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256 THE OUTLAW KID UPHOLDS THE LAW OF THE PLAINS AND PUTS

A BUNCH OF RUSTLERS TO ROUT!
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The Alarm !
d HLUD ! Thud! Thud !

Darkness lay on
the prairie round
the Bar-T ranch.
From the windows
of the bunkhouse,
yellow  lights
streamed oul into
the night. Half a
dozen punchers,
gathered to supper
; in the bunkhouse,
listened to the sound of thudding, galloping
hoofs that were approaching the ranch.

Ginger, the horse-wrangler of the Bar-T,
ed towards the open doorway.

“1 guess that guy’s sure hitting the
tiigh spats ! 7 he remarked.

Ginger stared out of the bunkhouse
doorway into the soft, starlit Texas night.
Whoever was riding towards the Bar'T in
the dark ghadows was riding hard.
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Alexander Black, the
. foreman of the ranch, came
out of -his shaclk, close by
the bunkhouse, and stood
staring in the direction of
the approaching hoof beats.
The dark-browed, saturnine
foreman = of the  Bar-T
looked puzzled. .
* Say, Mister Black, that
guy sure is coming like he
was sent for!” called out
Ginger from the bunkhouse,

The foreman grunted. .

“ He’s coming from the Red Dog trail,”
he said. ¢ Mebbe it’s Texas PDave or
Panhandle from the Fernandez range.
But they ain’t no call to leave the herd on
the range.”

Thud! Thud! Thud!

Through the shadows the figure of a
horseman loomed up, coming on for the
ranch with his horse in a lather of foam.

"he punchers, heedless of sup%er, poured
out of the bunlkhouse, to join Ginger and
the foreman. '

(GHinger gave a sudden shout.

“Say. I savvy that guy! That's the
kid puncher that joined the outfit two days
ago, fellers—and camped in the haunted
ranch »?

“ By the great horned toad!” ejacu-
lated Black Alec. ¢ It sure is that kid
puncher that calls himself Santa Fe Smith !
1 igured that he had hit the trail out of this
section.”

The Rio Kid was in full view now. The

gate in the fence was closed, bub the Kid

FURTHER
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did mot stop for it. The %{rla musbtang
rose to the leap, and the Rio Kid eame over
the high gate like a bird, The mustang’s
hoofs crashed to earth again, and the
boy puncher drew in his mustang sharply,

.and Side-Kicker clattered to a halt, with
steaming nostrils.

“ Say, fellers!® Kid.
breathlessly.

Alex Black strode forward, with a grim
brow.

“ What's this game, you gink ?” he

panted the

demanded. “ What you want at the
‘Bar-T 2
The Kid stared at him. It was a

eouple of days since the Kid had signed
‘on as a member of the Bar-T outfit, and
much had happened to the Kid since
then,

“I guess you know me, Mister Black,”
ke said, * Santa Fe Smith, that signed
on in this bunch. You ain't forgotten
this baby, I reckon. You put me on the
Fernandez range

“Sure! And the next morning you
was gone,”’ grunted the foreman. * Texas
Dave searched for you and you was gone,
and the herd left. I guessed you was
seared by the ghosts of the haunted ranch
and had lit out. And I'll say I reckoned
that that was jest what would happen,
too! And you've come back hyer mow,
you gol-darned gink! You can whesl
your eayuss énd ride. You ain’t wanted
on the Bar-T.”

“71 guess I'm going to put you wise,
Mister Black,” said the Kid, taking no
heed of the foreman’s unpleasant manner,
“ There’s rustlers on the Fernandez range,
and if you want to save the cows— »

“ Aw, forget it!” snapped Black
Alec. ¥ The marshal of Red Dog is after
the rustlers, and he’s sure trailed them as
far as the Mesquite sierra, and that'’s
twenty miles irom here. There’s six men
from the Bar-T riding with him. 1 guess
therse ain’t any rustlers nearer than
Mesquite.”
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“ You want to guess again!” aaid the
Kid, ‘“There’s a bunch of Mexicans
driving the cows on the Fernandez range
this minute.”

“ And what's Texas
doing ?

« Cetting on their way towards Jordan,
1 reckon,” said the Kid. “1 heard
shooting on the prairie. Feller, T tell
you the Mexican rustlers are driving the
herd on that range, and they figure on
getting them across the Rio Grande into
Mexico before dawn.”

