colorado Bill, at last. “We got to get
after the guys.”

The Xid nodded.

“We sure got to get after them,
feller!”” he assented.

Tho sheriff gave his -orders quietly.
The horses were tethered in a bunch,
and left in the lower gulch with one
man on guard. The rest of the Plug
Hat outfit followed the Kid.

The Kid dropped on hands and
knees as he cntered the ravine, crawl-
ing in the cover of rocks and serubs,
with all the caution he had learned in
Indian warfare. He svas well assured
that, farther up, some of the rustlers at
least were on the watch, looking for
pursuit—and the Kid did pot aim to
stop a bullet. In the rngged arroyo,
piled wildly with boulders of all shapes
and sizes, there was ample cover for a
cautious trailer, and the XKid was as
patient as an Apache or a Comanche.
He was content to win his way up the
ravine inch by inch, crawling from
rock to rock, from scrub to scrub,
crouching in cover, waiting whole
minutes to listen, cautious as a panther.
Behind him, his men followed his
cxample, though there were impatient
mutterings and oaths from some of
them. Not a sound, not a sign of
stirring life, greeted them; and to
most of the outfit it seemed that the
arroyo was deserted; that tho rustlers
were gone, and that this slow and
weary work was a waste of time. Yuma
Dan rose heedlessly to his feet to look
about him,

Crack!

From a point high up the arroyo
came the sudden crack of a rifle. Yuma
Dan spun over and rolled on the earth.
He lay groaning with a bullet in his
shoulder.

“Thunder!” ejaculated Colorado Bill.

The Kid gave a snort.

“Keep in cover, you ’uns!” he
snapped. “You aiming to stop lead
with your bone heads? Keep in cover,
dog-gone you!”

A yel]l from the rustlers followed the
shot. The Plug Hat outfit knew the
voice of Cactus Carter.

“J guess we're ready for you, Mister
Sheriff Texas Brown! Are you there,
you durned coyote?” .

“] guess I'm here, Cactus, and I'm
coming a-shooting!” called back the
Kid from behind a boulder.

A bullet crashed on the rock the next
moment. ‘[he reports of six or seven
rifles followed. But the Plug Hat out
fit were keeping carefuily to cover now,
Yuma Dan crawled away, groaning.
The rest of the outfit crept on, inch by
inch. foot by foot. warned now beyond
doubt that the rustlers were watching

{Continued- on page 28.)
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“You durned, pesky bonehead!”
growled the Kid. “ What sort of a hand
did your bunch make of it? Didn't
Mohave run his bunch right under the
guns of the rustlers and get half of
them wiped out, and didn’t the rest cf
you hit the horizon, hell-for-leather?
You was riding, when I saw you agin,
as if you was riding for a prize in a
rodeo.”

Colorado chuckled and Buck Peters
scowled. His hand moved towards the
gun in his belt.

But he did not touch the gun.
Whether the boy sheriff could handle
the rustlers or not, all Plug Hat knew
how swift he was on the draw. The
Bar-2 puncher thought better of it in
tume.

“Waal, I guess I ain’t fooling
around no more,” he grunted. “I'm
hittin’ the trail, to meet Mohave and
bring the Rangers here. I guess we'll
find you moseying around like a bunch
of rubes—if the rustlers ain’t chawed
you up afore we get here!”

And the Bar-2 puncher tramped
down the arroio, mounted his horse
in the gulch below, and rode away for
the prairie.

The Kid gave him no heed.

Once more_he moved along the steep
arroyo, scanning the rocks, the fissures,
the sign of men and harses and cattle.
The sun sank lower behind the buttes,
and the shadows deepened.

Darkness was falling; and what had
not been found in the daylight was not
likely to be found in the dark.

The sheriff of Plug Hat rejoined his
men at last.

“I guess there ain’t nothing to it!”
he growled. “But we ain’t beat yet.
I guess I'm on this trail till I get
Cactus Carter and get them cows back
for the Bar-2! There ain't going to
be no cattle-rustling in Sassafras
county so long’s I’m sheriff! You’uns
are going to ride back to town.”

“And you—"

“Y ain’t quitting,” said the Kid. “I
guess I'm bedding down in these
buttes till T hit the trail of Cactus
Carter. Mebbe the guys will show up
agin when they figure that the coast
is clear., I'm going to keep doggo, and
watch out; and when I want you I
guess I'll get you word. ake my
cayuse with you, and hit the trail. So
ong &s there’s a crowd hyer you can
bet them rustlers will lie as close as
fleas in a Mexican dog!”

Ten minutes later the Rio Kid was
alone in the darkness that was now
thick in the arroyo.

At the bottom of the ravine there was
a trampling of hoofs, a jingling of spur
and bridle, as the Plug Hat posse
mounted and rode away, taking the
Kid’s mustang with them.

The clatter and the jingle died into
{)h(; night, and silence fell on the lonely
uttes.

£ = <> 0

Hands Up!
) [}
M ORNING dawned on the buttes,

and @ long, sunny day drew
towards its close.

In that wilderness of rock
and stone and stunted scrub and cactus
there was no sign of life, save the
lizards that crawled on the rocks, and
sometimes a gaunt, hungry coyote that
crept and whined.

The lonely arroyo lay silent, lifeless,
baking with heat as the sun rose
higher in the blue sky, passed the
zenith, and sank to the west.
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From the gulch below a coyote crept
up the rocky ravine; a wolfish-looking
beast, with flaming, greenish eyes,
sniffing.

It stopped at the spot where Yellow
Dick, the rustler, had fallen in the
fight the day before, and sniffed and
whined. But the Plug Hat men had
“planted ” the slain rustler decently,
and the scavenger of the buttes
scratched and whined in vain. Then
it crept from rock to rock, from bush
to bush, sniffing; and finally thrust its
pointed head and sniffing nose into a
clump of pecan and juntper and wild
vine that grew in the cleft of the rocks.

To all appearance that clump was as
lifeless and deserted as any spot in the
buttes; but the coyote gave a sudden
angry and scared snarl, and withdrew
his sniffing nose, as if it scented a foe
there. And the Rio Kid, hidden in the
tangled scrub, cursed the coyote under
his breath, and longed to draw a six-
gun and loose a bullet on the brute;
but he dared not. For the Kid's game
was silence and caution.

The coyote snarled and sniffed round
the clump. Fluently, but silently, the
Kid cursed the sniffing brute.

For a night and a burning day the
Kid had lain in thai close cover;
silent, patient as an Apache watching
for an enemy. He had food in his
wallet and water in his can; and he
waited and watched, heedless of the
long hours that rolled slowly

Under cover of darkness he had
hidden himself there; and in the day-
light he was invisible—watchful and
wary. Sooner or later, the Kid figured,
the rustlers would show up; and when
they showed up the keenest eye in Texas
would be upon them. If it was a weary
task the Kid had set himself, it was no
new game. Many a time had the boy
outlaw lair deep in cover for a whole
day, while the Rangers hunted and
passed within a few paces of him. And
now that he was a sheriff he had not
forgotten his old patience and cunning.

But the coyote sniffed and sniffed,
and whined, lurking round the clump
where the Kid lay in cover. A shot,
even & shout, would bhave sent the
hungry brute scuttling away in fear;
but the Kid could not venture to utter
a sound, for he knew that at any
moment there might be ears to hear.
And he cursed the sniffing brute whose
hungry curiosity brought him danger
of discovery.

Suddenly from the sniffing animal
camoe & shrieking howl. ‘The Kid
started. The next second the report
of a revolver echoed through the
arroyo.

The Kid caught his breath.

Through the interstices of the clump
of thicket he could see the coyote roll-
ing over on the rocks.

“Search me!” murmured the Kid
and his eyes glinted.

He was no longer alone in the arroyo.
Someone had seen the coyote, and shot
the brute down. In a few moments the
wolfish brute stretched out, still and
silent. There was a sound of footsteps
and voices. The Kid lay close, watch-
ing, listening.

“Say, what’s that, Sandy?” called
out a voice the Kid knew-—the voice
of Cactus Carter, once the king-pin of
Plug Hat, now the cattle-lifter of the
buttes. “Say, what you burning powder
for, you jay?”

“T guess 1t’s a coyote, Cactus,”

“You durned bonehead, guess you
gave me the jumps!” growled Cactus,
with an oath.

“Aw, forget it!” said Sandy Tutt.
“The coast’s clear, you mutt; the Plug
Hat bunch was home in town afore

" rustlers had gone.

dawn. There ain’t hide nor hair of
them left in the buttes.”

The sgeakers were within a dozen
feet of the Kid. He scarcely breathed
as he lay and listeped, and peered
through tge leafy screen that hid him.

There was & trample of hoofs, a
i’ingle of a bridle. Cactus Carter was
cading a horse out of a fissure in the
rock{l side of the arroyo. The Kid
watched him with glinting eyes.

The fissure was not more than four
or five feet wide, seven or eight high—
a natural split in the- rock, left by
volcanic action from distant ages. It
was one of dozens that rived the rocky
sides of the ravine; and it opened like
a tunpel in the cliff. It had been
searched by the sheriff and his men the
day before, along with every other nook
and cranny; and they had found only
an impenetrable wall of rock within, -

But the Kid knew now the way the
At the back of the
fissure was some outlet that was care-
fully hidden from sight. .

There could be no doubt about it, as
Cactus Carter led his horse from the
opening. Another man followed, and
another, each leading a horse. It was
a strange enough sight to see man after
man emerging from the apparently
solid cliff that rose to a height of a
hundred feet over the fissure,

The Kid lay silent in the thicket and
watched.

Cactus Carter mounted his broncho,
and the two men who bad led horses
out after him mourted also. .

“Keep the rock shut, Sandy,” said
Cactus, “and keep your eyes geeled
while I'm away to White Pine.
“You bet!”
“T’ll tell a man that dog-goned
sheriff ain’t through yet, and I'll be
powerful glad when we get the cows
off our hands!” said Cactus. “I guess
1 can fix it up with the cattle-buyer at
White Pine. He don’t ask a lot of
uestions about cows when he can buy
&Jem cheap. And I guess when they’re
turned into beef the Bar-2 boys can
hunt for them all they want.”

“VYou've said it!” chuckled Sandy.

Cactus Carter and his two com-
panions rode down the arroyo, with a
clatter of hoofs and a jingle of spurs.

Sandy Tutt stood looking after them,
lighting & cigarette as he watched the
horsemen disappear down the ravine.

He threw away the match, blew out a
cloud of smoke, and turned back into
the fissure from which the rustlers had
emerged; and as he did so the Rio
Kid drew himself, softly and silently,
from his cover.

Silent as he was, Sandy Tutt perhaps
heard some faint rustle, for he turned
round, his hand, from habitual caution,
falling on a gun. And he gave a con-
vulsive start as he found himself look-
ing into the barrel of a levelled six-

gun. . . .
* Hands tép, ” said the Rio Kid
quietly, “and jest you give one yaup,

. Mister Sandy Tutt, and it’s the last

yaup yow'll give this side of Jordan!
Hands up, you geck., and keep your

bully-beef trap shut!®

[t} <S> SS<B> <>
The Rustlers’ Secret.

[} S>> <>
ANDY TUTT stared Dblankly,
S almost unbelievingly, at the
sheriff of Plug Hat. The ghost
of the Rio Kid could not have

gtartled him more
For an instant his hand closed con-
vulsively on the butt of a gun. The



Kid’s eyes, his levelled Colt,
glinted.

“Don't!” he said softly.

And Tutt did not draw the gun.
There was death in the grim, levelled
tubo only three or four feet from him;
death in the clear, sieady eyves that
glinted over it.

Had the gun left his holster the red-
haiced rustler would have fallen a dead
man before he could lift it, and Sandy
Tutt knew it. Slowly. his eves burning
with rage, he relinquished the gun and
lifted his hands above his head.

“That's hoss-sense!” said the Kid

over

approvingly.

“Dog-gone  you'!” muttered the
rustlor, his voice ick

with rage. “Dog-gone

vour hide, yon pesky lobo-
wolf ! What you doing
here?"’

The Kid smiled.

“I guess I'm holding up
a gol-darned bush-
whackor {”” he answered.
“And I guess I'm sure
going to give him his
ticket for soup if he speaks
above a whisper! You
give one yaup, you pesky
gink, and it's you for the
coyotes and the buz-
zards {”

The rustler panted with
rage; but he kept his
hands above his head; and
he did not venture to call
out. His life hung on a
thread, and well the
rustler was aware of it.

The clattering hoof-beats
of the riders had died
away in the distance.
Little dreaming of what
was happening in the
arroyo, Cactus Carter and
his companions wero rid-
ing by lonely gulches and
mountain paths, for the
distant camp of White
Pine. But {:ow close at
hand the rest of the gang
might be, the Kid did not
know—all he knew was
the fissure under the cliff
led into the socret den of
the rustlers.

He drew nearer
Sandy Tutt, keeping him
covered, and jerked the re-
volver and knife from his belt, and
dropped them into a deep crevice of
the rocks. Tutt did not venturo to
rg's(iist. though his cyes burned at the

id.

“1 guess you're better without your
hardware, ler,” said the Kid
amiably. “Keep them paws in the air.
I ain’t honing to spill your juice; but
if you got a kick coming youw’re a dead
!gl')g-wo f, and you don’t want to forget
it!

The Kid jerked off the rustler’s neck-
scarf,

“Now turn round, you geck. and put
your paws behind you!” he said.

“1 guess—"

“T'm waiting " zaid the Kid, and he
made a significant gesture with the
Colt. “If you'd rather be left here
cold meat you only got to kick. I
ain’t pertickler; I guess I'd blow your
roof off as soon as not!"

Cursing under his breath, Sandy Tutt
turned his hands behind him, and the
Kid bound his wrists securely together
with the scarf. The rustler was a help-
less prisoner now, and the Kid holstered
his ‘gun.

“You sure are a good little man, and
know how to do as you’re told,” said

Every Tuesday.

she Kid amiably. “I reckon vou'll live
to be hanged yet, if you keep on being
careful! Now I guess you're going
on a leetle pasear with this baby.”

Tutt faced him again, gritting his
tecth.

“You figure Kou’re getting me to
Plug Hat?” he hissed.

“Not in your lifetime, old-timer! I
ain’t taking you anywherc—you're
taking me!”

“I gucss I don’t savvy!” muttered
Tutt.

The Kid laughed.

“Wo're going into the locked canyon,
feller,” he answered; ‘‘tho shebang
that you and Cactus was talking of.

_to The Kid bound up the rustler, and then gagged him with strips of his own clothing.

And 1 guess this is the way to the front
door!” added the Kid, with a nod
towards the fissure in the cliff.
“You're missing your guess!” mut-
tered Tutt. “I shore don’t know a
thing about any locked canyon——"
“Why, you pesky gink,” said tho
Kid, “ain’t I wise to it that you've got
a secret way out of this arroyo, and
ain’t I been watching from cover ever
since I sent the boys home to Plug Hat
last night? I guess I'd have found it
without your help now that I know
where to look; but I reckon it will
sa.\'lo"time if you guide me. Get a move

“I'll tell & man——-"

“Quit chewing the rag and get a
movo on, feller!”

The Kid grasped the rustler’s arm
and moved him on into the fissure. At
tha opening there was a glimmer of
light from the sunshine that streamed
down into the arroyo; but, farther on,
the fissure was gloomy and shadowy.
When the Kid had searched it the day
before, he had found only solid rock
at the end of it, as in a score of other
fissures that rived the rugged sides of
the arroyo. But the Kid knew now
that there must be a way through.

Tho Kid watched and listened in-

5

tently as he moved along the rugged
fissure, kolding the rustler by the arm.
Whether the rctreat of the rustlers was
near at hand, or at a distance, he did
not know; but he was ready for a foe
at every stop.

