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RALPH REDWAY

THE. FIRST of a Wonderful NEW Series of Roaring WWestern Tales,
Starring an wnazing characier—THE RIG KID ! He's m New Chunt -
ane WWhe'll keep you Entertained for Howrs icith His Breathless Es-

capades and Thrilling Adventuyes,

THE FIAST CHAPTER.
Trailed Down!
ITE Rio Kid lifted his head and
listened.
His hand slid to
holster silently.

A minute befgre he had been sleep-
ing as peacciully as if he lay in his berth
in the old bunkhouse at the Doulis"Bar.
The chaparral baked under i sun of
SBoutlern Texas. Nven the (;Yadas were
stiil.  But a sound had come from the
Hano that warned the Kid of danger.

Still distant, faintly from afar, came
the beat of a horse’s hoofs on the sun-
baked prairie.

The Kid's
grimmer,

His gun was in %is hand now as he
rose on iz knees and pecred through
the scrubby mesquite to the plain
beyoud. On the cdge of the chaparral
the Kid had camped in ithe welcome
shade.  His horse, worn down by the
long trail, lay sleeping, undistarbed by
the scunds that had- awakened the alert
Kid. With his.left bhand the Kid drew
aside & mass of pendant Spaniard’s-beard
and cleared his wview. Before his eyes
—steely-blue, ¢lear, and keen as thesc
of an cagle—lay the burnt lano, stretch-
ing cndlessly towards the Rio Pecos. In
the far distanee swam the heat-mists,
dimming - the view. Close at hand a
sweating horseman drove on his pant-
ing broucho with quirt and spur.

The Rio Kid's lip curled back from
white, even teeth. e smiled—a

his  gun.

Lronzed face grew

i
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smile thas was not zood o see, ad any
one bheen there in the Laking chaparral
to sec it

Quietly, still
feet,

The chaparral stiil hid him as hé stood
and watched the oncoming horsemarn,
But, as if the sweating rider could see
the young lithe form: sianding there, bz
came sparring on directly towards t.o
spot.

The reason was plain encugh. Across
the dusty plain lay the trail of the Kid's
mustang. Plain encugh for the rawest
greenhorn to follow, it led to the zpot
where tho Rio Kié had plunged into the
shade and stopped {0 rest.

Louder and sharper rang the tattog of
the galloping hoofs. Closer the rider
drew to the dark line of the chaparral
that barred the lano.

Under the big Stetson hat the Kid
could now make cut his face—a hard,
grim, bearded face—a fuce he knew.. Tt
was the face of a man who would not
have stopped, even bad he known-—whas
he probably sarmised—thats the oulcast
of the Double Bar Ranch was sianding
ready waiting for him in ihe thick mes-
quite, gun in hand.

“1 guess it's you for the long irail,
sheriff ¥ murmured the Kid, and he
raised his gun.

The revolver Lore Myl upon the horse-
mal), now only o hundred yards awny—
and coming closer and closer with every
sinde of his powerful Lronche.

smiling, he rose o Lis
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But ths Kid nell Lis fire, °

Dark and desporate were the fales told
of the Ric Kid, through ail the cattle
country afong she Rio Grande and the
Fecos. Boy in years, hmdb:ttcn man
in all else, ¢ool and dart ing and desper-
ate, quicker on the dreaw than any
'\uncher of the.ranches, or eny gunman
of the river camps, the Kid’s hfe had
been a tale of danger nud desperate
hazard ever sinco the day when he had
pulled out from the Doubie Bar end
become an outeaat, Yet he hesitated to
fire on a man without warning, though
that map wi '\‘hcrif‘t‘ Watson, of Frio,
sad a rope (ma a brench swaited the
Tu'l if he were taken back ¢o Frio in the
sheriff's keeping.

Flis eun bors tha shariff,
man’s lite hung by a thread.
Kid did not burn pO\\dU‘ He steppead
out of the mesqiite into the blaze of the
sva and held up his hand.

:

and the

nn

“Halr i

His voiea cang sharply. i

The rider was almest vpon him—
almost  upon  the levelied gun that
giinted in t,hr\ blaze,

“The Kid !’