There was a buzz from the Bar-T
punchers, Several of them ran bhack
into the bunkhouse for their gun-belts,
But Black Alec stared grimly and un-
believingly at the Kid, -

“ And how'd you know all about it ?”
he demanded. '

The Rio Kid bit his lip impatiently.
There was no time for talk; and he had
burned the wind to reach the ranch
and give the alarm. But the foreman of
the Bar-T had to be satisfied. : .

“ Pl tell” you, sir! " he snapped. 1
camped in the haunted rancho, according
to orders, gnd 1.sure saw the ghost;

and Panhandle

and I guessed I'd have cinched that ghost,

too, nly a galoot gave me a crack on the
cabeza with the butt of a Colt in the dark.
T've been s prisoner in an old dug-out
under the ‘rancho e

“ 1 ain't never heard of any dug-out
under the Fernandez rancho.”

“ Carry me home to die!” exclaimed
the Kid. “ If you'd heard of it, I guess
it wouldn’t have been any use to a gang
of rustiers for a hide-out. They got that
dug-out hidden deep.
a bunch of Mexicans—and I saw them in
the dug-out and heard their talk, me a
prisoner: i

“ And they let you come away. ta give
us the word ? > sneered Black Alec.

The Kid breathed hard.

“ You sure do get a guy’s goat, Mister
Black,” he said. *I was shut up in a
room in the dug-out, and Euchre Dick,
the gunman of Red Dog, came along—
he’s in cahoots with the rustlers. They
was keeping me a prisomer, but Euchre
figured on rubbing me oub:
and when the greasers hit the
trail, he came looking for me
with a Colt, But I guess 1 got
a cinch on him, and T've leit
him in the dug-out with a
cracked cabeza—and since then
1 been burning the wind to put

_you wise.”

“* Say, Mister Black, 1 reckon
this kid is square,”’ said Ginger.
“We sure want to get after
them rustlers.”’

The Bar-T foreman shook his
head.

“ There’s nothing to it,”” he
said, ““ and L guess that young
cuss is only talking eut of the
top of his Stetson. He allows
that Euchre Dick is in eahoots
with the rustlers. Waal, I
know it was Euchre got sign
of the rustlors in the Mesquite
gierra, and sent the marshal
there hunting for them.”

¢ Likely he would ! ” snapped
the Kid. 1 guess it was his
game to get the marshal out of
the way, while his pards was
running off cattle hyer on the
Bar-T ranges, Il tell all
Texas they’re running off three hundred
cows for the Rio Grande this minute,
ng fast ag they can drive them.”

“ You can tell all Texas, but it_ain’t
any use telling me,” said the Bar-T
foreman, sourly. ‘“And Tl tell you,
Mister Santa Ke Smith, if that’s your
name, I don’t want you in this outfit. I
wuess I was only stringing you when I
posted you on the Fernandez range—1
cuessed  you'd get scared and beat it.
And I reckoned I'd see the last of you.
Now you got the gall to horn in with this

varn !’

And the forman turned conternptuously
WWay.

“By the great horned toad!”™ ex-
claimed the Kid. His eyes gleamed at
the Bar-T foreman. Then he ooked
round over the staring crowd of punchers.

I tell you, there’s

** Say, fellers, who's riding with me to
cinch thern rustlers ? )

The foreman swung back.

“ Not a guy here’s riding with you,”
he snapped, “* and I guess if you dom’t
beat it, and beat it sudden, youw’ll find
trouble: at this ranch.”

1 guess T'm ready for all the trouble
you can give me,” snapped the Kid. * You
can’t scare me with black looks, sir, not
worth a continental red cent. And if
the boys ain’t riding now I've given the
word, ['m sure riding after thern rustlers
on my own. And I reckon o

He broke off suddenly as there was a
sound of hoofbeats from the darkness of
the prairie.

Thud! “Thud! Thud!

. It wag another horseman riding through
the night. urging on his horse at frantic
speed.

From the darkness a foaming horseman
dashed up to the ranch. Ginger rushed to
the gate and threw it open as the rider
came thundering up. '
' -4 Moxas Dave !’ shouted the foreman,

springing towards him. “What the
thunder- ” .
‘The burly puncher dragged in his

broncho. He was reeling in the saddle,
and blood was streaming down one
bronzed cheek.