He peered about Lim in the gloom,
with a grip on the rustler's arm. He
felt a quiver run through Sandy Tutt,
and knew that he was thinking of tear-
ing looso and making a sudden break
in the darkness. And suddenly Tutt
felt a sharp point pressed to his ribs.
It was the point of the Kid’s bowie-
knife.

“You want to be good, feller I” mur-
mured the Kid,

¢ 1 guess
this’ll keep you from yapping and giving the alarm ! *’ grinned the young sherifi.

Tutt shuddered.

“I guess it’s vour say-so, sheriff !” he
muttered hoarsely.

“Xeep chewing on that!” advised
the Kid.

The Kid's eyes gradually became
accustomed to the dim twilight that
reigned in the rocky fissure under the
clif. He moved on slowly with the
rustler in the gloom.

When the Kid had explored the fis-
sure the provious day it had extended
about fiftcen feet into the cliff, and
there ended, to all appearance, in solid
rock. But now, when the Kid had
paced that distance the way ahead was
no longer closed.

The fissure narrowed more and more,
till there was scarce spuce for a horse
to be led through, cr a cow driven.
Then it suddenly widened into a
cavern hollowed in the heart of tho
mountain. Far in the distance the
Kid caught a glimmer of daylight,
where the great cavern evidently had
another outlet.

“Say, this sure is cute!” said tho

i
Sandy Tutt grunted savagely.
“J sure guessed you might have left
the door open, as you was going back,”
THE Porurtar—No. 606.
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smiled the Kid.
jumped on gou sudden, feller, I guess
you've saved me the trouble of: hunting
1t.
Where the fissure ran into the
cavern a great rock had barred the
way; but it was now rolled aside.

The Kid examined it curiously.

It was a huge mass, far beyond the
strength of one man to move. A couple
of stout pine saplings stood leaning on
it, and the Kid guessed that they were
used as levers for shifting the big
rock.

“I’l] say this is cute!” said the Kid
admiringly. “I guess a galobt might
hunt around for a week and never get
wise to it that that rock would shift!
1 allow that Cactus Carter has got his
eye-teeth cut, feller.”

A muttered curse answered him.

The secret of the rustlers’ retreat was
plain to the Kid now. Evidently Cactus
Carter had hit on the fissure leading
into the cavern, and had figured that
it would make the safest Liding-place
in the buttes, with a rock to close it
against pursuit. And when the rock
was closed it made an . immovable
barrier.

“I guess,” said the Kid, “that I'd
have ga.d to blast that rock with giant
powder if I’d found it shut, feller. But
I guess I'd have done it, once I knowed
this was the way into your den. But
you sure have saved me a heap of
trouble.”

“You goin’ on?” muttered Tutt.

“Sure !”

The Kid caught the glitter in the
rustler’s eyes, and laughed softly.

“I'm sure goin’ on,” he said; “but
1 guess your pards ain’t going to shoot
me up, Sandy; not if this baby knows
it. Say, when Cactus comes back I
guess he gives a signal to be let in.
That rock can’t be moved from outside.
If it could, I’d sure have found it out
yesterday. Say, what's the signal?”

“Three taps on the rock with- the
butt of a gun!” grunted Sandy Tutt.

The XKid looked round. The farther
opening of the cavern, where the day-
light gleamed, was at least three
hundred yards away.

“Then I guess you keep a man on

uard hero,” he sald. “A tap wouldn’t
ge heard from the canyon yonder.”

“You've said it,” grunted Tutt.
“There’s always a man on guard in
the cavern; we done take it in turns
to keep watch here, when anv of the
bunch are out of the shebang.

“There ain’t a guy here now, I
reckon, only you. I figure you was
going to keep watch?”

“Yep !”

“Waal, I guess I'm leaving you
here, and you can keep watch all you
want,” said the Kid cheerily., “I'll
leave the rock open, because I might
want to quit sudden; but I reckon the
guys yonder won't know; they’ll sure

figure youre keeping tabs here.
You're going to take a rest, hombre.”
Sandy Tutt cursed, softly but

luridly, as the Kid, with strips of the
rustler’s own clothing, bound his legs,
and laid him down on the rocky Roor
of the cavern. But his cursing ceased
as the Kid gagged him, carefully and
scientifically.

Leaving the rustler lying on the
rocky floor, the Kid, gun in hand, went
forward through the great cavern,
heading for the gleam of daylight far
ehead. ’
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A Surprise for the Kid!
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“SHOT " murmured the Kid.

He had reached the opening
of the cavern and, keeping in
cover, looked out at what lay

beyond.

What the Kid saw was a “locked
canyon; that is, a canyon surrounded
entirely by high cliffs, shut in by in-
accessible rocks. It was, perhaps, a
dozen acres In extent; and the cliffs
rose round it almost like walls.

Down one cliff came leaping a atream
from the uplands high above, in a mist
of spray, forming a pool where it fell,
and flowing away across the canyon.
Along it grew trees, pecan, and coutton-
wood, and over almost the whole extent
of the locked canyon the grass was
thick and rich. It was one of those
fertile spots, of which there were
many, hidden away in the remote
recesses of the arid buttes.

The Kid watched the scene before
him with keen, interested eyes. There
were cattle feeding in the hidden
canyon, or lying at rest in the grass—
hundreds of them; and some of the
cows were near enough for the Kid to
discern the brand of the Bar-2 on them.
He was looking at the herd that had
been run off from the Bar-2 ranch a
couple of days ago.

“Sho!” repeated the Kid.

At a short distance from the cavern’s
mouth was a group of huts, under the
wide-spreading branches of a huge
cottonwood-tree, evidently the quarters
of the rustlers.

. Three or four men were in sight, sit-
ting on a log, playing poker with a
deck of greasy cards. Another could
bo seen among the horses in a roughly-
built corral. Others, doubtless, were 1n
the huts. From one of these—probably
used as a cook-house—smoke was rising.
The Kid’s eye followed the. thin
spiral of smoke as it rose.

Before it reached the height of the
towering cliffs that surrounded the
canyon It was dispersed by the wind;
there was no danger of the smoke be-
traying the hidden den of the rustlers.

“T’'ll say Cactus knows his business,
from A to izzard!” the Rio Kid mur-
mured to himself.,

Lying at the mouth of the cavern,
from which the ground sloped gently
down into the canyon, the Kid watched,
unseen. His eyes ran over. the herds
that fed or lolled in the grass.

Five hundred cows had been driven
off the Bar-2; but there werc at least
a thousand head of cattle in the canyon.
The Kid’s keen eyes picked out several
brands—the White Star, the Lazy Nine,
the Flying-O, and several others, as
well as the Bar-2.

There had been many raids on the
ranches in Sassafras county and the
stolen cattle had disappeared without
leaving a trace behind. The sheriff
of Plug Hat knew now how and why.

But the cows, the Kid figured, did
not remain long there—there was not
feed enough for a large herd for a leng
time. He figured that the brands were
blotted, and the cows driven away by
secret paths through the buttes, to be
disposed of at a distance to dealers
who bought cheap and asked no
questions.

A fire was burning near the huts, and’

occasionally one of the rustlers threw
a handful of fuel on 1t. A cowman like
the Kid was not perplexed to know why
a fire was burning on a sultry after-
noon. Presently, while he watched, a
man came out of one of the huts, with
& running-iron in his hand. He

glanced towards the group of poker
players, and called, and his voice came
clearly to the Kid from the distance.

“Say, you'uns, you get your ropes.”
Ho stooped, and thrust the iron iuto
the red heart of the fire.

“Aw, can it, Missouri!’” answered
one of the poker-players. “There sure
ain’t no durned hurry!”

“]1 guess if them cows ain’t ready
when Cactus comes back to-morrow
there will be trouble!” said Missouri. -
“Quit that game, you gecks, and get
in the cows! We got a lot to brand
'eft,’a.nd there ain’t a lot of daylight
eft,”

Unwillingly, the ruffians left their
cards. Several more men came out of
the huts and joined them. There were
more than a dozen of the rustlers in the
Kid's sight now, and probably more

out of his sight. He lay still and
watched.
e had seen brand-blotting done

before, and it was nothing new to him.
cow was lassoed, and dragged,

struggling -and bellowing, to the fire,

where it was thrown down and held.

Missouri drew the hot iron from the
fire, and proceeded to alter “the brand
on the thick hide, to an accompani-
ment of frantic bellowing from the
cow.

It was = Bar-2 cow, and across the
horizontal bar of the brand Missouri
marked an upright, turning it into a
cross. After the “2” he branded a
round “0.” The Kid watched witn a
grim interest. The brand-blotter was
slick at his work, and evidently an old
hand.

In a few minutes the Bar-2 cow was
branded Cross-20, and allowed to run
loose on the grass again; and Mohave
Dave himself, had he seen it, could not
have said that it was a Bar-2 animal
now.

Another cow took its place, roped in,
and held for the running-iron. This
was a White Star ecow; and the run-
ning-iron drew a circle round the star,
changing the brand to Circle Star. Cow
after cow passed under the running-
iron, keering the rustlers busy, while
the sun sank lower over the buttes and
shadows lengthened in the locked

canyon. .
The Kid was thinking as he watched.
He knew the secret of the rustlers’

den now. For & night and a long day

he had remained in cover in the arroyo,

and his patience had been rewarded.
Now he had to get out and hit Plug
Hat, and bring the posse back to

round up the rustlers.

It was four hours, at least, on foot
to the cow town; but the ride back
would be swift. Night was falling, and
he would be back with his men soon
after midnight. Bur in the interval he
reckoned that the guard would be
changed. it was likely, at the moving
rock—which meant giving the alarm to
the rustlers. And the Kid, thinking
it out, waited.

The brand-blotting ceased at last, as
tho shadows deepened. The Sfire . died
down, and liglhts gleamed from some
of the huts. The stars came out over-
head, and in their glimmer the Kid
watched the rustlers gather to a meal”
outside the cookhouse.

And then came what he was waiting
for—one of the gang left the rest, and
came tramping up the sloping ground
towards the cavern. And the Kid drew
back into the darkness. It was the
man whom the others bad called
Missour1 who was coming; and the Kid
figured that he was to rclieve Sandy
Tutt at the entrance.

(Continued on page 28:)
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Missouri came tramping into the
cavern.  'The ecanyon wag deep in
shadow %how, and tho interior of the
cavern, was bluckness iself. But the
burly rustler strade on like one who
knew tho way well. His heavy loots
clumped noisily on tho rocky floor, aud
he dick not hear the faintest sound us
the Rio hid {ollowed him through ihe
cavern.

The burly rullian reached the end of
the cavern, whero the fissure led out
into the arroyo. There ho stopped,
and starcd about him in the deep
gloowm.

“Say, Sandy I he called out. “You
all-fired geck, you gone to sleep, and
left thoe rvock open, you bonehead.
Say~—  Thunder!”

He. .broke off, gasping, as a hand
was gripped on tho back of his neck.
and. the muzzle of a revolver pressed
to his side.

“Quiet!” whispered the Rio Kid.

“Dog-gone  my  cats!”  gasped
Missouri.  “If  that’s you [ooling,
Sapdy——"

.

“1 _guess it ain’t Sandy,” murmured
the Kid. “I¢’s tho sherifft of Plug

“That’s tho lot!"” =aid the Kid.

And the rustler was silent.  Quietly,
deftly, the Kid relieved him of his gun
and jerked off his greasy ncck-scarf.

“Put your paws togother—here!”
‘T'he ‘Kidig-voice camo from the gloom.
“You want to act jost like a pet lamb,
feller, or you go. over the range so
quick it will make your head swim.”

In a few minutes Missouri was bound
and gagged. From the darkness, the
eyes of Sandy Tutt were gleaming wp
like a cat’s.

The Kid chuckled sofils.

The rustlers, he figured, il they heeded
ihat Sandy Tutt did not come to the
locked canyon, would naturally reckon
that he was remaining with Missouri.
Anyhow, he had to take tho chance.
It was for the Kid now to light out
burn the wind for Plug Hat, and. get
back with the posse. .

Likcly encugh he would find the rock
door still open when he camc; but it
the rustlers, in the meantime, found it
open, and shut it they would not kuow
what had happoened, for Sandy Tt
and Missouri would riot be there to_rell
them. And a charge. of giant powder
would open the rock from the outside.

{ DOWN BY THE SEA!
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The Kid dragged Sandy Tutt (o his
feet, freeing his legs from the ‘honds.
lﬂfe bound his right arm” to Missouri's
cft.

“Now you want to move!” mur-
mured the Kid; and the two rustlers
stumbled before him, out of the rock
doorway, into the fissure that led into
the arroyo.  “I ain’t walking you to
town, vou guys; I guess I'll walk you
to a safe place and leave you tied to a
tree, and you'll sure have time to chow
on it that it’s a poor gathe to rastlo
cows while this baby is sheriff of Dlug
Hat!”

They emerged frora the fissuro into
the open ravine. .

To take the two prisoners fo a safo
distance, leave them safe and silent,
and then hit for Plig Hat, was tho
Kid’s intention: ~ But that intention
was, never carried out,

Tho arroyo lay silent under the din
light of the stars. But as the Kidd
emerged from the fissure into the open
air, there was a sudden sound and a
moveracni. His hand flew to a gun,
but at the same moment the muzzle of
a tifle was clamped to his chest.

“Hands up!” came a cold,
voice. “ Hands up, you durned vustler

And a quiver ran through the Rio
Kid. Jor he knew that voice; every
hard, metallic tone in it was familiar
to Lis ears. It was the voico of Mnule-
Kick Hall, the captain of the Texas
Rangers !

The Ric Kid, alias Texas Brown,

hard
'!l

Hat,~you gink, and if you touch a gun
or give a yaup, you get yours!™
“Carry me homo to die!” gaspad
Missotiri.
“Keep your month shut, you gink ;™
The muzzle of the Colt, griuding
into the iastlew’s ribs, emphasized the

will be given. .

;
)
!

thousands of dandy free gifts,
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sherilf of Plug Hat was in the hands
;)f iheé enemics who had so long bunicd
!

THE END.
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HE Rio Kid stood. quite still.
Seldom or never was the Kid
“rattled.”” Long had danger
dogged the footsteps of the boy
outlaw of the Rio Grande. But it had
found him always cool as ice, with a
perve of iron. Death in many forms
had menaced him, but it had never
made the colour waver in the Kid's
sunburnt cheeks.

But now, he knew, it wavered—if his
face oould have been seen in the dim
starlight and under the shadow of his
Stetson hat. The cold, bard, steely
voice of Mule-Kick Hall falling unex-
pectedly on his ears had sent a chill
to_the Kid’s very heart. It was the
voice - of the Ranger captain, not the
pressure of a rifle-muzzle to his breast,
that sent the chill througn the Kid. It
was said all through Texas that Jim
Hall, the Ranger, never failed in the
long run to get his man; and the Rio
Xid, who bad beaten him, mocked him,
eluded him, and derided him, sometimes
had wondered whether, after all, the
Ranger was destined to get him. And
50, for the moment, it seemed as if the
coils of Fate were closing round the
boy outlaw when a rifle was clamped
to his breast and the steely voice of the
Ranger ordered him to put his hands

up.
“Pronto !”” rapped out Jim Hall.
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It was not Hall who held the rifle.
A burly Rapger held if, jammed at the
Kid’s breast, ﬁnfer on trigger; and by
him were several other shadowy figures,
with rifles or six-guns bearing on the
Kid—ready to riddle him with bullets
if he ventured to touch a weapon.
Mule-Kick . Hall-—slight, spare, with his
hard sun-dried face like a mask—stood
nearest the Kid; there was a revolver
in his hand, but he had not lifted it.
Following Hall’s' sharp word there

was a second’s pause; and then the Rio
Kid lifted his hands above his Stetson

hat.

But the Kid had recovered from the
surprise now. X{ he had been “rattled,”
it was only for a second or two. He
kpew that in the dimness of the lonely
arroyo in the heart of the buttes it was

impossible for any man in the Rangers
to recognise him; it flashed into his
mind after the first shock that Jim Hall
did not know that he was the Rio Kid.
?lm Hall evidently was there to hunt
or Cactus Carter and his gang of
rustlers, and coming on the Kid in the

i gloom, he had taken him for one of the

gang. Only a few seconds were needed
to t;nake that clear to the Kid’s quick
Wiis.