Sheriff Watson pulled in his broncho
g'most upon its hauaches,

Many a time the sheriff of Frio had
luokcd death in ths face, bat never
vloger thau now,

e knew the Kid's aita—it was known
from the Rm Lrande to the Stake Plain.
The a finger,

topubie of appoinfing a now sheriff,
4 Don't resch for e'. gun, sheriff,” said
ihe Kid, with a smile, %It would sure

e {oulish.
Wawson did not reach for o zun, Ile
hacw  bet than  chat, - His  eyes

wlintad and ais face har 19ned.

“ Light down, sheriff’

W.xf on 11 frenu his borse.
. hoichre, tel' e what you
rin the desert,” zaid the Kid,
suailing.
ST want yeu, Kid.”

VI kinda guessed you did, sheriff,’
wiinned the Kid. “%What do you want

ule

“L guess the list is too long to go
ﬂ."'cm»‘h “said Sherif Watson,  * Half |
the held-ups and «ho«')hng that have

Hmr: roAnu on in Frio county for the
insy twelve months, T gou news of you
dnwu to Huceo, ¥id, and I came after
Fou to get you.  And I'm not going back
witheout you.”

S Lnew I was seen ad Huevo, and "I
igured it cut they'd pass it on to you,’
-aid the Kid, with a nod. ¥ And you
e rue” e 1o get med”

Sanre U
“\'\ ell, here 1w 1™ gmiled the Kid.

The shoriff breathed hard and deep.

&y

Fig ]‘sr seven fpaces from the Kid he
2500

iowering six-feet-three, mipantic
tTust with t] he lithe, clim Iud
e nob zoin’ back without
mecked the I\ “You haven't “wu ed
whather you© 1'e dr\m hack at all, shcu*t
s wy
“ You'm ey

e!”

game, Wid 1* said Watson
rersely. 10 won drili me g will be one |
1aore 1101011 agm ou, and tou I pay
far all when you're toped in.”

“I ain’t roped In yoi even, Watson.
Yow've goin mank—~\h(£ yow're goin’
brek without me.

Tne sher pm\cl\..','

H ¥ ou'te

: tands clenched.
ol 1o sit on that

" = " n0Ls, |
Vel trail-r rape teo L V\ £ o]

: (‘ b [ ol Qu fl n
allin® off > 1 11” and you're g,om o

vide Back to Frio with ¥our hands tied,”
bantered the Kid, “Tf will give the
bovs a jaugh. . T gicts your brone will
know the way howme.

A q"uﬂ ran torough the burly frams |
of L Friv sheddf, sod bis jaw sguared.

But the:

; and the men !
woliid hd\'e Teon put to the:

s mhiriff % gun-holatens

© ¢ Put down that gun ! he commanded.

i The Kid la.ug:.ed
“T'm coming for Kidl”
Watson grimlr.
do; and-I
afore.
across the desert for nnthzrg’

m

gun down! kY

“Coame and take it from me!” jecered
the Kid! “You can’t biuff we, sheriff!”

No more was eaid,

'l'he burly figure bounded -forward,
reaching for a gun at the same nioment, |

Creck!

A flash of fite lesped from the re-
volver, and the sheriff of Frio, almost:
with his hands on the Kid, lurched and !
crashed down into the buent grass of

5 1
8 LLAGT,

T

you, said
guess I've looked at a .45

Put that

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
‘The Kid’'z Way !

HERE was a rustling in the chap.
arral. The HKiud's mustang,
startied by the ehot thrust a
shagpy hesd from the mesguite.

old hess!™ suid the Kid,

(¥4 ‘H 0 K
lsughing.
11 thrust the revolver

Lack into its

SHERIFF WATSONMN--a he-man of Frio

Township, Texas, who has sworn to

capture the Kid- -you'll see how he Keeps
his vow,

holster and stepped towards the stili

figure that lay at hLis feet,

‘Lhe sheriff of Frio Jid not move.

His hat had falien off, and under the
thick grizzly hair o streak of crimson
ran down over his bronzed face.