“ A buneh of Mexicans-~they got the
herd off the range,” he gasped, “and
they're heading south as fast as they can
drive the cows. They
got Panhandle!” : He
reeled, and Ginger
caught him as he fell.

‘Black” Aléc stood
motionless for amoment.
His dark brows were
knitted. - Two of three
of the punchers carried
the wounded man into

The
to the
horses.

voiee

the bunkhouse.
others rushed
corral for their
The foreman’s
rang out sharply.
“Baddle up! We got
to ride and ride hard "

He gave the Rio Kid no heed, seermningly

forgetful of his existence. But that eut

no ice with the Kid. As a bunch of

horsemen swept out of the gateway and

lg(})lde at & gallop, the Rio Kid rode with
orID.

A Wild Ride!

LACK ALEC was riding with whip
and spur. There was blood on
the foaming flanks of his broncho
and the cracking of his quirt

rang like shots from a Colt. Even in
those moments of wild hagte the Rio
Kid was conscious of a dislike and scorn
for the man who could use a horse so

savagely.
The Bar-T iforeman swept om ahead,
the punchers riding after him. Side-

Kicker could have gone faster the
Kid was not takinggthe lead. Ek{):sv far
the Mexican raiders had travelled with
the stolen herd it was impossible to tell.
though it was certain that they were
driving the cows as fast..as the cows
could go. From the direction taken by
Black ‘Alec, and followed by the rest.
the Kid figured that he was heading
straight for the border, where the Rio

Grande flowed between Texas and
Mexico. It was new country to the Kid
—a part of Texas where he had pever

ridden before. He dropped back a little
and rode side by side with Ginger, the
horse-wrangler, and called to him.

“8ay. Ginger, where we heading?
Guess we ain't picking up the trail of the
herd 7"

“Not by e hatful,” answered Ginger.

Almost  dropping
from  exhaustion.
the Rio Kid fairly
hurled his horse
over the last fence
and landed
amongst the
startled cow~
punchers. *‘Quick!
The rustlers ore
driving off the
cattie on the
range ! *’ he gasped
' out!

<1 guess there’s only one place where
they can get the cows across the river and
that’s the Comanche Ford. There ain'b
no other spot for half a day’s ride either
way. It’s the Comanche Ford or nothin’ ;
and you bet Mister Black knows it.”

“1 get you!” assented the Kid. :

He disliked the foreman of the Bar-T,
and the way the man was using his horse
got the Kid's goat. But he admittec
that Black Alec sure kuew his business.
By heading direct for the ford of the
Rio Crande, the only place where the
raiders eould cross, the Bar-T outfit had
a chanee of cutting off their rotreat from

Texan soil.
Joaquin Femnandez and his gang had a
fong stavt. But however rapidly the
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cows aight be driven, their pace had to
pe much slower than that of the galloping
norsemen. There was just a chance of
setting first to the ford.

The prairie was dark; few stats
gﬁmmered in the sky and the moon was
fot yet up though there was a pale.
gilvery glimmer in the east that told that
it was coming. And the rugged prairie
was pitted with the holes of prairie rabbits.
The Rin Kid dragged on his reins suddenly
as he saw the shadowy figure of the
foretnan ahead of him take a gudden
plunge.

There was a squeal of pain from the
proncho, who had dipped a forefoot in
a hole in the prairie. The horse went
sprawling headlong, and Black Alec
slumped into the grass.

“ Aw, carry me Lome to die !’ snapped
Ginger.  ** Black Alee’s down——this sure
is the elephant’s hind leg.”

“I guess he was beggin’
grunted the Kid.

The punchers reined in.

Black Alec was on his feet in o moment,
panting oaths. He bent over the
struggling, squealing horse, and dragged
furiously on the reins. But the broncho
could not rise. Its leg was broken.

The Bar-T foreman swung roung to the
bunch.

“ That cayuse is a goner!” he snarled.
“ Here, you, give me your cayuse—you
Santa Fe.”

He strode towards the Kid.

The Kid's face set grimly. The foreman
was within hiz rights in demanding a
horse from a Bar-T man. But he had
told the Kid that he was not a member o:
the outfit. Bar-T man or not. the Kid
would never have handed over Side-
Kioker to s man who handled a horse so
savagely—not to save all the cows in
Texas irom being run acress the border
into the Mexican hills.