He drew a long, deep breath.

He was not cinched yet! Hall did
not know him—could not know him
unless he saw his face in the light—and
he was not dreaming at that moment
of the Rio Kid. And it was the Kid's
game to leave him in the dark. It was
long since the Kid had followed an
outlaw trail; and now—for the nonce,
at least—he was “Texas Brown,”
Sheriff of Plug Hai; and he figured
that there were some in Hall’s outfit
who knew him as the Plug Hat sheriff.
The game was not up yet for the Kid—
not by long chalks.

“Say, fellers!”” The Kid's voice was.
cool and drawling, but not wholly like
his usual tones—for the Kid was an
adept at disguising the tonmes of his
voice, as he had often had need to do
in his wild days as an outlaw. “Say,
vou’uns, what's this game? Texas
Rangers holding up a sheriff I”

Mule-Kick Hall started.

“Sheriff be boiled '’ he snapped. “I1
guess the hot place is full of such
sheriffs, you durned rustler I’

“Forget it, feller I”” said the Kid. “I
guess there’s guys along with your outfit
that know the Sheriff of Plug Hat.”

“What do you mean?”’ snapped Hall.
“Speak low; I guess the rest of the
gang ain’t fur away, and if you give
them a call, it’s the last thing you’ll
ever do, Mister Rustler-Sheriff {”

Hall stooped his head under the brim
of the Kid's Stetson and stared at him.
The Kid did not move a muscle. * He
knew that it was too dark for recogni-
tion, sharp as Hall's eyes were.

And in the vicinity of the rustlers,
with danger of a sniping shot from
behind every rock, Hall was not likely
to scratch a match.

The Kid gave a low laugh with a
sound of sheer amusement. .

“T guess it's 0.K., feller,” he said.
“Tl -Eprove it up to you that I'm
Sheriff of Plug Hat. I got two of the
rustlers prisoners; I was bringing them
out with me. I guess if you use your
eyes you'll see that they’re tied together
like a pair of turkeys—-"’

“That's so,” said another voice.
“These hyer two gufs are tied up and
gagged, Captain Hall.”

Hall turned from the Kid to look at
the two bound men, whom the Kid had
been waIking out of the fissure in the
steep_side of the ravine when he was

seized by the Rangers. .

“Keep your hands up, hombre,” said
Hall. “I guess we want to be
satisfied.”

“Jest as long as you_like, feller,”
said the Kid amiably. “But as soon ‘as
youw're durned well satisfied 'l show
you the way to the rustlers and to the
herd they run off from the Bar-2.".

“Say, you located them?” exclaimed
an eager voice—the voice of Mohave
Dave, foreman of the Bar-2. The burl;
foreman moved forward. “Say, Hall,
I guess this galoot is the Sheriff ,uf
Plug Hat—the kid sheriff they’ve
electﬁd since}a1 theklsast two was shot up
by the rough-necks.” .

y“You’vegsaid it,”’ smiled the Kid,
«And I sure did tell you, Mohave, that
yow'd no call to fetch in the Rangers,



and that me and my posse would put

paid to the rustlers.”

“You sure did!’ grunted Mohave.
“But I guess %xis hye,x; is a man’s work,
Mister Texas Brown. .
: “Aw—can it!” snapped the Kid.
“You sure have been like a dog with
a burnt tail since you run your bunch
into an ambush in this arroyo, and the
rustlers wiped you out. I guess I'vo
Jocated them cows, and found out where
the rustlers hide themselves; and I was
jest hitting for Plug Hat to fetch my
men when you’uns dropped on me. But
1 reckon }’ll let vou act. Hall, now
that you're on the spot, and save time.
And I’'m ready to guide you as soon as
you give the word.”

Mule-Kick Hall did not reply for a
moment. He was giving his attention
to Missouri and Sandy Tutt, the two
rustlers whom the Kid had captured.

“They sure are tied up and gagged,”
he said, and the suspicion was gono
from his voice now. “These two guys
belong to Cactus Carter’s crowd, Mister
Brown ?”’

“Sure I’’ answered the Kid. “They're
called Missouri and Sandy Tutt—and

- they was good enough to let me rope
them up like lambs. Vou don’t want
to let them yaup; the rustlers would
hear a yell from here, and there’s more
than a dozen of the gang—gunmen, the
whole crowd of them.”’

Hall spoke a muttered word or iwo,
and the two bound rustlers were led
away in the arroyo by one of his men.
He made a sign, and the rifle was
removed from the Xid's breast;
weapons were all lowered. It was clear
to Hall and his men that the man they
had seized was Texas Brown, Sheriff of
Plug Hat, and it did not enter their
minds that at other times and in other
places he had had another name that
was well known to them.

“Sorry, Mister Brown!” sald Hall
grufly.  “I guess you know that a
guy’s got to be on his guard. Mohave
Dave fetched us up from Blue Grass to
hunt for the rustlers and the cows
they've stolen from the Bar-2, and we
hit this arroyo after sundown. We was
combing it in the dark, when he
spotted you coming out eof that hole,
and I guess we had to make sure.
surely reckonad you was onme of the

[T

gang in the dark

“0.K., sir”’ said the Kid cheerily.
*There ain’t no harm done; and I'm
sure glad to meet up with you boys.

- T’d have had to hoof 1t to Plug Hat to
fetch my men, and I guess that’s a good
four hours on the hoof. Now you're
here you can handle the gang.”

“Sure I’ said Hall. “But Buck
Peters, of the Bar-2, who's along with
us, allowed that there wasn’t a sign of
how the cows had been driven out of
this arroyo. The trail comes up this
ravine, but there ain’t no way out—
thot’s what Buck allows.”

“It’s a cinch,” came the voice of the
Bar-2 puncher. “I’ll tell a man, it's a
dog-goned mystery what become of
them cows—and the rustlers, too ”

“Mister Brown says he’s located
them,”” grunted Mohave.

“Sure!” said the Kid. “And I'm
waiting for you’uns. I guess,” went

on the Kid innocently, “that you'll be
Jim Hall. 1 heard that you was down
to Blue Grass hunting for some fire-bug
from the Rio Grande.”

“Pm Jim Hall. I guess I'm pleased
to meet up with you, sheriff I”” said the
Reonger captain in a more friendly
tone. “I’'ve heard a whole heap about
how gu’ve cleaned up the town of
Plug Hat, that was ti'e wildest hole in
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Texas. They say that the rough-necks
will feed out of your hand now.”

“1 allow that Plug Hat has changed
some since I been sheriff,”’ answered
the Kid.

“Where’s the cows?” muttered the
Bar-2 foreman. “You allow that
you've located the herd, sheriff.”

“You've said it.”

“Is got me beat,” said Hall
‘““We've been combing this arroyo, and
I guess I ain't wise to any way they
could drive the cows out, unless they got
wings.”

The Kid made a gesture towards the
fissure from which he had emerged.

“That's the way,”” he said. * That
hole lecads into a cavern, and on the
other side of the cavern is a locked
canyon. - There’s a big rock they use

to shut the entrance, but it’s open
now.”

“You been threugh?”

“Sure! And seen the Bar-2 cows
and a heap more,” said the Kid.

“They been blotting the brands, all
ready to drive them out of the buttes
and sell them. I sure watched them at
work.”

“The gol-darned skunks!” breathed

Mohave. *“8ay, is Cactus Carter to
home, sheriff 7’
“Nope! Hoc’'s ridden over to White

Pine with two of his bunch. But the
rest of the crowd are there.”
“You have sure got posted,” said

Hall.

guess I been . keeping tabs on
them,’” said the Kid. “Ain’t I Sheriff
of Plug Hat? And ain’t it my business
to round up the rustlers? Say, if
ou’re ready I guess I’'m the guy to
ead you.”

“Get on,” said Hall.

“This-a-way !’ said the Kid, and he
turned back into the fissure under the
high cliff.

Mule-Kick Hall followed him, and
after him camec the rest of the Rangers
—twenty men, gun in hand.

And, dim as it was in the open
arroyo, the Sheriff of Plug Hat was
glad to get into the darkness of the
cavern under the buttes. He was with
friends—so long as they could not see
the face of the Rio Kid. But if dis-
covery came—and at any chance
moment it might come—if Mule-Kick
Hall learned that the boy Sheriff of
Plug Hat was the Rio Kid, the outlaw
he was hunting——

The Kid’s nerve was of iron, but as
he went with the Rangers he knew that
he was walking with death,

S>> 1]

Rounding up the Rustlers!
W) m}
HE Rio Kid led the way in dense
darkness. From the fissure in
the rocky side of the arroyo

the Rangers entered the great
One of the men stumbled and

I

cavern.
cursed. .

“] guess we want a light herel”
grunted Mohave Dave,

“Youll sure get a bullet as soon as
you get a light, feller,”” said the Kid.
“This cavern is open to the locked
canyon, and I guess the rustlers ain’t
asleep yet. Kcep close, you'uns; I
know the way like a book.”

“Lead on!” came Hall’s quie} voice.

“Sure! Keep close.”

The rock door was open, as the Kid
had left it. The Rangers filed through
the narrow aperture into the cavern,
and the Kid led the way onward in
darkness so dcnse that the Rangers
could not sece one another. But faintly,
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far ahead, showed a paich that was
less dark; it was the opening of the
cavern in the canyon-side,

The Rangers tramped through the
cavern after their guide. They reached
the end of the great cavern at last and
stood looking down the slope from the
opening into the locked canyon.

There was a glimmer of stars in the
sky, showing the canyon surrounded by
steep, inaccessible cliffs, glimmering on
the winding stream, revealing here and
there the form of a sleeping cow in
the thick grass.

The group of huts under the big
cottonwood were invisible; but two or
three lights twinkling through the dark-

‘ness showed where they were located.

“That’s the lay-out?’’ asked Mule-

Kick Hall. He was close to the side
of the Kid.
“Sure!” answered the Kid. “And

the rustlers fignre that the rock’s closed.
and one of the gang on the watch there.
I guess they’re going to get a surprise.”’

“They sure are !’ said Hall grimly.

“Say, this is going to be pie!” mur-
mured Mohave Dave. “I take back
all I've said about you being a bone-
head, sheriff; you sure have done
trailed down that cow-stealin’ bunch!”

Mule-Kick Hall stood staring hard
down into the canyon in the dim glim-
mer of starlight. %‘he Kid kept a little
back from the opening; dim as the
starlight was, he did not want it to fall
on his face.

“You see them lights under the big
cottonwood 2’* said the Kid. “That’s
where the huts are. I reckon I’ve done
sized up this location by daylight.
There’s nigh a thousand head of cattle
in this canyon—and the Bar-2 herd
among them. I guess you'll find the
rustlers in a bunch at the huts, Mister
]Ha],l’——pluying poker and soaking boot-
e

2.

Hall nodded.

“I reckon it’s a clean-up!”’ he said.
“You sure are some sheriff, Mister
Texas Brown; and I guess I'll be glad
of your help after we’ve rounded up
this bunch.”

“How come ?” asked the Kid.

“I guess we’re in this country lookinﬁ
for a fire-bug called the Rio Kid,
answered Hall. “You’ve heard of that
guy ?’)

The Kid smiled in the dark.

“T guess all Texas has heard of him,”
he answered. “You reckon that that
all-ired guy has located in Sassafras
county 1’

“We've traced him as far as Blue
Grass,” answered Hall; “and I guess
Plug Hat was jest the kind of burg he
would make for. Mebbe he’s one of
the gang we’re going to round up
now.,”’

“Mebbe I” murmured the Kid.

“I allow that the Kid never was a
cow-stealer, boss,”” said one of the
Rangers. “1 sure shall be surprised
if we find the Rio Kid in cahoots with
a cow-stealin’ bunch.”

Hall made no reply to that. His
long and unsuccessful hunt for the boy
outlaw of the Rio Grande had em-
bittered him. The Kid had given him
the first defeat he had known since he
had been a captain of the Rangers.
His ears did not welcome good words
concerning the Kid.

“Three of you stop here and keep
tabs, in case any of the gang make a
break this way,” he said. “The rest
of you follow me.”

He picked out the three who were to
remain on guard in the cavern, and
the rest followed him down the slope
into the canyon. The Kid remained

Ter Popurar.—No. 607.
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whoro he was, and Hall glanced back
ot him

“You moseying along, sherif?” he
asked. i "
«I guess I'll root here, Mister Hall,
answered the Kid. “Being sheriff, I
sin’t used to actingI under any other
guy’s orders; and guess you don’t
want to act under mine.” .
“You've said it,” assented Hall, with
a short laugh.  “I guess this 1s my
funeral now I've taken it in hand.

Follow on, boys.” . .

And the Ranger captain led his men
down the slope into the locked canyon,
and they disappeared into the shadows.

“The Kid stood looking from _the
cavern’s mouth, breathing hard. Near
him, half-seen in the gloom, were the
three Rangers left to watch. They had
no suspicion of him; to them he was
Texas Brown, Sheriff of Plug Hat.
Likely enough they would not have
known him even in the light; there
were few men in Texas to whom the
Kid’s handsome face was known. Mule-
Kick Hall was one of the few, and he
knew the Kid as well as he knew his
own face in the glass. But Mule-Kick
was gone now-little dreaming that he
had left behind him the outlaw whom
he would rather have captured than all
the cattle-lifters in the Lone Star State.

The XKid had come through the
ordeal. He had no further ooncern
about the rustlers and the stolen herd;
he knew that that matter could safely
be left in the hands of Jim Hall and
his Rangers. It was the Kid's game
to keep out of Hall’s sight; he was
done now with Cactus Carter’s gang.
He stood looking down into the canyon
for a fow minutes, and then Qurned.

“Say, sheriff, you beating it 1” asked
one of the Rangers, peering at him in

the gloom. - A

“lgeller," said the Kid, “I guess Jim
Hall can handle this funeral, and-he
don’t want any help from this baby.
T've been on the trail forty hours,
feller, and I guess that what I want
most is to crawl into my leetle bunk.
Jim Hall can see me agin at Plug Hat
any time he wants. So-long!”’

“So-long, sheriff 1" said the Rangers.

The Kid walked back through the
savern, passed the rock doorway and
the fissure, and strode out into the
arroyo. .

_He broathed deep in the fresh open
air.

“Say, Kid,” he murmured to himself,
as he moved down the steep arroyo in
the dim starlight—*“say, you got to
watch out now—you sure got to watch
out! Jim Hall is certain sure to ride
to Plug Hat to see the sheriff; and it
won’t be dark then, and if he sees the
sheriffi—dog-gone my cats, I guess he
will open his eyes some!”

The Xid laughed softly.

He strode away down the arroyo to
the gulch below. In the gulch were
tethered the Rangers’ horses, with four
men on guard over them. The Kid
would have been glad to borrow a
horse; but the less he saw of the
Rangers, and the less they saw of him,
the better he liked it. And he threaded
his way. silently among the rocks and
passed them unseen.

As he tramped away down the gulch
towards the prairie there was a sudden
burst of rifle-fire in the quiet of the
night.

The Kid stopped for a moment or
two to listen, ’

Crack, crack, crack!