The Kid iooked at Lim, as he bent
over him. with a whkimsical smile. ¥e
knew exactly what the damage was; to
& Lairs-breadth he had known where
‘the bullet would <teuch. He bhad
| *“creased ” the sheriff of Frio, as & cow-

punchar will “erease ¥ a refractory stoer
‘Lh..v defies the l‘mmt ‘The huller had

Cstripped a patcu of skin and a suft of
Chair from  the sheriff's head, ond
Ltlmnou kim, In five minutes or less

Sheriff Watson would be himself aguin,
little the worse. ut those five minutes
werd the Kid's. -

' Even as he bandaged the man's head
wita his own Landanna, the Kid won-
idersd why he had not put the hnller
jthrough YWaison’s brain, He hardly
knew why he hac spared aun enemay v-ho
pwould fever rest from Lis pursuit while
the Ric Kid roae the trails of Texas,
| Dut he had .L,;nrui him, and now he was
j‘ﬂndagmg his head,  DBng he lost no
‘time, IIe drow the revolvers from :he

into the L-Lana:xa] He uncoiled the
it“ful rone that was looped on the saddle

end tossed them:

'
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of the hroneo, cut a length from i:, apd
bound VWatzon's hands Lehind his back.
By that time the sheriff’s eyes were

“I've got my dufy to.open again,

He sat up dizzily, staring ad the I\u«

‘X ain'c foilered you Llteen miies | with uncertain eyes. He dragged 24 his

arms, end reslised thas ae was bound.

The Kid's smiling glance met his wilit
stare.

“You ain't dead -yet,
fchalks,” laughed the Hid. “ Xm. ought
to, be L rights.” Bus you ai’t.”

QU _ornery lixtle scallywag 1™
gxoaned Watson. )

“That ain’t grateful. sheriff,™ said the

[ Kid motkingly., “IFDd daw ped vou for

l:aeps, only tha coyotes and the buezard:

would have knuwn an)tb ing a‘ jout it.

BT T rmw-v ~ s

sheriff, by lons

“"&:v
“ Yo
hide 1

“If ¥ was to shoot to kill, sherif¥.
youw'd be talking to the m‘.gel&. instead
of to me. I isid you put like I used to
the steers on the Double Bar.”

Watson Mr“t’gk‘d with his Londs.

“Forgen it,” grinned the Kid, “Iv'g g
good trail-wp@, and I guezs I can tiz
knots >

“What bave you fixed me up liko this

muitered,
durn  your

'ckgusetl mn“ “he
didn’s l’ocu to kill,

for?” demanded the Trio  sheriff
hoarsely,

“To save wusting Itﬂ.h on you, pard,
I'm sendin’ yon back to Frio Te]l the

boys that if they want me they'il have
to send a better man than Eben Watsou
to iope me in”

Tha sheril's eves blazed with rage.
ITe struggled with the rope that hﬂum.
his arms til} the sweat started out on his
fece, and he panted ior breath.

The Xiv Kid ¢tood and watched him
with smiling arauscment.

Watson desisted at last, chokm«' with
rage,  Almost he would have pretm v
a bullet through the heart, 1o the bn-m‘
brmiliasion that the Rio Kid propoved
to put on him. But the Frio s.her iff had
no choice,

“IF yor're doue wrizgling Izke
saranzula, shuxtz 'l fix vcm up for the
home trail,” Jeeled the Kid

“You ornery litrle cuss

“Can it, sheriff, and save your breath
for the ride home. You've got fiftesn
miles efore you.”

“I ruess 1 wou tmﬂ”

“1 euass you will,” said the Kid, with

a cold, :te"h gleam in hiseyes, “You'll
put a .eg wercss that brone instantsr,
shaviff,”

ile grasped ke hurly man by the
shoulder, and with a swing of his arim
jerked him to his feet.

The sheriff stood unsteadily, his eyes
burning with rage, at dm outlaw., The
Kid's harnd wuas on his g )

“Gettin® on that hoss, “sheriff 7 he
inguired.

i 17pp !)I -

The answer was his
sheriff's ses teeth,

“1 guess you're wise.”

With a helping hand from the Kid,
the gheri of Frio mounted the walting
broneo.