“ Light down !~ roared Black Alec.
as the Kid did not stir from he saddle.

“1 guess not, Mister Black,” answered
the Kid quietly. ““You ain’t lathering
this cayuse with your quirt, nor ripping
his flanks with your spurs. This cayuse is
mine, and stays mine.” ;

“ Get off'n that hoss.”

“I guess not!” said the Kid. His
gun glimmered in the faint light of the
stars. “ You ain’t touching this hoss
Mister Blacic . and if you pull a gun on
me it’ll be the last thing you’ll do this side
of Jordan.”

Blaclk Alec’s hand dropped on his Colt

“ Don't!” said the Kid quietly.

“You dog-goned geck!” Black Alec
sholsed with rage, but even in his fury he
Jid not forget that this was the man who
had shot up Euchre Dick, the gunman of
Red Dog. “ What you doin’ here, any-
how ? You ain’t one of this bunch—you
ain't wanted in this outfit. like T’ve told
you.” i
. “If 1 ain't one of the bunch, { guess
you got no call to ask me for my cayuse,

for it!”

Mister Biaek. Yon ain't getting him.
anyhow.” .
“PI deal with you tater!” hissed

the Bar-T foreman. * Hyer. one oi you
boys give me a cayuse, and hoof it.”

One of the punchers dismounted and
the foreman took his broncho. He
dashed on again. aud the Bar-T outfit
followed. Ginger, the horse-wrangler,
stayed long enough to shoot the injured
horse: and the Kid, who had stopped
with the sare intention, gave him a nod.
Then they rode on again after the rest.

Higher over the dusky horizon came
the glimmer of the rising moon. The
thick waving grass caught bthe giimmer
like a shimmering sea round the galloping
riders. )

Away abead, through the gioom,
another glimmer caught the Kid’s eye:
the shine of water The Rio Grande was
in _sight.

In a panting bunch. the Bar-T outfit
"dashed up to the river. Black Alec
flung himself from his horse. He stooped
to look for sign. but the Kid could ase
from the saddle that all was well. Three
hundred cows would have left ample sign
of their passapge and there wag no fresh
trampled trail going down to the ford.
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“Were ahead . the scailywags'’
panted Black Alec. T guess we've cut
oft the gang from Mexico.”

Black Alee strained his eyes through
‘the shadows. From the distance came a
low rumbling sound. faint and afar. but
every puncher there knew what it was—
the sound of & herd in motion.

“ They’re coming!” said Ginger.

Black Alec rapped out sharp orders
The outfit drew their panting horses
into the dark shadow of a clump of cotton.
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woods close by the ford. There they
waited for the arrival of the rustlers—
avery man with his gun in his hand now

Across the dark prairie the rumbling sound
of many hoofs came clearer and clearer,
The eracking of whips could be heard—
now and then a distant shout. The nherd
was rolling on to the ford, rapidly driven

by the rstlers, who evidently had no
suspicion so far thai the

Rar-T ontht

had got ahead of them from another
direction. Black Alec gritted his teeth.

“T guess we've got them guys dead to
rights | ” he muttered. * Head the cows
away from the rord, and shoot every
dog-goned greaser you can draw a bead on.
By the great horned toad, this iz 2
einch.”

The moon gleamed over the rim of
the prairie. It glimmered on waving
grass, and the heaving backs of plunging
animals ; here and there on the wide-
brimmed sombrero of a Mexican horseman,
cracking his quirt on the outskirts of the
thundering herd. Three hundred cows.
with half & dozen rustlers riding round
them, came plunging on towards the ford
—where the Bar-T outft waited and
watehed finger on trigger.

The Fight at the Ford!

FLASH stabbed the darkness. & It
was followed by another and
another. The Bar-T bunch were
firing as they swept out from the

shadow of the cottonwoods.

Bang ! Bang ! Bang !

There was a wild outbreak and squealing
and roaring” irom the herd. Shouts in
Spanish came from the Mexican rustlers -
fiash on flash of random firing.

The leading cows were within a hundred
vards of the river when the Bar-T bunch
dashed at them, taking them on {ront and
flank. From the thundering horsemen
and the roaring Colts the cows swung
away No effort of the rustiers could
zeep them on towards the ford. Startled
and scared. the herd plunged away from
the sudden wuproar and fturned up the
hank of the river, stampeding.