There was sudden and heavy firing,
and it was evident that the Rangers
were now at close quarters with the
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rustlers in the locked canyon. But the
Kid had no doubt of the outcome of
the conflict; the rustlers, taken by sur-
g\r;se and outnumbered, had no chance.
With the firing still echoing and ring-
m% in his ears, he trampeg down the
gulch to the prairie and set his face in
;lIle direction of the cow town of Plug
at.
His brow was dark and his thoughts
were busy as he neared the cow town.
The Kid had plenty of food for thought.
Now that Hall and the Rangers were
on the spot it looked as if the Kid's
game as Sheriff of Plug Hat was up.
He had played a good game as sheriff,
and ho had Plug Hat—once the wildest
camp in Texas—feeding from his hand.
But that did not alter the fact that he
was the Rio Kid, outlaw, with a reward
of a thousand dollars on his head.
Prudence urged him to mount the
grey mustang as soon as he reached
the cow town and hit the horizon and
escape the danger that was now close
and pressing. But prudence ncver had
weighed heavily with the Rio Kid.
And it irked him to think of going
back to the outlaw trail, to lonely
camps in the chaparral, to the old
hunted life. He thought of it, and
thought of it again; but he shook his
head, his face set and obstinate, and a
glint in his eyes. He was no longer
the Rio Kid; he was Texas Brown,
Sheriff of Plug Hat—and Sheriff of
Plug Hat he was going to stay, in
spite of Mule-Kick Hall and all the
Rangers in Texas!

., ]

A Puzzle!
[ m]

JIM HALL stood by the group of

huts in tho locked canyon under

the big cottonwood as the sunrise

glimmered over the buttes.
There was a dark, thoughtful frown on
the tanned face of the Ranger captain;
he seemed like 2 man wrestling with
some mental problem.

The fighting in the locked canyon
had been short and sharp; the Sheriff
of Plug Hat had delivered the rustlers
fairly into the hands of the Rangers.
Never dreaming that their secret re-
treat was known, thinking of anything
but an attack, the cow-stezling gang
had been drinking, smoking, and
gambling at the huts when the Texas
Rangers came on them. Three or four
of the Rangers had been wounded in
the brief resistance; five of the rustlers
shot dead; the rest had put up their
hands and surrendered. There were
nine or ten prisoners on the hands of
the Rangers, roped up safely and ready
to be taken away to answer to the. law.
Stolen horses and stolen cows had been
recovered; Mohave Dave and Buck
Peters were sorting out the Bar-2 cows
from the rest now, still busy.

Except for the fact that Cactus Carter
was absent, the round-up had been com-
plete; it was a clean wipe-out—and it
was due, as Hall was very well aware,
to Texas Brown, sheriff. Keen as his
eyes were, determined as he was on a
trail, Hall knew that he would never
have discovered the secret rock door
that gave admittance from the fissure
into the cavern and opened the way
to the hidden canyon. He had scored
a2 complete success, and he owed it to
the Plu% Hat sheriff.  Cactus Carter
was still loose; but Hall figured that
he would not be loose long. It was a
triumph for the Texas Rangers; but it
was not the thought of that that was
now in Jim Hall’'s mind. His thoughts
were running on the boy sheriff.

h,“Sa‘s",Iboss "~—Austin 1Red came up to

im—"“I guess we've cleane -

W;Ihliltting the trail ?”’ d up-hyer.
all came out of his decp r i

“Not yet, Red.” b reveme.

“Mohave sure wants some of us to
lend & hand driving his cows back to
the Bar-2,” said Reg.

‘“When the time comes,” answered
Hall. “Jest at present the cows stay
here, and Mohave along with them.”

“Beddin’ down here?’’ asked the
Ranger, puzzled.

“We ain't got Cactus Carter yet,”
answered Hall. “I1 got it from the
sheriff that he’d ridden over to White
Pine, and was comin’ back next day—
that’s to-day. I been questioning some
of the guys we’ve roped 1n, and got it all
down fine. Wo're getting Caclus with
the rest—soon!”

‘“‘How come?’’ asked Red.

“Cactus and two more of the gang
are 'way,” said Hall, *They're ex-
pected back to-day. I guess they'ro
going to walk into our hands, hombre.”

Red grinned.

“Say, it will be some surprise for

them to find us here!” he agreed. “I
guess that guy Cactus hes got his eyes
peeled, though, and he won’t walk into
an ambush easy.”
. “They keep a man at the rock door
in the cavern yonder on guard,” said
Hall. “When Cactus comes back he
gives a signal outside, and the man
opens the rock to let him in. I got it
all from these guys. We ain’t laying
an_ambush for Cactus in the arroyo;
we're {etting him tap on the rock and
walk in; and then I guess we cinch
him, and no powder burned.”

“Some stunt!” agreed Red.

“Give the word to Mohave that the
cows ain’t to be driven yet; we stay
here quiet till we get Cactus,”’ said Jim
Hall. “You'll get the hosses in hyer
and shut the rock door—and clear up
any sign we’'ve left in the arroyo. I
guess Cactus ain’t going to see anything
to frighten him when he comes home—
not till we've got a cinch on him.”

“You said it !"”’ grinned Red.

“Hold on!” added Hall, as the
Ranger was about to move away to
carry out his orders. “I want'a word
with you, Red. You seen that sheriff
guy at Plug Hat a week or two ago;
I sent you up with a message from Blue
Grass.”

“I seen him,"” assented Red.

VIt was dark last night; I didn't
rightly see the guy,”” went on Mule-
Kick Hall slowly. “I ain’t never seen
this Texas Brown that I know of, and
all I’ve heard of him shows that he's
a white man from the toes wup.
But—"

The Ranger captain paused.

Red looked at him in surprised in-
quiry. Like all the Rangers, Austin
Red had a high opinion of the Sheriff
of Plug Hat—the man who had brought
law and order into the wildest cow
town in Texas. :

“Say, you ain't got anything agin
this Mister Texas Brown ?”’ asked Red.

“I guess not! And yet—  Say,
he's a stranger to me,” said Hall
slowly. “But I been thinking. I guess
I’ve struck that galoot some time afore,
though I sure can’t place him. I want
to have a good look at him in the day-
light—I surely do. You've seen him
plgin an’q clear "

“What's he like?”’

“He sure is a good-looker,” said Red.
“T'll say he'’s orﬁ a kid in years, but
he sure is a full-sized man in every-
thing else. Looks more like a puncher



an a sheriff, I allow. They think
t":llmle heaps of bim in Plug Hat.”

“Tooks like a puncher?”

“] reckon. I heard that he generally
dresses like a puncher, too—goatskin
chaps an’ spurs and the whole bag of
tricks—and packs two_guns,” said Red.
“SBay, boss, g guess that guy is straight
goods.”’

I guess so,”’ assented Hall. “But
it keeps on hitting me that I've struck
him somewhere before: and p’r’aps his
name wasn't Texas Brown then. He
allowed that I was a
stranger to him when we
met up last night. I guess
it gets my goat a few! I
sure am curious about that
Texas Brown. You never
seen him afore you rode
into Pilug Hav?”

“Nope.”

“Well, T reckon T'll be
riding into Plug IHat
soon, and then I'll sure
get a good look at the
hombre,” said Hall. He
nodded to Red and turned
it}vuy, and the Ranger left
him.

Hall paced under the
trees in the locked canyon
thinking. It was strange
how the thought of Texas
Brown huunted his mind
~g baffling sense of
familiarity with a - guy
who was a stranger to
him. Some elusive
thought was at the back
of the Ranger’s mind that
seemed to refuse to take
definite shape, It,worried
~him, and made him eager

. to see the Sheriff of Plug

t and satisfy bimself,
by a plain view of the
man in clear daylight, as
to whether he had ever
seen him before,

While the captain of the

Rangers was buried in troubled
thoughts his orders were carried out.
The Rangers’ horses were brought

through the fissure and the cavern into
the locked canyon, and skilful hands
cleared away any sign that had been
left in the arroyo. Nothing was left
to excite the slightest suspicion in the
mind of Cactus Carter when he rode
back from White Pine to his hidden
retrcat in the buttes.

Then the Rangers camped down in
the canyon to wait.

Mohave Dave and Buck Peters were
eager to get the Bar-2 cows back to
the ranch; but they were keen, too, to
lay the leader of the rustlers by the
heels, and they waited with the
Rangers. They had, indeed, no choice
in the matter; Mule-Kick Hall was in
command, and his orders were not to
be disputed.

The rock door. had been closed, and
on the inner side, in the shadowy
cavern, Austin Red and Pecos Pete and
several other Rangers waited and
watched, listening for the signal that
would show that the chief of the
rustlers had returned.

The morning passed—slowly enough
to the waiting Rangers, slowest of all
to their captain. That elusive thought
at the back of Jim Hall’s mind was
worrying him more and more.

Soon after noon Hall entered the
cavern and went along to the spot
wherc the rock door closed the way
into the fissure. There was scarcely a
glimmeér of twilight so far from the
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opening of the cavern, and the watch-
ing Rangers were only dnsky shadows
to his eyes.

“VYou here, Red ¥’ muttered Hall.

“Sure!”

“I guess I been thinking about that
sheriff guy. Say, wheu you saw him in
Plug Hat——"

He paunsed.

“You surely do scem interested in

that sheviff galooti” said Red in
wonder. “Seems he's getting your
goat.” : :

“Did you notice the colour of his
eyes?”

“I disremember,’
“T noticed that he was a good-looker,
and his eyes sure was keen—sharp us a

Red.

answered

bowie-knife. Come to think of it, I
reckon they was-——""

“Blue?” asked Hall, with a quick

breath.

“You've said it, sir; but I reckon
vou didn’t pipe the colour of his eyes
in the dark last night,”’ said Red,
puzzled.

“Nope !” answered Hall. “You sure
they was blue 7™

“Surc !’ answered Red.

Hall moved a little away and stocd
leaning on the rocky wall of the
cavern, a shadow in the deep dusk.
But the Rangers, looking at him, could
sece the gleam 1in his decp-set eves.
They wondered what was worrying
their captain, and why he was so
strangely interested in the boy Sheriff
of Plug Hat. Darker and darker grew
the brow of Mule-Kick Hall as he stood
in silence, thinking.

“It ain’t possible!” hc said at last,
unconsciously aloud. “I guess I’'m sure
dreaming; for it ain’t possible nohow !”

“Sav, what ain’t possible, boss?”
asked Red.
But Hall did not answer. He was

plunged in deepest reflection, the sub-
ject of his thoughts o mystery to the
Rangers. But the gleam in his eyes
was morc intense, and his lips were sct
in a2 hard line. The thoughts that were
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working now in the brain of Mule-
Kick Hall would have startled the
Sheriff of Plug Hat had he known.

Hall stirred at last impatiently.

“Ddg-gone it! If that guy Cactus
keeps us waiting much longer I guecss
T’ll leave him to you boys and——"

“Hark !” muttcred Pccos Pete.

Hall broke off abruptly.

Through the silent cavern came a
sharp sound; it was a tapping on the
outer, side of the rock door.

Tap, tap, tap!

Cactus Carter gave a startled

yell as a revolver was pressed

to his chest and hands grasped

him on all sides. ‘' Hands

up 1 1t was the voice of

Mute - Kick Hail, the Texas
Ranger.

& <S> [

Cinched !

W o ]

ACTUS CARTER rode up the
steop, rocky arroyo in the burn-
ing sun of noonday, followéd by
two other horsemen. In the

blaze of the sun it was hot and dusty
inn the buttes. Few rode abroad at that
hour if they could help it. But when
few were abroad was the time Cactus
chose for returning to his secret haunt
in the heart of the buttes.

By hidden mountain trails Cactus had
returned from White Pine, and he had
ridden long and hard; but there was
satisfaction in his hard, tanned face.

He had fixed up matters with the
cattle-buyer at White Pine, and by this
time, if his orders had been carried out,
the brands on the rustled cows had been
blotted, and they could be driven away
in safety.

He dismounted from his broncho at
the fissure in the stecp side of the
arroyo. His followers dismounted also,
and they led their horses into the fissurc
on the heels of their leader.

At the end of the fissure Cactus felt
over the great rock that barred further
passage. It was closed, and he tapped
on it thrice with the butt of his quirt.

Always when any of the rustlers wero
out of the retreat a man was kept
within the rock door to open it at the

signal.
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Tollowing the tapping of Cactus
quirt en the rock there was a sound
from within—ithe sound of the’ great
vock being shifted aside by a letver.

It rolled back, and the way was open.

Cactus Carfer strode through.into the
darkness of the eavern, follewed by his
fiorsc and by his two companions lead-
ing their horses.

He peered round in  the deep
shadows, glimpsing a shadowy figwe
in the gloom.

“Say, that you, Sandy Tutt?’ he
asked.” “T guess we've fixed it up about
the cows, hombre; we drive them
to-night. What ”

"He broke off with a sudden startled
vell as a revolver was pressed to his
hest, and two or three hands from the
Jurkuness grasped him.

““Hands up !’ said_the quiet, steely
voice of l\Iure-Kick Hall.

Cactus Carter reeled in his amaze-
ment.  In his own hidden retreat he
was in the hands of foes!

“Jumping gophers!” ho gasped.
“What—who—  Dog-gonc my cats!
Is that Texas Brown?”

“1 guess it's Jim Hall1”” came the
quict _voice. “But Texas Brown surc
put Us on to it, hombre. Hands up v

Cactus Carter panted with rage; but
e .did not atteinpt to draw a gun.

His twe followers were already
grasped, with six-guns_ pressed fo their
Lreasts, and they made mno resistance,
only staring and stuttering in surprisc.

Slowly’ the rustler lifted his hands
above his head. His eyes burned with
rage at the shadowy figures round him,

“Mute-Kick Hall?” he breathed.

“Sure!”

“Pog-gone you!” Cactus was tremb-
ting with fury as the Rangers disarmed
him. dragged his hands together, and
bound them behind him with a trail-
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rope.  ““Dog-goud Jim Hall!
HGEw'd you get hore?

“I guess. the Sheriff.of Dlug Hat put
us wise”' answered Hall quietly. 1
reckon tlic credit gocs to himn. Show a
light here, Red! guess we've got
Cactus Carter!”’

«“Qure M’ grinned Austin Red,
turned the flickering light of =
on the rustler’s furious face.

“Bring them along!”’

The three rustlers were
the cavern and tuken down
canyon.

Cactus Carter stared about him with
eves . burning with rage. His secret
rotreat, his men, the stolen herds, and
hiinseli were all in the hands of the
Texas Rangers. The game was up for
Cactns Carfer with a vengeance, But
he had hardly necoded telling that it
was duc to the Sheriff of Plug Hat.

“T guess we've got the whole crowd
now U .said Jim Hall.  *Jlohave, you

i them cows: as soon as you

you,

as he
match

walked aleng
into the

can drive
like, and take a couple of my men to
help.”

“You bet!’ said Mohave Dave. The
foreman of the Bar-2 .dropped his -hand
on a gun as he looked at Cactus
Carter, but he withdrew it. “You got
the durncd skunk ‘that wiped out the
Bar-2 bunch—dog-gone him! Cactus,
you pesky polecat, I guess you won’t
tun off any more cows in Sessafras
cpunty, or shoot up any more punchers.
You sure have got to the cnd of your
rope, felter!”

Cactus auswered with an oath.

“You bonchcaded ptncher, I guess
you'd never have got them cows back!”
he said bitterly. “Nor ‘yet them dog
gone Rangers! I guess it's' Toxas
Brown that’s put paid to me! And if
{‘]%Ct aﬁclmnco ai that all-fired sheriff,

“71 reckon the sheriff won’t go over
the range any the sooner for anything

fay.
vou can do!" grunted tho Ber-2 fore-
Tan. I been agin that, sheriff; but

I guess I'm standing for him now like
2 man and a Lrother. I guess that any
guy that bueks ggin the Sheriff of Plug
Flat will surc.cone out at the little
end of the horn!”

Hall gave him a rather strange look.

“You reckon?” he said.

«“Sure! T'll say that kid sheriff is a
whole teans, and a cross dog under the
wagon 7 said Mohave.

Jim Hall turned away without reply-
ing. Ile called to a Ranger to bring
his horse.

“You hitting the trail. sir?” asked
Austin Red.

Hall nodded.

“1 guess I can
vour hands new. Red.
Hat ¢’

“You're in a powerful hurry to sce
the sheriff, I guess.”

“YVou've said it.”’ answered Hall.

