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

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

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

knew him as Mister Fairfax, the guy who .

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

_ Tew, if any, would have known the

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

The Xid had changed some.

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

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

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

“wondoered how Barney Bakor would

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

- evidently di

Bamey Baker almost openly sold cattle

belonging to the ranch, tho procecds of

theso sales going into Barney's own

‘pocket, as every grloot in Packsaddle

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

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

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

But the Soung guy in the hack

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

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

Rangers and sheriffs had been hot on
the Kid's track. The boy outlaw of the
Rio Grando had been hunted hard. He
had been cornered in the Mal Pais, and
the sheriff of Plug Hat had almost
cinched him. By llano and sicrra they
had hunted the Rio Kid, and the Kid
reckoned that it was time for him to
disappear altogether. In a safe place
the Kid had tucked away thc fortune
he had won in the Arizona gold-mines
long sago. . Much of it was gone, for
the Kid was carcless in such matters;
but much remained—plenty for the boy
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Po ‘own & ranch, and be lord nml._mute'r over a
secret ambition o_f t}\e. Rio Kid, Boy O.uth_w. ; ¢ ]
ortunity of realising his dream, and the Kid is not slow in taking it

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

instead of a puncher; and he sported -

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

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

_had never becn made for wheels. Iio

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

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

e told himself with

the sight. This, h

a grin, was bettor than the Mal Pais
nmA .

shooting up the rangers.

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

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

IINO ”»

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

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

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

“A hold-up?'’ ho asked.

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

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

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

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

“My ranch " sald the Kid,

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

*Looks toughI’’ comunented the Kid.

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

“ ks wean,” said the Kid.

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

“Sort of welcomo home?’ drawled
the Kid.

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

The Kid smiled.

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

But—"

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

Jimmy Dace stared at him.

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

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

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

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

Jimmy gave him a pitying look.

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

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

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

“ Artornoon,
very civilly.

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

“You've said it,"”.

“Name of Fairfax?”

~“Right 1n once.”

“Toll him to hop out.”

Jimmy Dace called down to his pas.
senger.

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

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

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

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

Jimmy wmade s hopeless gesture.

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

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

“They did not."”

“Did thoy tell you
up on the prairie?”

“Gea!” said the Kid. “They did
not.’’

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

The Kid smiled.

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

Jimmy sighed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You hopping down?”’

“Not a whole lot.” )

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

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

there was a glint in his eyes.

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

. “8ure!” said the Coyote cmphatic-

ally.

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

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

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

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

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

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

¢ Pronto 1"’ snarled Pete.

The Kid stepped out of the hack.

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

from that heara§!” said”

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

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

“J got it,’”” ussented the XKid.

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

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

"-You”o,in’t ren in Packsaddle afore,

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

_the Kid.

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

“You don't say!” remarked the Kid.

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

The Kid laughed.

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

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

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

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

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

“You hitting it for Pecos Behd?”

“Not hy a jugtul,” ..

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

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

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

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

“T guoss I've heard they're tough in

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

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

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

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

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

“Geal’ gasped.the Coyote,

Lia hand flew to his gun.
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Crack!

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

X,

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

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

“QGeel. Carry ma home to die!”’

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

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

hanging at his side helplessly.

Panhandle Pote staggered up.

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

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

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

The puncher smbbed» at a gun,

“Don't {” said the Kid quietly.

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

“Guess again,

feller,” advised tho

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

ull together as thick as flens on o

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

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

“Surel” - .

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

‘Mistor . Fairfax.”

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

Panhandle gave him a look, and gave