The Kid heard the voice of Joaquin
Fernandez velling 0 his men. For
soveral minutes. heedless of the Bar-T
men, the rustlers strove to drive the herd
onward towards the river. But it was
futile ; the scared herd was stampeding
now, and they thundered away up the
bank leaving the ford behind them.

Onde the cows were turned away from
the ford. the Bar-T men gave them no
further heed. The stampede would seatter
them far and wide over the prairie, for
scores of miles along the river, and it
would be a lengthy task to round them
up agein: but so long as they were on
the Texan side the punchers cared little
for that. The herd was asved, and they
gave their attention to the rustlers.

One of the Mexican horsemen had gone
down, overwhelmed by the rush of the
cattle, Man and horse remained where
they fell, crushed out’ of reccgnition
by the countless thundering hoois that
passed over them. The rest were drawing
together, firing at the horsemen that
toomed up in the dim glimmer of. the
moon. There were six of the rustlers and
more than twice that number of Bar.T
men, and Joaguin Fernandez and his
gang had little chance. Leaving the
cattle to their own devices, the rustlers
bunched together and dashed down to the
ford, firing right and left in the gloom.
Evidently they were thinking only of
escape across the border now.

But there was no escape for them.

The Bar-T outfit were between them
and the ford. Horseman met horseman,
crashing in the dimness. The Rio Kid,
guiding his mustang with his knees, had
a walnut-butted gun in either hand
now. In the gloom and the rapid motion
most of the lead that sereamed through
the air was wasied. But the Kid did not
waste his lead. Twice he fired as the
Mexicans came sweeping on, and twice'a
sombrerced head disappeared as the rider
went crashing from hig horse. Another
and another of the rustlers weni down
under the fire of the punchers. The Kid
heard a erash as a furious rider cannoned
in to Black Alee. sendifig him w0 the earth
and joining him there,

One sombrero still showed in the moon
glimamer, but its weareir was 00 longer
riding for the ford. He had wheeled his
horse and was dashing back from the
river. The Kid sent a bullet after him
as he vanished acvoss the prairie. He
was abous to spur Side-Kicker in pursuit
swhen u panting ery from the dark grass

Continued on nage 274-
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axle-boltis, and then set the engine woin’,
Tt'1l wind in the rope like billy.ho ! 7

The captain gasped, but then le saw
the possibility of the idea. Yelling to the
coastguards to hold the rope, he dashed
back and got to work as Barney had
suggested. With a hammer grabbed from
the tool-box, he smashed away the mud-
guard supports and thus left enough room
for the rope to ¢oil Tound the axie without
gotting fouled. The mudguard itself was
old and rusted, and it came away like tin
as he wrenched. Then he got the rope-
end and laced it round the axle-bolts
whilst Barney jumped to the wheel.

The <youngster pressed . the enging
starter, slipping the gear into first. Then
at ‘a shout from the captain he let in the
cluteh, and the slack of the rope wound
in as if by magic.

The coastguards let go as they felt the
strain, and ran with the captain to gather

big stones with which to wedge the wheels
of the car. And so the life-line paid in from
the stricken ship, and was brought ashore
in something like half the time that it could
have been done by full man-power.

To rig it to a séanchion of the coast-
guard hut, and then svart the business of
pulling in the sailors who came up one by
one on the buoy, was the work of minutes.
Indsed, it was a surprisingly short time
after the first soaked and shivering man
landed, that the lagt dropped down ex-
haustediy and gasped out that there were
no more on bhoard.

They were helped into the hut, given hot
drinks, and rubbed down immediately,
but at length they were all comfortable,
and cars with doctors and men from
Grantown began to arrive and take charge.

Barney walked out of the hut, spent
some time unravelling the rope from the
axle, and then fitted the wheel again.

THE OUTLAW HKID!

(Continwed from puge 258.)

reached his ears. He reined in his
mustang and leaped to the ground. -

Black Alec was rolling over in the grass
in the grasp of the rustler who had fallen
with him. The Bar-T foreman had
dropped his gun in the fall and was fighting
desperately, hand to hand, with the
swarthy ruffian. The Kid caught the
gleam of a cuchillo.