He led his horse away through the
cavern and the &ssure, and in the
arroro he mounted. With a dark and
thoughtful shade on his face, the cap-
tain of the Rangers rode down to the
lower gulch and followed it to the open
prairic. Once on the plains he gave
his horse the spur and galloped away
in the direction of Plug Hat.

With strange thoughts working in his
mind. Mule-Kick Hall was riding to
the cow town to sec the sheriff. Once
or twice as he rode his hand slid to his
revolver, as if to make surc that it was
ready to his grasp. It lcoked as if
Jim Hall figured that trouble might
{c{)llow when he met the Sheriff of Plug

at.

leave this caboodle in
Mo for Plug
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The Doctor from White Pine!

a

<>

a <5> <> >
OLORADO BILL tramped heavily

into the sheriff’s office in the

cow town ‘of Plug Hat. Hoe

. ducked his head to the sheriff,
pushing back his Stetson.

There was a grin on the rugged,
bearded face of Colorado; and as he
noted it the Rio Kid wondered what
was _up. That grin of Colorado’s
implied conscious merit.

be Kid was o little worried that hot
afternoon.

He sat in his office with a thoughtful
frown on his boyish brow, and his well-
cut lips set in a tight line; his face was
clouded—what could be seen of it.
For there was a bandage across it, tied
with care, and the bandage revealed
little more than the Kid's eyes, his
mouth, and the tip of his nose. - But the
Sheriff of Sassafras County hadn’t had
an accident. The bandage was there to
hide his features a little, for Jim Hall,
the Texas Ranger, was coming to Plug
Hat! And Hall was the one man who
would recognise the Sheriff of Plug
Hat as the Rio Kid!

Every time a broncho clattered down
the rugged street the Kid listened, as
if expecting the horseman to draw rein
outside the timber office. And at such
moments he unconsciously brought his
gun closer to his reach.

But his brow cleared as the burly

cattleman came tramping in, the flimsy -

office_shaking to his tread. It was not
the Kid’s game to let Colorado, or any
other guy in Plug Hat, know that he
wag worried.

The Kid—who had been a hunted
outlaw, and was now Sheriff of Sassa-
fras county—had a hard row to hoe
just now. He could not afford to give
away any points in the game. When
cyes were upon him the Kid smiled.

But he had listened long for the
tramp of the hoofs of Jim Hall’s
broncho. Any minute the captain of
the Rangers might ride into Plug Hat
to sce the sheriff. It was scarcely pos-

of the Rangers.
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“HOT STUFF”
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Ralph Redway.
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sible for the Kid to avoid seeing him,
but he knew well that the meeting
might end in the death of one—or both.
He did not want to draw on Mule-Kick
Hall; he respected the Ranger who had
hunted him all over Texas. Still less
did he want to leave the town where
he had been sheriff, roped on the back
of a broncho, a prisoner in the hands
That was not going
to happen until the Kid forgot how to
use a six-gun. A heap depoended on
whether Jim Fall recognised the
Sheriff of Plug Hat as the Rio Xid.

“Say, sheriff {” said Colorado,
beaming.

““Shoot '’ said the Kid laconically.

“You ain't guessing?” grinne
Colorado.

“Say, spill your news, feller,” said

the Kid. “Has Jim Hall come to
town 7’

“ Ain’t sced him,” answered Colorado.
“I guess he’s still busy with the

rustlers in the buttes. Say, you handed
them Rangers a pie, sheriff, when you
let them in after Cactus Carter and his
crowd. I guess it was you sorted them
out, and the Rangers wil} get the credit
of rounding them up.”

“That cuts no ice so long's they're
rounded up.’”’ answered the Kid. “But
I reckon [Iall was hitting Plug Hat

3

after he was through. I'm
sura oxpecting him hyer.”

The Kid's glance went to
the doorway. A shadow fell
across it from sotneone stand-
ing outside. Colorado Bill
had not come alone, but the
man who had come with him
was remaining in the street.
The Kid was a little per-
plexed. It was casy to see
that Colorado was bursting
with news of some kind, and
the Kid wondered what it
was. -

“Shoot!” he repeated a
little impatiently.  Waiting
for Mule-Kick Hall and what
might follow his visit, the
Kid was perhaps a little edge-
‘wise that afternoon. .

“1 dore got the doc!” said
Colorado.

“The doc!” repeated the
Kid, staring. “There ain’t a
doc in Plug Hat, nor yct
within miles of this hyer
burg.” ) .
. “You've said it,” .agreed
Colorado. *But there was a
doc at " hitg Pino, and
done got him. .

“Fgller," sald the Kid
soberly, “I guess you're the
guy to think of things. I
surely reckon I'd never make
the grade as sheriff hyer if I hadn’t a
galoot with a big think-box like yourn
to back mo up.”

“ Aw—you're the guy for soft sawder,
ain’t you, sheriff?” said Colorado,
greatly pleased. “Waal, I'm telling
you I saddled up and hit the trail for
White Pine pronto to round up Doec
Sharp.” .

« And never let on to me?” said the
Kid.

“] guess I was surprising you,” ex-
plaincﬁ Colorado. “Likewise, Doc
Sharp ain’t always to be found when
wanted. I allow' that that guy stores
away roore bootleg whisky than any
other man between the Rio Grande and
the Colorado river. But when he's
sober, sheriff, he’s a good doctor. So
I hit Whito Pine and looked for him.
He allowed that he wasn’t going to
ride to Plug Hat; too far for him, he
allowed—him with o hcad like a
pumpkin after his bender last night.
He sure invited me to go to the hot
place and let him be.”

“Ard did you?’ asked the Xid,. his
eyes on the shadow outside the doorway.

Colorado chuckled.

“Not by a jugfull Seeing as he
wasn't spry to come, I jest hog-tied
him like a steer——"

“Oh, great gophers!”

“And gave him a lift on my brone,
and brung him,” said Colorado. *I
guess I wasn't taking ‘No’ for an
answer when a doc was wanted hyer,
No, sir!”

The big cattleman turned to the
doorway.
“You
shouted.
The shadow outside stirred. The man
who was leaning on the wall slouched

in.

The Kid eyed him.

Doc Sharp was scowling. The doc
had been a ‘good doctor in his time—
and still was one when he was sober,
as Colorado had said. He looked as if
that was seldom. But he wes sober
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now and in a bad temper. Apparently
he had not liked being hog-tied like a
steer and carried off on the cattleman’s
broncho.

The Kid breathed rather hard.

Colorado, in the innocence of his,
heart, had not the slightest suspicion
that the bandage on the sheriff’s face
was there to hide his features. He felt
—and locked—proud of his bright idea
of getting Doc Sharp over from White
Pine to see to it. But the Kid figured
that he couldn’t afford to take the
bandage off and show a face without 2
mark on it. The Kid was in 2 difficult
position.

“Say, I'm powerful glad to see you,
Doc,” he remarked amiably. “It’s sure
good of you to come all this way to
se¢ 2 man |”

Doc Sharp gave a snort.

“J guess you wouldn't have seed hide
por hair of me, Mister Texas Brown,
if that rube hadn’t roped me in like
I was an ornery steer I’ he snapped.
*“And I guess if my hand didn’t shake
too lquch I'd go for that guy with a
gat

Colorado chuckled.

“ Quit chewing the rag, and doctor up
the sheriff,” he said.  “Mister Texas
Brown is sure expecting a visitor to-
day, and you don’t want to fool
around.”

«J got a durn good mind,” said the
doo, “to walk outer this shebang and
dog-gone the sheriff. Toting a guy ten
miles to look at 2 scratch on a face
—gol-darn you—"

“Say, doc,” interrupted the Rio Kid,
“if I’d been wise to Colorado’s game 1
sure wouldn’t have let him worry you.
1 ain’t wanting a doo. You can hit
White Pine as soon’s you want.”

Colorado stared.

“ Say, sheriff, ain’t you going to use
this hyer guy arter I’'ve took the
trouble to hog-tig him and ride him
over from White Pine1” he exclaimed.

“You boneheaded puncher,” answered
the Kid, “ain’t I sheriff, and standing
for law and order? You can’t hog-
tie & doctor guy and take him for a
ride! You're forgetting that we’ve
cleared the roughnecks out of Plug Hat
and made it the quietest town in
Texas.”

“Sure! But—"

*“You jest beat it, doo,” said the Kid
kindly. = “I ain’t standing for this—
Colorado means well, but he’s a bhone-
head. You jest beat it.”

Doc Sharp grunted.

“Beat it without any fee—arter I've
been rode over here by a locoed cattle-
man on a bronc!” he demanded.
“Feller, you gave it a name, and 1’1l
surely pony up,” said the Kid. “ What’s
the figure1”

“You won't got.away. under ten
dollars.”

The Sheriff of Plug Hat flicked a ten-
dollar bill on to the table.

“That goes,” he agreed.

“T'll say you're a white man, Mister -

Texas Brown,” said the doc, more
amiably, “and seeing as I’m here and
you’ve paid up like a little man, I ain’t
the galoot to take a guy’s dollaz for
nothing. No, sir! You might corral
lockjaw. And I guess it’s bad, and you
with your face tied up lixe that! Let’s
gea it.”

And the doc forgetting that he was a
diso. Jerly rough-neck most of the time,
came towards the Kid with a profes-
sional manner. And the Kid breathed
very hard.

Tse Porcrar.—No. 608.
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hand

OC SHARP extended a
towards the bandages that hid
most of the face of the Sheriff
of Plug Hat.

But the Kid waved him back.

It was awkward for the Kid; but he
could not have those bandages taken off,
and an undamaged face revealed;
especially as Mule-Kick Hall might ride
into the town any minute and stop at
the office.

“Say, what’s got you?” demanded
the surprised doctor. “Don’t you want
them cuts seen to?”

The Kid shook his head.

“] guess I've tended that damage
myself, doc,” he answered. “I been a
puncher, and I guess I know how. 1
ain’t worrying you any.

Doc Sharp scowled at him blackly.
The doc was in the last stage of disrl-
pute; but he had his professional
prige.

“day, this surely gets my goat!” he
exclaimed. “I Dbeen hog-tied and
ridden ten miles in a sun you could
bake flapjacks in, and now you allow
you don't want me. I take back what
1 said about you being a white mant”

The Kid laughed.

“Yep! You can snigger |” exclaimed
the angry doc. “You dog-goned, pesky
boneheaded son of a gun! I guess I've
doctored men, and doctored cows, for
twenty years in Sassafras Ceunty, and
there ain’t been any guy yet that
allowed that I wasn’t on the top grade,
You figure that I can’t doctor a man
because I ain’t on the water-wagon?
Forget it! Drunk or sober, I'll say I
can doctor any guy in Texas!”

“T guess you could, doe,” said the Kid
pacifically. “I allow that when it
comes to doctoring, you're a whole
team, and a cross dog under the wagon.
But I ain’t wanting a doc.”

“And why ain’t you wanting a doc,
when you iot your face tied up like a
mule had kicked you?” demanded the
man from White Pine. *“You figure I
can’t doctor you because my hand shakes
a few? Forget it.”

“It ain’t that er-tall,” said the Kid.
“] jest ain’t wanting a doo. No offence
to you, mister.”

But it was useless to tell Doc Sharp
that there was no offence.

He was not only offended, but deeply
exasperated. His head was splitting,
his hand shaking, from the bootleg
liquor he had consumed overnight; and
on top of that he had been roped in
by a cattleman and ridden ten miles in
a hot sun, cursing every step of the way
and threatening vengeance.

Now he had arrived he was told that
his services were not required; and he
had not the slightest doubt that it was
because this Mgister Texas Brown did
not trust to his skill. He could imagine
no other reason. And on the point of
his professional skill the drunken doctor
of White Pine was touchy.

He came closer to the Kid, his purple
cheeks flushed and his eyes ghnting,
lz;pd shook a clenched, unsteady fist at

im.

“You letting me get them bandages
off 2> he bawled.

The Kid rose to his feet.

“Doc, you got your fee, and you
want to beat it,” he said. “YT'm saying
good-bye to youl”

“You dog-goned piccan! You—-"

“Quit 1’ said the Kid impatiently.

“If my hand was steady enough to
hold a gun I’d sure make you, want
some doctoring I” hooted the man from

White Pine. *“Yes, sir, I surely would !
Throwin; down a guy this-a-way
after——"

“Doe, you'll wake up all the cows in

Sassafras County,” said the Kid. “You
want to travel. There’s a joint across
the plaza where you can wash the
alkall dust out gf your throttle. Hit it,
pronto 1”
. Doc Sharp glared at him, deeply
incensed. e grabbed up the ten-dollar
bill and jammed it into his pocket, and
turned to the door. There he paused to
hurl back severa) choice expressions at
the Kid, and then tramped out into the
sun-splashed plaza.

Across the plaza were several saloons,
and the man from White Pine made a
bee-line' for the nearest. Tha doc was
thirsty after his ride; and his anger
gave an edge to a thirst at wWas
always potent. The doa was hxed now
to consume bootleg up to the exact value
of ten dollars,

The Kid felt worried. Colorado Bill
was looking at him sheepishly and a
little sulkily. The good-natured cattle-
man felt rather sore at the rejection of
the medical guy’s services, after he had
taken so much trouble to get him to
Plug Hat. It wasn’t every galoot,
Colorado figured, who would have
ridden ten miles, hog-tied a doctor, and
brought him swearing to town, for the
sheriff’s sake.

“Say, you don’t want to go off on
your ear, feller,” said the Kid, as
Colorado turned to the door. “I guess
1 don’t want that boozy soaker messing
around my bandages.”

“He’s a good doo,” said Colorado
, “But I guess it's your say-so,

And he lounged out of the sheriff’s
office. There was a clatter of beating
hoofs in the street of Plug Hat, and a
horseman drew rein outside as Colorado
emerged.

“Say, is this the sheriff’s office?”
asked the rider.

“Right in once, Mr. Hall,” answered
Colorado. *“ And the sheriff is inside,
and I reckon he’s expecting you.”

The lean, brown-faced Ranger
alighted and hitched his horse to the
post. He gave Colorado a curt nod
and passed him and walked into the
lumber offico with J’ingling spurs,

And the Rio Kid, as he heard Mule-
Kick’s voice outside, was glad that he
had got rid of the doc before the
arrival of the Ranger captain. And
he rose to his feet as Jim Hall came
striding in.

“T guess I told you I'd drop along,
sheriff,”” said Hall,

“You're sure welcome, Mister Hall,”
said the Kid amiably.

Mule-Kick Hall came to a dead stop,
his eyes fixed on the bandaged face of
the sheriff.

And into his eyes leaped a sudden
gleam; and the Rio Kid, with a quick
beat at his heart, knew that he was
suspected.

0 >0

Face to Face!
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IM HALL did not speak again for
a moment,
He had ridden from the buttes
to the cow town, his thoughts
working hard on one subject—the
Sheriff of Plug Hat, :
Only in the dark had he seen the
sheriff, and only once; yet the strange
gsense of familiarity had haunted him
and given him no rest.
Now bhe saw him.

<S>



And he saw him with his face covered
with bandages, less recognisable than
he had been that dark night in the
buttes.

Suspicion had been latent in Hall's
mind. Now it leaped into a flame.

For a long moment he stood, his eyes

linting, his breath coming thick and
ast. And the Kid, sensing his hos-
tility, was warily on his guard. If it
came to gun-play the Kid would not
be slow.

Yet he wondered. He had figured
that Hall suspected nothing; that he
was coming to see the Sheriff of Plug
Hat without any hidden thought at the
back of his mind. Had that been the
case, & bandaged face would not have
awakened suspicion.

But suspicion fairly flamed in Hall’s

eyes now.
And so the Kid
knew that some

familiarity mus ¢
have struck him that
dark night in the
buttes; that he had
come to Plug Hat to
dispel o: verify a
suspicion; and that
the sight of .a band-
aged, hidden face
struck him — and
struck him hard.