The Rio Kid tock the trail-rope aguin
ang ran it round the horteman, roning
him to the saddle, and knotsing the

o

e¢d througih ths

o

'Ykmn he took the bridle, and tun
tne broneo with his head to she nort
where, for hsvond the heuat-rlsts,
town of Irric lay in the valley of
Pecos,

“1 guess the hon wiil hit the ra:?
for home, snendff, You're goipg.back
without me.” The Rio Kid lauwhnd
“Proyv that rou donit meet any rusijers
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hits upon a mystery in the h
dangers, he investigates !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
In the Staked Plain !

NOTHER shot rang from the
rocks high up the canyon, bub
the Rio Kid was already in

eover. The first bullet had spun }.
the Stetson from his handsome head,
and the second followed it fast. DBut

it was not the first time that the Kid

had owed his life to his rapid percep-

tion: of danger.
The bullet hummed by.
crouching  behind a

The Kid,
rugged houlder,

heard it spatter on the stones a dozen

vards away. The mustang was in cover
with his master. Out in the sunshine
lay the Kid’s hat, with a hole through
the wide brim of it.

The Kid laughed softly.

But he was puzzled.

On every trail in the cow couniry
between the Pecos and the Rio Grande,
there was danger for the Kid., But he
had thought to leave danger behind
wlicn he headed for the Staked Plain.
In that grim desert of arid thirst and
solitude the outeast of the Double Bar
Ranch had looked for no foe, for mo
company save that of the whesling,
sereeching buzzards. .

¥From the grassy plains the great
table-land of the Llano ¥stacadoe rose
steeply like a rampart. The mnarrow
canyon split the steep side, aud gave
dangerous accesz from the plains to the
upper country. The Kid’s mustang had
been picking o sure-footed way wp

Twe Popur:inm—No. 470.
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shooting started from above.

The Kid's leap into cover had
occupied the fraction of a second. But
he bad seen a cur! of smoke from a
clump of pecans fifiy yards up the stecp
eanyon. ‘There was his cnemy, the un-
'seen marksman who had pulled trigger
at sight of bhim.

The Kid thought it ous.

Somie ‘outcast of the desert,
greedy half-breed, might have shot him
down for his horse and his guns. But it
was not that. The man hidden in the
pecans was watching the canyon; he
was on guard there.
that there waz something beyond. that
there was something afoot in the lonely

meet no human soul. -

It would have been easy for the Kid
to worm his way down among the rocks
and escape again io the lower plaius.
But the thought of doing so did not
He was intevested to

going on in

“kbow
dezolate

among the strewn boulders, wheon the |

some |

Which implied

| desert where the Kid had expected to

that"
of the Staked Plain; 4
(Copyright in the United States of Americal

4 what it was that was being guarded 3o
jcarefully and so ruthlessly.
i was keen to come to closer guarters with

And he
the man who had burnt powdeér. The
Rio Kid was not to he turned inio a
target for gun-practice with impuniiy.
The Kid lay low and thought it out,
smiling. But he moved at last:Not a
sound or a movement came from the
clump of pecans up the canyon. The

Y unseen mian there was watching and

waiting. His rifle was ready for
another shot 1f the Kid showed himself.
But the Kid did not show himself. He
moved among the Tocks on his stomach
like one of the grecen lizards that
crawled near him. I§ was an old game
to the Xid. From one rock to another,
by shallow gully and narrow crevice, he
crawled, slow, cautious; and patient as

ia coungar creeping on its prey.  His

mustang lay motionless where he had
left hinm Slowly and surely, unseen
and silent, the Kid wormed his way up
the rock-strewn canyon, past the clump
of half a dozen scrubby pecans where
the vifleman lay concealed. - :

He was above the man now,
came out of cover. Lo

He knew that he had not heen seen or
heard. The rifleman was still watching
the canyon below, and his back was to
the Kid.

There was a gun in the Kid’s hand as

“he crept into the pecans.from the wpper

side—the side where the sentinel locked
for no_danger. s

A big Stetson hat half hid thoe man
who was kneeling in the scrub. rifle in

N "

and he _

















































