Black Alec was yelling to his men, but
in the darkness and confusion his men
were not at hand. But the Iid was
there. 1ie leaped at the rustler as the
knife flushed up over the Bar-T {oreman.

Another second and it would have been
driven. to the hilt in Black Alec’s breast.
The Kid’s Colt crashed on the Mexican’s
head, sending him sprawling in the
grass, and the cuchillo dropped from his
hand. _

“ 0K, Mister Black ! grinned the
Kid.

The
panting.

He gave the Kid one look, and it was
not a friendly look though the boy
puncher had saved his life. Then he
glared round for his revolver, and grabbed
it up. The Mexican, half-stunned,
sprawled in the grass: and the Bar-T
foreman streamed bullets at him from
the Colt, riddling him with lead.

““I guess that cow-thief has got his!”
snaried Black Alec.

The Kid's eyes glinted. But he said
nothing. The Bar-T foreman turned to
him again,

“1 guess you stopped him in time
he said.

“J guess so0 ! 7 said the Kid, , “And T
reckon you might have cinched the guy
without giving him his ticket for soup,
Mister Black !”

Bar-T foreman staggered up,

(D

“Aw, can it!” snarled the Bar-T
foreman. “The dog-goned geck has gol

what was coming to him.” He stared
round in the gathering light of the moon.
“ T guess this is a wipe-out. You savvy
if any of the scallywags have got clear ? 1
guess none got across the ford.”

“ Not a guy,” said the Kid. “ But
there was one of the bunch hit the back-
trail mighty quick, and I'm sure going
after him. I reckon I know where to
look for the guy—in the hide-out under
the baunted ranch.”

“ 1 guess I want to see that hide-out,”
seid Black Alec. ““ T’ll ride with youw.”

fle clambered on his horse, Ginger
rode up through the shadows.

T reckon this is. our game, Mister
Black ! chuckled the horse-wrangler,
“We've sure put paid to that pesky
banch.” .

“Bure!  Get the boys together and
loolt after the cattle,” szaid Blacic Alec.
“ Santa Fe allows that one of the bunch
got away, and has beat it for the hide-out
at the haunted ranch. I'm sure going to
see | There ain’t going to be one of the
bunch ride clear,”

The Rie Kid was aiready riding, and
the Bar-T foreman dashed after him.
Back along the trampled trail left by the
herd they rode towards the old Fernandez
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ranch. F¥ar away up the banl of the Rio
Grande, the herd was scattered now, most
of the seared animals gtill on the run, dnd
likely to run till they dropped from
weariness.

The stampeds was likely to give the
Bar-T men plenty of trouble in the next
few days. But the herd had been saved
and the gang of rustlers wiped out, with
the excoption of the one man who had
fled back into Texas. And. the Kid
figured that he knew where to look for
that guy. And he rode on rapidly to the
haunted ranch., the Bar-T foreman

galloping at his side.

3.5 frem his foaming horse and led the
panting animal through the clinging

vines and creepers that hid the secret

entrance to the old dug-out under the

haunted ranch.

The Mexican’s dusky face was working
with rage. There was o streak of crimson
across 1t where a bullet had grazed, and
geveral bullet-hioles through the high
crown of his sombrero. Utter defeat and
destruction had fallen on the gang of
Mexican rustlers, and Joaquin, whoe alone
survived, was cut off from his retreat into
his own country. On the morrow the
whole eountry would be up hunting for
him, and the cow-thief counted on lying
doggo in the dug-out, which had con-
cealed him so often before. Not for a
moment did he suspect that the Rio Kid
had escaped, and had taken a leading part
in the fight at the ford. Bo far as the
Mexican knew his. hide-out under the
baunted ranch was still a place of security.

The mass of creepers fell into place
behind him. Breatlang in great gasps,
the Mexican led his horse along the darlk
tunnel to the cave where he was accus-
tomed to leaving him, and where Kuchre
Dick’s horse had bheen left. In  the
darkness he did not observe that the
Kid’s mustang was gone. He cast the
broncho loose there and tramped on down
the tunnel into the dug-out, where a
swinging lamp was burning.  Whether
Euehre Dick was still there the rustler
did not know, but he was soon to learn.
As a lamp was burning he guessed that
the gunman was not yet gome—but he
stared round the dug-out for him in
vain.