The Kid was tho
first to speak. He
swung a chair to-
wards the captain of
the Rangers.

“You'll sit down,
captain?”’

Hall pulled himself
together swiftly.
He was not sure yet
~—not -sure. That the
Sheriff of Plug Hat
could be the boy out-
law still seemed
wildly impossible.
But suspicion was
strong and searching.
He was not sure yet
—but he was going
to be sure.

“Thanks!® he
said.

He sat down. His
eges were fixed, as
if mesmerised, on
the bandaged face.
The eyes that showed over the bandage
were blue, and the Rio Kid's cyes were
blue; and in build and sht}ge the
sheriff might have been the Kid. But
without seeing his face the Ranger
could not be sure. Was the bandage a
trick—a mask? ‘That question ham-
mered in his mind as he watched the
sheriff.

“You handled them rustlers, sir?”
asked the Kid with an air of easy
politeness,

Hall nodded.

“Yes—thanks to you, sheriff 1 We've
rounded up the whole gang, and got
Cactus Carter himself when he came in.

guess rustling in the buttes is a
finished gamo now.”

“That's good!” said the Kid.

“You've sure had an accident,
sheriff 1! said Hall. *“Your face wasn’t
bandaged when I saw you last night in
the buttes.”

“Nope,” agreed the Kid. “I guess I
got horning 1nto a bunch of cactus.”

“Cut it bad " asked Hall
. “Waal, I guess you know what cactus
is like if you drop into it unexpettedly,”
said the Kid.

Every Tuesday.

“Sure! How’d it happen? Cayuse
took a tumble?”
Hall's manner was casual. He

seemed to be merely making a polite
inquiry concerning the sheriff’'s ap-
parent injury. But the Kid sensed a
searching mind behind the
questions,

“Nope; I wasn’t riding last night,”
said the Kid. “I reckon I can’t put it
on the cayuse.”

Behind an unconscious brow the Kid
was amused. He knew that Hall
wanted to turn the talk to horses; to
learn whether the Sheriff of Plug Hat
rode a grey mustang—for the Rio
Kid’s mustang was as well known as
his master.

“You want a good cayuse in this
country,” said Hall,

casual

the street.

“Sure!” assented the Kid.

Hall did not pursue the subject
directly; he glanced round the timber
office.

“I heard down to Blue Grass that the
sheriff’s office in this burg had been
burnt out by a crowd of rough-necks,”
he remarked.

“You said it,’”’ agreed the Xid.
“This hyer shebang stands where the
old shack did.”

“I guess you ain’t got the room to
put a guy up ?”’ said Hall.

“You aiming to stay in Plug Hat a
piece 7’

“Y guess I'm staying round a while.”

“I'd sure be proud to put you up,
Mr Hall,” said the Kid. ‘“But, jest as
you say, there ain’t room in this she-
ang; there’s jest this office and a
little room for my bunk and the stable.
But you'll fet all you want at Pop
Skort’s hotel.  That’s where I go to

at.

Hall smiled with his lips, but his eyes
were like steel. :

“I’ve bedded down in a stable afore
now,” he said.

The Kid smiled, too.

“It’s jest a shed, and it wouldn’t
suit you,” he said: “But throw an

5

eye at it, Mister Hall, while you're on
the spot.”’

The Kid rose, opened the door that
led through his bed-room to the shed
behind the building, and opened the
door into the shed.

Hall followed him, his eyes glinting.
. His interest was not in the stable, but
in the horse it might contain. If he
saw a grey mustang there he would
know at a glance whether it was Side-
Kicker or not; and if he saw Side-
Kicker his gun would be out the next
gl{oment, covering the Sheriff of Plug

at.

With all his coolness and iron self-
control, the Ranger’s heart beat a little
faster as he followed Mister Texas
Iér%‘lm into the shed that served as a
stable.

Y

Taking the ductor by the back of his shirc and the slack of his trcusers, the Kid shot him across

A horse was there at the single stall,
and it lifted a brown head as the twa
entered.

Hall was conscious of a sharp pang
of disappointment.

It was a chestnut broncho that was
stalled in the shed bechind the sheriff’s
office.

But the captain of the Rangers knew
all about disguised horses, and he was
well aware that the Kid had often
turned Side-Kicker into a chestnut, or
e pinto, so far as looks went, He
approached the horse.

“That’s a good cayuse,” he remarked.

“You've said it,”’ smiled the Kid.

Hall’'s examination of the horse was
brief. There was no paint about it;
it was what it looked—a chestnut brono.

Not a sign in the Ranger’s tanned
face betrayed his disappointment. His
glance turned from the horse, to rove
round the shed.

“Nope, I reckon I couldn’t bed down
here,’”’ he remarked. “I guess I'll
worry the hotel.” .

They returned to the office.

“Say, I'm watching out for some
horses for my troop,” went on Hall.

Tae PoPmar,—No. 608.
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“I’'ve heard they got plenty of critters
to sell in this town.”

The sheriff laughed.

“Not so many as they had,” he
replied. “ Afore I hit Plug Hat it was
the worst hoss-stealing burg in Texas;
and they’d sure take a guy’s hoss off'n
him and sell it by auction the same
day. Since I've run the rule over them
there ain’t been nary cayuse lifted.
Still, I reckon you'll find all the hoss-
flesh you want; and Pop Short at the
hotel 1s the guy to put you wise.’”’

“You ain’t selling that brono?’’

“I guess I'd have to buy another if
I did.”

“I reckoned you might have another
horse.”

“I had a Injun mustang,’”’ said the
Kid; “but I done sold him to a guy.
But he wasn’t a igood-tsem}::ered cayuse,
he wasn’t. But if you want hosses, you
say ’t’he word to Pop Short; he'll suit

ou.
Y%Hall nodded.

Somehow the suspicion was gettin
less keen in his mind. It was stiﬁ
there—it was not likely to leave him till
he had proof, one way or the other.

But the manner of the Plug Hat
sheriff was so natural, so unconcerned,
that it could not fail to impress the
Ranger. But for the bandaged face he
folt that he had little to “go ** on—only
a sort of trick of famiharity about
this young guy’s voice and bearing, and
that very vague and elusive. But was
it a coincidence that the sheriff’s face
wag hidden under bandages, when Hall
had ridden into town specially to look
at it? His suspicion was less sharp,
but it was there.

They talked for some minutes, casually
and carelessly.  Sheriff Texas Brown
mentioned early days in Panhandle;
and Hall was well aware that it was in
the Frio country that the Kid had been
raised. He had a bafied feeling, and
he told himself that the Rio Kid was
getting on his nerves, and that he was
prepared to see the Kid in every guy
that crossed his trail.

He rose to go at last.

“I guess I'll see you agin, if you eat
at the hotel,” he remarked.

“Sure,” assented the Kid. “And I'm
bound to say that I’m pleased to have
met up with you, Mister Hall. I guess
you know you're the best-talked-of guy
in Texas.”

“I reckon there’s a
more,” said Hall, “an
T'm trailing.”

The Kid’s eyes narrowed a trifle.

“Some fire-bug ?” he asked.

“The durndest fire-bug in Texas—the
Rio Kid |

Hall shot a swift glance at Mister
Texas Brown as he spoke the name.

But the Sherif of Plug Hat only
nodded, without the slightest change in
the section of his face that Hall could
see.

“I remember your man Austin Red
allowed you was at Blue Grass looking
for that guy,” said the Kid. “You
ain’t cinched him yet?”

“Not yet,” said Hall. “But I aim
to cinch him. You ain’t heard anything
of him in this section?”

“Not a thing,” answered the Kid
regretfully. “But when I got word that
you was so near as Blue Grass hunt-
ing him I sure had a look-see around.
But I don’t reckon you’ll gut salt on
his tail in Sassafras County.

Hall set his lips.

“Mebbe—mebbe not!” he said. _ “I
want you to give me all the help you
tan, sheriff, in rounding up that firebug.”

“That’s right where I live,” answered
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suy they talk of
that’s the guy

the Kid amiably. “You call on me any
time to horn in, and you'll find me right
there, Mr. Hall. But I do reckon that
the Rio Kid will never show up in Plug
Hat while I'm around,” .

Hall looked at him quickly, wondering
whether he detected a note of mockery
in the sheriff’s voice. But the clear blue
oyes met his with_ friendly calm.

“Waal, T guess I'm staying around a
piece to see 1f I can pick up any news
of the Rio Kid,” said the Ranger. “So-
Iong, sheriff 1”

And with a nod the Ranger walked
out of the office, mounted his horse, and
rode up the street towards the Plug Hat
Hotel.

The Kid, loungin% in the doorway,
looked after him. here was a gleam
like cold steel in his eyes.

Mule-Kick Hall suspected. He knew
that. He had hoped to see Side-Kicker
in the stable; and Side-Kicker was
camped out in the chaparral two miles
from Plug Hat, to stay there till the
Rangers were gone. Hall was going
to stay around—long enough to give the
sheriff no further excuse for keeping his
face bandaged? The Kid wondered.

“Hombre,” he said to himself, “you
sure want to watch out, and your best
guess is to saddle up and hit the trail.
That’s your best guess, hombre, but you
ain’t hitting any old trail. You're
Sheriff of Plug Hat—and you're stay-
ing sheriff 1

And the Kid, with a2 shrug of the

shoulders, turned back into the office.

[} )
Hands Up!
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gered out of the Gold Brick

saloon, followed by a laughing

crowd of punchers. The sun had
set, and it was a cool light evening in
Plug Hat., Stars were coming out in
the sky, their Justre dimmed by the
flare of naphtha lamps from the saloons
that lined the plaza. Quite a little
army poured out of the Gold Brick
along with the disreputable medical
man from White Pine. Doc Sharp was
on the warpath; but as he found it
difficult to get his legs, with ten dollars’
worth of bootleg whisky inside him, he
did not look to be very dangerous.

He held on to a post outside the Gold
Brick, and stared and glared round at
a hilarious crowd.

“If you boys want to see that sheriff
guy soaked, you want to keep an eye
on me!” boasted the man from White
Pine.

Angd he started reeling across the plaza
towards the sherifi’s office.

With a roar of hilarity the crowd
from the Gold Brick foliowed him. Two
or three kindly disposed guys tried to
Eersuade the doc to give it a miss;

ut they tried in vain., The doc had
started with a sense of injury; and ten
dollars’ worth of bootleg had inspired
him with a desire for vengeance. Full
of whisky and wrath the doc headed
for Sheriff Brown’s office, and half Plug
Hat followed him to see the fun.

Outside the timber office the doc stood
unsteadily, and at the top of his voicd
invited the sheriff to “come out!”

“You dog-goned jay!” exclaimed
Colorado. “If he does I guess it will
be the last thing that will happen to

you.”

“Give him his head, Colorado!”
shouted a dozen voices. ““Let’s see him
beat up Texas Brown.”

“Say, you ornery, slab-sided,

faced son of a gunl” roared the

DOC SHARP, of White Pine, stag-

ie-
0C.

_ Suspieion,

“Mister Sheriff Texas Brown—it’s you,
I mean! Come out, you pesky polecat,
and see me wipe up Plug Hat with you!
Come out, you skunk! You bear me
yaup 7”

g the grinning spectators was
one man with a cold, grave face and
contempt in his eyes as he glanced at
the wretched doo. But Mule-Kick Hall
was interested—in anything that had to
do with the Sheriff of Sassafras County.

A bandaged face looked from the
sherifi’s door at last.

“Aw, go away quiet and sleep it off,
feller,” said the Kid. “You make all
that row and it's you for the calaboose.”

“Who'll put me in the calaboose?”
roarved the doa.

“This baby,” answered the Kid.

Mule-Kick Hall stepped forward
and dropped a hand on the intoxicated
man’s shoulder. Doc Sharp glared
round at him.

“Say, you're making a heap row,
hombre,” said the Ranger. “What
you got agin the sheriff of this town?”

“ Amn’t he told me I can’t doctor him1*
hooted the man from White Pine.
“Me, I come ten miles, riding with a
a "bone-headed puncher, to doctor that
guy—and he stands me off! I've
doctored men and cows in Sassafras
County for twenty years, and that guy
allows I can’t doctor him for a cactus
scratch. I’m telling you I ain’t stand-
ing for it}”

Hall’s glance shot towards the sheriff.
which had died down in
his mind, blazed fiercely up.

Colorado had brought the doctor ten
miles to tend the sheriff’s cut face, and
the sheriff had refused his services.

There was only one answer to that
question in Hall’s mind. It was not -
to cover cactus cuts, but the features
of the Rio Kid, that the Sheriff of Plug
Hat had bandaged his face.

Doc Sharp pushed bim aside and
lurched ‘towards the sheriff. He
brandished an unsteady fist at the
bandaged face.

“I’'m coming for you!” he snorted.
“I’m sure going to beat you up, Mister
Texas Brown, and when I'm through
you’ll want some more bandages! I'll
tell a man”

And Doc Sharp fairly hurled himself
at the sheriff.

There was a roar of laughter from
the Plug Hat crowd as the sheriff
grasped him, spun him round, and then,
taking him by the back of his shirt and
the slack of his trousers, threw him
away.

Doc Sharp collapsed at a dozen feet
distance, and rolled over with.a breath-
less grunt.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Colorado, you run that guy into the

calaboose,” said the sheriff. *‘ Let him
sober up there out of trouble.”

“Sure 1” grinned Colorado.

Mule-Kick Hall had paused. But it

was only for a moment. Suspicion, in
his mind, had become certainty. is
hand was on a gun, as the Kid turned
away from tossing the White Pine
doctor across the plaza.

Hall made one stride towards him and
his gun leaped out.

“Hands up!” Hall’s voice came
grating through his teeth. “Hands up,
Kid! Touch a gun and I'll sure plug
you for keeps! I’ve trailed you long
and hard, and by thunder I've got you
now! Hands up, Kid”

THE END.

(Now what's going to happen to the
Rio Kid? He looks cornered for keeps
now! Ssee next week’s roarsng Western
yara!l)
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Our Western Thriller!

o <0
Accused !
<o G i [

3 ANDS up, the Rio Kid!"
The words came grating
between Jim Hall's  tecth.
The muzzle of his Colt was
almost jammed in the face of “Texas
Brown,” sheriff of Plug Hat. The
Ranger’s eyes glinted like steel over the
levelled revolver.
The Kid stood quite still.
He did not raise his hands at the
Ranger's order. But he did not reach

there—known, and respected, and
fcared. Plenty of men in Plug Hat
would willingly have helped him in
trailing down the outlaw whose name
was on every tongue in Texas. But they
were not likely to believe that Texas
drown, the sheriff, was the famous
“fire-bug >’ whose wild adventures were
the favourite theme in every cow camp
and every bunk-housc in the Lone Star
State.

“The Rio Kid!”’ rcpeated Coloraco
Bill. “Say, Jim Hall, you're loco—
plumb loco! Our sheriff the Rio Kid "

“The Rio Kid!” repeated Hall
“Hands up, Kid! I ain’t waiting.
You're my mutton, and I've got you
dead to rights at last. Put up your
paws, or it’s you for the long jump!”’

for a gun. The slightest move in that
direction  would ave drawn the
Ranger's fire, and a ball crashing
through the brain

would have ended 0

the wild carcor of 9

the boy outlaw of &

the Rio Grande— G

and the career of S

tPT nestheriffJ_of >

u g Hat. m RO Rt

Hall,  captain of u

the Texas Rangers, kncw him now
—knew that the bandages on the face
of the sheriff hid the features of
the Rio Kid. He had doubted; but now
knew. And Jim Hall’s finger was on
the trigger, rcady to speed the death-
shot if the Kid resisted. By long and
weary trails the Ranger had hunted the
boy outlaw; and now they stood face
;lo face, and the Ranger had the upper
and.

The Xid did not speak.

But from the crowd round them, in
the plaza, came a roar of astonishment,
incredulity, and anger. Mule-Kick
Hall, of the Texas Rangers, was known
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Boy Sheriff Puts Noose

His Own Neck!

Round

SAVING HIS

ENEMY!

have you  been
shoving  back too
much live-water?”’

Hall gritted his
teeth.

“Kerp Jem upl?
bre said qnieriy.

“Feoiler,” drawled
e Kid, “TI never
was the guy to
argue with a  six-
gun. when it was
fookin' mie in the
eve. What you say
goes—so long’s
you're holdin’ the
gun!”’

The crowd surged
round them. Color-
ado had a gun 1in
his hand now, and scveral other of the
sheriff’s deputies. Every eye was on
the Ranger, and every eye was hostile.

“You want to be carcful with tl\;fw
gun, Hall!” said Colorado grimly, “I
got you covered.”

“1le, too !’ grinned Mesquite. “ And
if you pull trigger on our sheriff, Jim
Hall, you won't live long ecnough to
write home about it.”

Hall breathed hard.

His Rangers were far from Plug Hat.
He was alone in a town that was in
Texas Brown's pocket. He realised
that if he fircd on the Rio Kid he would
fall the next moment, riddled with
bullots, Bot the grim-faced Ranger did
not faiter.

With & steady
S>> tand he kept tl\g
Y An

4 Ixid covered. y
4 the Kid stood with

Slowly the Kid put up his hands.

But his eyes, over the bandages that
smothered his handsome face, were
smiling. The Kid’s nerve was of iron;
and it did not shake now. He was face
to face with the man who had so long
hunted him—under cover of his Colt.
But the Kid did not figure that the
game was up. Outlaw or no outlaw, the
Kid was sheriff of Plug IHat, and in
the cow-town all were his friends and
supporters. And the Ranger was alone.
The Kid was very far from figurin
that he had rcached the end of his trail.

“Say, feller!I” drawled the Kid, and
his voice had a mocking note. “Say,
i5 this sunstroke?”’ He laughed. “Or

his hands up—
smiling.
“Listen to me,
O vou Plug Hatg
guys!” said Hall.
“I've been after that fre-bug for
a dog’s age, and now I've got
him. I'm telling you that the man

you call Texas Brown, the man you've
elected sheriff of Sassafrass county is
the Rio Kid!’

“Aw, forget it!” scoffed Colorado.
“You're jest loco—plumb loco!”’

“Take those bandages off his face!”
sald Hall. “Ile allows that he’s got
them bandages on because of a cactus
scratch. I'm telling you he’s got them
bandages on because he knows I'd know
him at sight if I saw his face.”

“Oh, guff!” jeered Mesquite.

“I'll bring a dozen guys along to



Plug Hat to identify him, once he’s
safe with the irons om,” said Hall.

“You figure you’re putting the irons
on our sheriff{” roared Colorado.
“ Forget it, you locoed gink!”’

“You know me,” said Hall. “Jim
Hall, of the Texas Rangers! I call on
’oulmen to help me sccure that out-
aw )"

There was a laugh.

“Say, ain’t you got the wrong coyote
by the tail, Hall?’ asked the Kid
softly. “I guess you been after the Rio
Kid so long you've got that fire-bug on
your nerves. You sure you ain’t dream-
ng?”’

“T guess you've got this town fooled,
Kid, but you can’t fool me,” said Hall.
“*You're my prisoner |”’

“You reckon ?’’ smiled the Kid.

“Alive or dead,” said Mule-Kick

all.
“Fellers,”” said the Kid, looking
round, “you don’t want to get mad
with this guy. He sure thinks he’s got
hold of the Rio Kid. The Kid sure has
worried him a whole lot, and I guess
it’s got him a piece loco. 1 reckon he's
ready to see the Kid in every guy he
meets. But, dog-gone my cats, it surely
does surprise me that he figures that
he’s found the Kid in a sheriff ! Mister
Hall, you want to look further than
Plug Hat to find the Rio Kid.”

“Y guess I’ve got him under my gun,”
said Hall grimly, “And I guess I'm
not letting him loose again.”

“You got me under your gun,”
agreed the Kid, “and I'm letting you
get by with it because you're a good
ittle man, and I don’t want to hurt
you. Bubt you want to remember that
P'm sheriff of this burg, and since I bin
sheriff gun-play ain’t allowed in Plug
Hat. You're a captain of the Rangers,
and I respect you a whole lot, but I got
to put you in the calaboose for pulling
a gun.”

Hall’s eyes glittered.

“Keep your hands up "’ he said.

“They’re up,” said the Kid cheer-
fully. “But if you burn powder, Jim
Hall, it’s the last thing you’ll do on
this side of Jordan. I guess my friends
here will eee you fixed for the

cemetery

“You bet your lifel’”” roared
Colorado. “Hall, you geck, put down
that gun!’”’

Five or six guns were trained on the
Ranger now. There was no doubt what-
ever that if he fired he would be shot
down the rext instant, If he had hoped
that his name, his authority, would gain
him support in the crowd he was disap-
pointed. Not a man believed that the
sheriff was the celebrated outlaw, and
every man there was backing up the
sheriff.

“Let up, you gink!” shouted Mes-
quite.

The crowd surged closer round the
Ranger and the sheriff. A deadly
gleam came into Mule-Kick Hall’s eyes.
He could never get his prisoner away,
that was clear. And it was in his mind
to make sure of him, even at the cost
of his own life.

“Dead or alive, Kid!”’ he said
between his gritted teeth. “You're my
game, and I've got you dead to rights.

A hand reached from behind the
Ranger and struck up his arm. The
instant the gun was no longer covering
him the Kid acted—with lightning
swiftness. In one second Hall would
have had the gun bearing on him again
—and thiz time he would have fired,
instantly, ruthlessly. But one second
was enough for the Kid. He sprang
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like a tiger, and his fist drove Into the
Ranger’s face, knocking him backwords,
A moment more, and a dozen hands
were laid on Jim Hall, his revolver was
wrenched "away, and he stood writhing
in the grasp of the Men of Plug Hat.

[E——

[

O
By Order of the Sheriff!

o

)
«W YNCH him!”

! “8tring him upl”

“Get._a rope, you guys!”
roared Colorado.

Jim Hall struggled. But six or seven
pairs of hands were on him, grasping
him fiercely, and he was helpless.

His fece was white with rage.
Already the angry crowd were dragging
him towards the big cotton-wood tree
that stood near the sheriff’s office. Mes-
quite ran for a lasso.

“Lynch him!”

It was a deafening roar.

The excited cowmen forgot, or did
not care, that Hall was a Ranger—cap-
tain of the Texas Rangers. He had
come pear to shooting down their sheriff
under their eyes, and that was enough
for them. They wrenched and hustled
and dragged him towards the tree.

“YLynch him !’

Hail's eyes, as he went, turned back

3 the Kid with a glare of rage, and

e, and bitterness,

“You've beaten me, Kid!”’ he panted
chokingly. “You've beaten me to it
But my men will get you——"

“That’s enough from you!’ shouted
Colorado. “Where's that rope? Get
a riata, dog-gone you!’’

“Hyer you are!” yelled Mesquite.

He came spceding back with a lasso
in his hands.

Hall was under the tree now. The
rope was flung over a high branch, A
dozen men grasped the end of it, while
Colorado fitted the loop round Jim
Hall’s neck.

The Rio Kid looked on.

He was not smiling now.

He looked on, while the wings of the
Angel of Death rustled in the ears of
Jim Hall.

The only man the Kid had ever
feared—if ever he had feared living
man—was at his mercy now. He had
only to stand idle while the men of Plug
Hat strung up the man who had threat-
ened him, who would have shot him
dead in a second more. No man in
Texas, save Jim Hall, knew that the
sherifi was the Rio Kid. When death
closed his lips for ever, the Kid was
safe—safe from the long hunt that had
given him no rest; safe to live as sheriff
of Sassafras county, and to throw
behind him for ever the wild life of an
outlaw,

Only Jim Hall stood between the Kid
and all that the Kid wanted; and Jim
Hall, with a rope round his neck, stood
on the verge of eternity.

But——1

The Kid could not do it! The man
was his enemy, his bitter enemy, and
while he lived there was no safety for
the Kid.  But in his own grim, sour
way the man was doing his duty; and
he was a brave man, and the Kid
respected him. And the Kid was sheriff,
and a lawless lynching it was a sheriff’s
duty to prevent. The Kid sighed, A
minute more, and all that was left of
Jim Hall would be swinging from the
branch of the cotton-wood. But the Kid
could not stand for it,

He strode forward.

“Hold in your hosses, fellers,”

said
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“Lynch law ain’t the
Go slow.”

the Kid quietly.
law of Plug Hat!

“Dog-gone you,- 'Texas Brown!”
hooted Colorado. “I'll tell all Texas
we're going to hang him,»

“Up with him!” roared a score of
voices,

“Lynch him }?

The Kid shook his head.

“Fellers, this ain’t good enough for
Plug Hat,” he said, THat guy surely
came near to giving me my ticket for
soup; but we am’t hanging a man, for
all that. Forget it1?

“T’ll tell a man—"’

“Aw, forget it, I'm telling you,” said
the Xid.

And he threw the noose of the lasso
from the neck of the Ranger.

Hard and grim the face of Jim Hall
looked. The Kid was saving his life,
but that cut no ice with the Ranger.
The Kid was his game, to be hunted
down like a wolf. And if the Ranger
lived, he lived to hunt him down. The
Kid was wise to it, but it made no
difference. Theé temptation was strong,
but there would be no lynching in Plug
Hat so long as Texas Brown was sherift,

There was a roar of discontent from
the excited cowmen. But the word of
the sheriff was law. Slowly and reluc
tantly the Plug Hat men gave in.

“I guess it’s you that's loco, sheriff I”
grunted Colorado.

“Mebbe,” smiled the Kid. “But we
ran Cactus Carter and his bunch out
of town to keep law and order in Plug
Hat. There ain’t going to be no lynch.
ings in this buri.”

“You letting him call you an outlaw
and a fire-bug, and pull & gun on you !’
snorted Colorado indignantly.

The Kid smiled, . .

“I guess he ain’t done a whole lot of
harm,” he answered. “He’s sure crazy
about the Rio Kid. But jest like I told
him, no guy is allowed to pull a gun
in Plug Hat. This hyer is a law-abid-
ing town since I been sheriff, and I
guess gun-play don't go any more. Take
him to the calaboose.’’

“I guess I'd rather string him up.”

“Hombre, you wouldn’t like to string
that guy up so much as I would,” said
the Kid. “But a sheriff has got to
stand for law and order. And we ain’t
hanging a guy for making a mistake,”

Hall gritted his teeth.

“Nary mistake !’ he said.
the Rio Kid !’

“Aw, save your breath!’ said the
Kid disdainfully. “Take him along to
the calaboose, you guys. I guess he’ll
cool down there and ieel better in the
morning.”

Hall’s lips set with savage anger. The
Kid had saved his life, he knew that.
But it got the Ranger’s goat to see the
outlaw, the hunted man, still playing
sheriff, although he knew that Hall
knew who he was, The captain of the
Rangers was condemned to the town
gaol, like a disorderly rough-neck—at
the order of the Rio Kid! He ground

“You're

. his teeth with rage as he was hustled

roughly along.

There was already one occupant in
the calaboose—Doc Sharp, of White
Pine, who had imbibed the potent fire-
water not wisely, but too well. But Doc
Sharp was kicked out, and the one-
roomed prison left vacant for the new
occupant.

Mule-Kick Hall, captain of the Texas
Rangers, white with rage, was marched
into the timber gaol.

At the Kid’s order, he was searched
for weapons. Then he was released.

The Plug Hat men crowded out, the
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_.id last. From the doorway he looked
back at the Ranger,

Hall's cyes met his, with a glare of
deadly animosity. The Kid regarded
him_thoughtfully. L L,

“Yowre getting by with it, Kid,"”
said the Ranger, his voice suffocatg
with rage. “You've beaten me to it.
But—"

“You want to take it quiet, hombre,”
said the Kid. “I keep on telling you
that guys ain’t allowed to pull guns in
Plug Hat now this baby is sheriff.”

“] know you. You know I'm wise to
you,” hissed Hall. *“You got the gall
to go on playing sheriff, when I know
yowre the Xid—the durned fire-bug
that's wanted by half the sheriffs in
Texas !” . .

“T gucss I’'m a shoriff myself, feller,
said the Kid. “I guess what I say goes
in this cow-town. You're in the ca’la-
boose for threc days, and when you're
et out you'll be run out of town.”

“Three days! When my men hear
of this they’ll raise thunder in this
burg,” snarled Hall. “I guess your
rough-nocks won't argue with the

Texas Rangers.” . .
“Aw, go to bed and sleep it off!
advised tge Kid. And he shut the door

of the calaboose, locked it, and put the
key in his pocket. .

He walked back slowly to his office.
The crowd dispersed, excitedly discus-
sing the affair. Colorado Bill joined
the Kid.

“Say, sheriff I

“Shoot I’ said the Kid. ,

“I guess that galoot is sure loco,”
said Colorado. “But what the thunder,
sheriff, put it into his cabeza that you
was the Rio Kid?”

The sheriff laughed.

“That guy is jest crazy about the
Kid,” he answered. . R

“I ain’t never seed the Kid,” said
Colorado musingly. “But I seen his
picture stuck up at Packsaddle, with a
reward of a thousand dollars. He ain’t
unlike you, sheriff.”’

“No?"” asked the Kid.

“1 mean jest about your age, and
build, and "so on,” said Colorado
thoughtfully, “Now I come to think of
it I reckon youw're like him some.”

The Kid looked at him curiously.

“T guess punchers look a lot alike,”
he said, *“and from what I've hecard,
the Kid was a puncher. I guess Mule-
Kick Hall can’t go around roping in
every puncher that looks like the Rio
Kid.”

“He sure can’t,”” agreed Colorado.
“But I’m sure surprised at Hall. He
ain’t no gink, sheriff, and he ain’t the
guy to go off on his ear about nothing.
He’s got some reason, I reckon, for
thinking that the Rio Kid is eround
in Sassafras county. But he sure did
make one big mistake in figuring that
our sheriff was that durned fire-bug.
But it beats me, sheriff, for any guy
in Texas will tell you that Jim Hall
ain't the man to make fool mistakes.”
Colorado shook his head. I allow it’s
got me beat!”

The Kid nodded and went into his
office.

Plug Hat did not keep early hours,
and 1t was late when the last shack
closed and the last voice died away.
But, late as it was, the sheriff was not
in his bunk. While Plug Hat slept and
the captured Ranger raged in the
timber gaol the sheriff was pacing his
office, thinking of anything but sleep.
What the outlaw sheriff had feared had
come at last, and the Rio Kid had
some hard thinkifig to do.
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Face to Face!
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ULE-KICK HALL cursed, not
loud, but deep.

- There was no sleep for him

that night, any more than for
the sheriff,

He walked to and fro within the
narrow limits of the gaol, and sat on
the rough bench, that” was almost all
the furniture, stretched himself there
once or twice, but rose again.

His face was black and bitter. He
cursed the Rio Xid, and he cursed him-
self and his stars. It was the Rio Kid.
He knew it! He would have staked
his life that Sheriff Brown was the Rio
Kid. Even in saving him from the
lynchers, the sheriff had acted like the
Kid. It was not the first time the out-
law had spared his life when he held it
in the hollow of his hand. It was like
the Kid!

But there was no gratitude, no com-
punction in Jim Hall's breast. He was
not an ungenerous man. Men had
found him a staunch and loyal friend.
But that long and bitter trouble with
the Rio Kid had soured him. In a long
life on the trail, only one man had ever
beaten him, ever held him at bay for
any length of time. And that was the
Kid!

It was unlike Hall, for generally he
was a3 indifferent as Fate to the evil-
doers whom he roped in, in the way of
duty. But somehow the cool, careless,
disdainful Kid got his goat. Bitter-
ness had érept in—bitterness that
seemed likely to poison Hall’s life till
he succeeded in getting the Kid. His
own life he counted as nothing-—less
than nothing—if he could get the Kid.