* Caramba ! 7 :

His startled glance fell on the door of
the room at the end of the dug-out,
where the Rio Kid had been left a prisoner.
The door was swinging open. Through
the open doorway he had a glimpse of a
figure that lay on the earth—and it was
not the figure of the Rio Xid, With
rapid strides he crossed the dug-out, and
bent over Euchre Dick.

The gunman, stunned by the Kid's
blow, had lain senseless for hours. His
consciousness was returning now, and he
was stitting feebly when the Mexican
reached him. Joaquin stared at him,
aritting teetly, and siared round in
savags astonishment. Then he dragged
the guaman into the outer dug-out, into
the hight of the lamp.

The Last of the Rustlers!
QAQUIN FERNANDEZ, the leader of
the Mexican rustlers, threw himself

* This finished, he went to the cliff-edge
with the captain, and looked down to where
the ship was uow clean in halves and
kreaking more and more in the merciless
battering of the sea.

Barney shivered.

* Luvaduck ! 7 he said feelingly.
“Luvaduck ! T'm glad I don’t ’ave to
lead an adventurous life. Gimme a guiet,
safe, an’ peaceful time on dry land,
thank you. Them’s my sentiments.”

He walked back to the car with the
captain, and drove away. They accom-
plished the two hundred miles back to
Coventry in two hours and forty-eight
minutes !

(The speed-maniac who raced
| through « storm-lashed lake — he’s
| Barney! See next week’s gripping
L yarn of the speed world!)
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Huchre Dick’s eyes opened, and he
stared at the enraged face of the Mexican.
Joaquin dashed water into his dizzy face.

“ Nombre de Dios!” he said between
his teeth, “* Wake, hombre, wake ! What
has happened here ? The puncher—where,
ishe 27

The gunman staggered to his {feet.
His glance went wildly round him, as if
in search of the Rio Kid. But he knew
that the Kid must be long gone,

Joaquin caught him savagely by the
arm.

“Speak! You stayed behind to shoot
_the puncher—what hus become of him ?
Speak, fool of a gringo.”

1 guess he got the cinch on me,”
gasped BEuchre Dick. “ He sure knocked
me out with my own gun, I guess he’s
beat it.”

The Mexican's face was distorted with
rage, .

“He is gone ? Por todos log Santos !
Then the secret of the dug-out is a secret
no longer ! And I have fled here for
safety I Caramba! They will be here—
they will follow—1] am a lost man! Fool !
If you had left him a prisoner, harred in
the room—iool, all is lost, and it is you
who have lost all.” He spat out Spanish
oaths. * Cararaba ! There is not a
moment to lose.”

He strode back towards the tuunmel.
At the entrance he stopped and turned, a
revolver in his hand. Twice he fired,
and Euchre Diclk, with a groan, fell to
the floor of the dug-out. He did not stir
again as the desperado turned and
disappeared into the tunnel.

A minute more and the Mexican was
dragging his horse back to the outlet.
There was no safety for him in the den
he had counted on as a sure refuge ;: even
now his enemies might be riding overhead-
Swift flight and skulking in the depths of
the chaparral might save him yet—if there
was time.

He dragged aside the screen of creepers
and vines and led the horse out into the
moonlight.

A moment more and he was in the
saddle, gripping the reins for a desperate
ride.

“Halt! Hands up

It was the voice of the Rio Kid. A
levelled Colt looked in the dusky face of
the rustler, the Kid’s eyes gleaming over -
it. Joaquin Fernandez drove his spurs
into the broncho’s flanks, bending low in
the saddle as he dashed away. And the
Kid held his fire. With a wild clattering
of hoofs Joaguin dashed past the haunted
‘rancho and ont upon the plain,

Craclk! Crack! Crack!

The Kid had left Blacl: Alee behind in
that rapid ride to the haunted ranch.

But the Bar-T foreman was not far.

The Rio Kid heard the roar of his Colt,
a yell and a fall ; and then the thudding
hoofs of a riderless horse that dashed away
over the prairie. He had spared the
rustier, but the Bar.-T foreman had not
spared him : and Black Alec’s Colt had
barked death to the last of the rustlers of
the Rio Grande.

1

{Te Rio Hid isn’t done with rustiers
yet. Nol by long challks. They cross
nis trail again nexf week in another
roaring sarn of the Wesi.)