And, at long last, he had hunted him
down, and had found him hiding under
a new name and a sheriff’s star—
Sheriff Brown, of Plug Hat! And,
fairly under his gun, the Kid had
escaped him again. Escaped him—and
boosted him into the town calaboose
like a drunken rough-neck. Hall
ground his teeth to think of it.

He was glad to live, if only to get
after the Kid again; but it would have
becn less @ wound to his pride if the
Kid had let the rope finish his career.
Contemptuously, like a real sheriff
dealing with a “tough,’”’ the Kid had
treated him, and he—Hall, captain of
the Texas Rangers—was passing the
night in the calaboose from which the
drunken Doc Sharp had been ejected to
make room for him. What would folks
say when they knew? Captain Jim
Hall cooling his heels in a cow-town
gaol, at the order of an outlaw
m.asqueradin%] as o sheriff { His cheeks
burned, his heart throbbed with rage
at the thought of it.

And he cursed his own haste, his own
keenness to cinch the Kid, which had
landed him in this—landed him in @
gaol, while the outlaw mounted and
rode. For Hall had no doubt that the
Kid would escape that night, and that
Sassafras county would never see him
again. Hall was so accustomed to com-
mand, so used to men jumping to obey
hig orders, that he had not realised
that in Plug Hat he was one against
o crowd—that the force was on the
side of the outlaw. He had taken it
for granted that when he denounced
the Rio Kid the cowmen would take
it from him, that his word was good
enough for Plug Hat, as it was good
enough for any crowd in Texas. But
the Kid had got away with it, and here
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was he—iaoledl If he had forescen
it, if he had not been so keen, if he
had waited—waited, and left the out-
law in a fool’s security till he could
have called his troop of Rangers to his
atd—it would have bgen a different
tale then.

He cursed as he moved restlessly
about his prison.

There was no chance of getting out,
The walls were strong, of thick end
heavy timber, the window small and
barred, the door heavy, and safely
locked. The calaboose had been built
under the Kid's supervision, to hold
any rough-necks who were too fresh to
submit to the new sheriff’s rule, and
the Kid had séen the work done well.
Jim Hall had examined the walls, the
window, and the door, and knew that
there was no escape. And while he
was cooped up the Rio Kid was escap-
ing—already, doubtless, on his famous
grey mustang, burning the wind. For,
of course, the Kid could not hope to
keep up the sheriff game, now that
Hall knew. His men would be in town
the next day, and if they found him
gaoled they would kick the calaboose
to pieces if all Plug Hat stood in the
way. They would arrest Sheriff Texas
Brown if the whole cow-town turned
out to stop them. Yes; the Kid was
escaping. On the morrow he would be
gone, without leaving a trail. He knew
where he had to get off, and he was
getting off.

Hall raged at the thought. To run
his old enemy down and see him escape
—ride away, laughing, care free! The
mental picture of the Kid, galloping
through the starry Texas night, mad-
dened Hall. : :

There was a click at the door, and
he spun round towards it and stood
still.  The key was turned back.

Hope leaped up in his heart. Had
some of the dog-goned gecks realised
how matters stood, realised that they
had roped in the man who stood for
the law and allowed an outlaw to -
escape, and come there to release him?
Ho caught his breath.

The door swung outward.

In the clear, bright, starlight a
puncher, in Stetson and goatskin chaps,
stood there. Hall stared grimly at
him. It was the Kid.

There were no bandages on his face
now. They had ceased to serve their
purpose and were gone. The cool,
handsome, sunburnt face, with its
steady blue eyes, was revecaled in the
glimmer of the stars. Hall’s eyes
devoured that handsome face. If there
had been any doubt before it was gone
now. He knew the Kid when he saw
him.

His hands clenched convulsively. A
quiver ran through him, as through
a tiger about to spring. The starfight
glimmered on a Colt.

“Hold in your hosses, feller,” said
the Kid quietly. “ Don’'t make me spill
your juice. Don’t make it easy for me,
By the great horned toad, Jim Hall,
I'm powerful tempted to drive cold
lead through your cabeza. I guess I'm
a durned geck not to. Give me a
whisper of trouble, dog-gone you, and
you get yours, pronto.”’

Hall stood quite still. Well he knew
that his lifo bung on the merest thread,
Why the Kid did not kill him he did
not understand. But with all the Rio
Kid’s wild reputation, it never had
been his way to kill, unless he was
crowded so bad that he had to. Jim
Hall realised that he had better not
crowd the Kid now.



~ “What do you want?’ he hissed.
“You denying that you're the Kid now
—now that I can sce your face, dog-
gone you?”

The Kid smiled softly.

“1 guess not, Hall. Not now that
we’re alone here. You got it right—
and I’'m here to talk to you.”

He stepped inside and closed the
door. The only light in the room was
the shaft of starlight that fell in at the
unglazed window. It lighted the cala-
boosc dimly, and across the foor lay
the black shadow of the bars of the
window. In the dimness Hall’s eyes
gleamed like a cat’s. He was calcu-
lating the chances of a leap—of the Kid
missing in the dim light. He checked
the impulse. The Rio Xid never
missed, and Hall knew in his bones
that the boy outlaw, who would not
shoot him down wunresisting, would
shoot him without compunction if he
attacked—that he would welcome the
chance. He heard the low laugh of
the Kid. His thoughts had been read.

“Guess again, hombre.” said the
Kid. “I've warned you not to make
it easy for me.”

Hall controlled himself.

““What do you want?’ he hissed.

“Jest a pow-wow,” said the Kid.
“I'm sure going to talk to you like a
Dutch uncle, Hall. You'll sit on that
bench and keep quiet while I talk
turkey to you.”

Hall shrugged his broad shoulders
and sat down on the bench. Across the
dimn room he eyed the Kid with fierce
cyes, under lowering brows,

The Kid lcancd on the door, facing

him.

“You've nosed me out, Iall,”” he
went on, in the same quict voice.
“You've trailed me down and found
mec to home. But you ain’t cinched
me yet—not by a \\'iole jugfu]. Jest
at present I’ve cinched you.”

“How long you figure you can keep
it up?”’ snarled Hall. “My men will
be here to-morrow. I left them word
to come on here when they was through
with the rustlers in the buttes. Even
the gol-darned cowmen who’ve stood for
your play, durn you, will be doing some
thinking. Plug Hat won’t be backing
you to-morrow, like it did. Once my
men are here—""

“You want to listen to a guy,” said
the Kid. “I've said that I’'m here to
talk turkey. Listen to me like a white
man, and forget that I'm the Rio Kid.
You've found me here, a sheriff! Ask
any guy in Plug Hat, and he'll tell you
that there ain’t a cow-town in Texas
with a better sheriff. I guess you've
heard how I’ve cleaned up Plug Hat
and turned it, from the wildest hole
in Texas into a decent town. I guess
afore I was sheriff a Texas Ranger
couldn’t have rode into this burg with-
out getting shot on sight. Jim Hall,
they made me an outlaw, and you kept
me one; but I got a chance of making
good, and T’ve taken it. And here I
am—sheriff of Sassafras county. You
stand for the law, and I stand for the
law—now. Do you want to drive me
back into outlawry?”

“I want to cinch you and see you
strung up!”’ said Hall, between his
tecth.

“You ain’t
to make good?

Hall laughed scoffingly.

“I gave you a chance cnce,” he said,
“when you was a rancher. I took your
word and gave you a chance. And what
was the end of 1t7”

“I was driven off that ranch,”” said
the Kid quietly. T was hunted off'n

giving a guy a chance
7
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that ranch, Hall, and hunted back info
an outlaw trail,”

“And you figure you wouldn’t be
driven out of Plug Hat when the galoots
get_wise to you? You reckon your safe
in Plug Hat for keeps, even if I let up
on you?”’

“I guess Il try hard to make the
grade.”

Hall shrugeed Lis shoulders.

“Give a guy a chance,” said the Kid.
“T got you dead to rights. I could keep
you quiet if I wanted. The boys would
have strung you up if I hadn't horned
in. Give me a chance to make good
without that. Keep your teeth shut on
what you know. Quit Plug Hat, and

The Rlo Kid stood in the doorway of

the calaboose, and regarded his

prisoner with a quiet smile. *f Are

you going to give me an even break,
here ? '’ he asked,

leave its sheriff alone, and forget that
you ever knew him as the Rio Kid.”

“And when you're tired of playing
sheriff you go back to the outlaw trail,
same as you did after your ranching
stunt ?”’ sneered Hall. * Forget it, Kid'
I've got to stand for the law, and I got
to do my duty, if you chewed the rag
from now till sun-up.”

The Kid was silent, looking at him,
his face a little pale. He had hoped
little from an appeal to that man of
iron; and he had no hope now. Hall
watched his eyes and read his thoughts
there. It was in the Kid’s mind to
shoot him like a dog. Those moments
were big with fate for the captain of
the Texas Rangers. His life was at-the
mercy of the boy outlaw, whom he
deficd and threatened, whose appeal he
rejected. But not for an instant did
Hall think of yielding. Whether he
lived or died, he was the enemy and
implacable pursuer of the boy outlaw
of the Rio Grande.

“I guess I'm a dog-goned gink, Hall,”
said t%e Kid at last, with a sigh. “But
I can't spill your juice, though I sure
never heard a guy beg for it so hard.”
He stepped away from the door. Hall
noticed now that a lasso was looped over
his arm. “Stand up!”

Hall rose from the bench.

“What's this game?’ he muttered
huskily.

.and perilous ravines. The
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The Kid laughed—a hard laugh.

“You ﬁ%urc I'm leaving you here, to
talk to Plug Hat men to-morrow and
put them wise, and to wait for your
Rangers to ride in? Forget it! I guess
I'm toting you to a safe place.”

Hall breathed hard and quick.

“I guess not,” he said, between his
teeth. “I guess I ain’t standing for
that, Kid!”

“You figure that I'm asking you?”’
sneered the Kid. “Why, you dog-goned
geck, I'm jest honing for an excuse to
blow your brains out over that wall.
You lift a finger, you let out one yaup,
and youw’re a dead Ranger—and Y'll be
durned glad of the chance!”

There was deadly menace in the Kid's
quiet voice. There was dcath in his
glinting eyes. He meant every word,
and something like a chill came into
cven the iron heart of the Ranger. And
Hall made no resistance as the Kid
beund his arms behind his back and
fastened a gag in his mouth. With the
Kid’s grasp on him, he stepped out of
the calaboose into the brightness of the
stars.

—
0 <
The Kid Means Business!

]

O a
THE hoofs of the cow-pony rang

on hard rock and loose stoncs.
They had left the prairie behind,
and the Kid was leading the
cow-pony into the hills, by rugged paths
i r man who
sat bound in the saddle wondered where
they were going—wondered what the
outlaw’s ultimate intertion was. Rage
burned him like a fire; it gleamed and
blazed from his eyes. But Jim Hall
was helpless, bound to the cow-pony,
led whither the Kid listed. The gag
in_his mouth choked back his curses.
The Kid tramped on in silence. He
did not even glance at his prisoner; ho -
gave Hall no heed. Plug Hat town was
THE Popyrar.—No. 609.
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far behind, across the wide stretch of
praivie that separated the cow-town
from the sierra. It was not to the buttes
that the Kid had taken his prisoner;
there were Rangers in the buttes. Five
iniles from Plug Hat, to the north, was
a rugged sierrn—arid, stony, desolate,
scarce cver trodden by the foot of man
or horse. And into the sicrra the Kid
led the.bound Ranger, in silence, only
the thud of the cow pony’s hocfs waking
the echoes of the night.

It was new country to Jim Hall; but
he could see that it:was familiar to the
Kid. Only a few short wecks ago the
Kid had ridden into Sassafras county,
a stranger; but IHall bitterly reflected
that the Kid was the galoot to learn
at once the lic of the land—cspecially of
rugged and solitary tracts where, in
case of need, a- hunted man might hide
from his foes.

What was his intention? In spitc of
his courage—that had never failed him
—in spite of the iron nerve that no peril
had ever shaken, Hall was fecling a
chill in his heart.

The Kid stopped at last.

Hall stared round him, in the bright
starlight. Not a sound of life; not a
sign; uot cven a coyote slinking among
the rocks. They bhad stopped in a
canyon, where a torrent caseaded down
a steep. acclivity,
lands, forming a stream that flowed
down the canyon to the prairie. The
Kid unbound the lasso that fastened
Hall to the horse’s back and lifted him
down. . He removed the gag from the
Ranpget’s ihouth now.

Hall panted.

“ Dog-gone you!" he hissed, his lips
white with rage. * What's your game?
What's your game, you durned scalla-
wag ?”?

from the high up--
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“I guess you'll soon be wise to it.”

Taking the. Ranger by one bound
arm, the Kid led him forward on foot.
He pressed close to the canyon wall,
where the tarrent tumbled down, and
the spray dashed into their faces. To
Hall’s amazement, the Kid plunged into
the waterfall, dragging the Ranger
after him. -

But he .understood the next momecent.
There was a deep cavern in the cliff,
behind the fall, the opening completely
screened by the falling water.

Hall found himsclf standing in deep
darkness. © The ‘Kid had released him,
and he hcard the outlaw fumbling. A
light gleamed out. The Kid had lighted
a caudle, .and he set it ou a ledge of
rock. Hall looked about him. 1t was
o narrow cavern, but it bit decp into
the clif. How far it cxtended Hall
could not tell; the interior was wrapped
in gloom. Out of reach of the spray of
the fall. several blunkets lay on che
rugged floor, and other things that told
of a camp.

“Yep!” The Kid nodded. “I guess
I found this shebang a piece ago, Hall,,
and fixed it up for lying doggo, in caso
I wanted it. I reckoned [ knowed I
might have to lie doggo when I heard
that the Texas Ranpgers were around.
You've guessed it.”’

“ And what—"" Hall hissed.

But he did not necd to ask now.
knew,

“Them's your blankets.” said the Kid,
“I guess yowre bedding down in this
place, Hall. 1 fixed it up for this baby
in case of need; but I reckon it will
serve your turn. You can yell all you
want; no galoot ever rides these hills,
and I guess if one did he wouldn’t hear
you through the noise of the watetfall.
Yow're bedding down here, Hall.”

3

“You're leaving me here?”

“You've said it,” .

Hall’s eyes gleamed, and the Kid
laughed.

“1 guess I'm leaving you safe,’”” he
said. “You'll see me again, Hall; and
overy time you sce me you'll have a
chance of talking turkey. You're a
durned hard man, Jim Hall, but ai
Texas knows that your word is yowr
bond, and I guess I'll take your word,
when you give it.”

Froin the pocket of his chaps the Kid
drew a long, thin steel chain. ~ There
was a staple at one end. a padlock at
the other. With a chunk of rock the
Kid drove the iron staple deep into-the
wall of the cavern—drove it in hard and
deep, till it almost disappeared,

“1 guess a team. of hosses wouldn't
pull that out, Hall,”” said the Kid. “1If
you'pull loose, feller, you're sure wel-
come.”’

He wunbound the Ranger’s. arms.
Round his left wrist the padiock snapped
shut. It fitted closer than a handcuff.
Hall stood trembling with rage. The
Kid stepped baek.

“T guess that fixes vou, Hall.” said
the Kid. “I’'m leaving you food, and
I guess there's plenty to drink jest at
your doorway.”” He stepped towards
the screen of falling water, paused, and
turned. “Jim Hall, Tve asked vou #n
give me a chance to make good at Plug
Hat. T'm asking vou again.”

A curse was the Ranger’s only answer,

The Kid shrugged his shoulders and
stepped away through the filling water
and vanished from the Ranger's sight.

THE EXD.

(IWhat's going to nappen now to the
Boy Sheriff?, Can. he go back to Pluy
Hat as sheriff?  Sce next week’s roaring
Western yarn. It's great!)
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