GEE, BOYS!

THE

RALPH REDWAY,

Ride the trails with the Rio
Kid; camp i the halls with this
daring Loy outlaw. for he wiu
lead you into adventures galoref

‘THE FIRST CHAPTER,

Comrades of the Bar-One!
HE Rio Kid hummed the tune of
a Mexican fandango as he came
out - of the bunkhouse at tle
Bar-One' Ranch in the bright
sunny morning.. . The morning was
bright, but not brighter than the face of
the Kid. Life seemed good in these days
to the boy outlaw of the Rio Grande. . It
had seemed good to the Kid ever since
he pad joined Colonel Sanderson’s outfit
at the Bar-One, and the Kid reckoned
that it was a lucky day when he had first
struck the Kicking Mule country. :
" Mesquite Bill, the foreman of the
ranch, gave him a nod and a grin. He
liked the new recruit, as every other
man in the bunch did. What they would
have thought had they known what he
was called in other parts of Texas the
Kid sometimes wondered. But they did

not know, and ‘the Kid had no hunch to -

tell them. His name was Carson at the
Bar-One, and he was a cowpuncher like
the rest, and he was more than content
to let the Rio Kid fade out of existence.

“Bay, you look like youw’d lost -a
Mexican cent and found  a Texas
dollar 1 Said the Bar-One foreman.

The Kid laughed. )

“YI'm sure pleased to belong to this
outfit,” he answered. “The Bar-One
suits me fine! It's a good ranch, and a
good boss, and there ain’t 4 guy in the
bunch that ain’t a white man.  Say,
where’s Yuba?" )

“ Waitin® for you in the corral.”’

The Kid swung away .towards the
corral gate, the foreman’s glance follow-
ing him approvingly. Boy as he was,
the Kid was as useful a man asany in
the bunch, and the oldest hand could
teach ‘'him nothing about riding and
roping. They knew little of him; he
had never told them whence he came,
or with what outfit he had ridden before.
But there were plenty of galoots in
Kicking Mule who had no hunch to talk
about the past. The Kid was taken at
face value; and if he needed a recom-
mendation, all Kicking Mule knew that
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he had roped in Black George, the road-
agent, who had been the terror of the
cow country for years.

The Kid walked into the corral and
looked round for Yuba Dick, the horse-
wrangler.

Dick was sitting on a rail, with a well-
worn deek of cards on his knee, patiently
and solemnly dealing himself hands.
Yuba Dick was a young man, not many
vears older than the Kid—a good-look-
g young man, rather given to touches
of elegance in his clothes, as straight
as a die, but with one besetting weak-
ness—a passion for draw poker. He was
a gambler to his’ finger-tips, and an un-
lucky one; ‘and when' he drew his pay,
it seldom lasted him twenty-four hours,
More than once, on leave to the cow-
town, Yuba Dick had trudged home on
the hoof, having lost his cayuse as well
as his dollars at his favourite game.

The Kid’s sunny face clouded a little
at the sight of Dick’s occupation. He
had . become more .friendly .with Yuba
than with any other man in the bunch,
from a similarity of age and tasfes, bui
that taste of the horse-wrangler’s for
"draw poker the Kid did not share. And
he disliked to see his.friend the slave of
such a weakness; =~ - -

“Say, VYuba, it's burning -daylight,”
said the Kid. : N

Yuba finished the- hand he was deal-
.ing and examined- it before <he looked
up; then he glanced at the Kid and
grunted. o i

“JIt sure gets my goat!” he said.
“Look at that hand ! A full house, three
aces, and two-jacks' I never corral a
hand like that when I’'m playing poker
at Kicking Mule. It gets my goat!”

“Aw, forget it!” said the Kid. “We
got to get that string of hosses over to
the Joshua-A, and vou fooling aroumnd
with a deck of cards while we're burn-
ing davlight! Forget it1” )

Yuba Dick sighed, slid from the rail,
and slipped the deck of cards into his
pocket.

“Say, I reckon the luck will turn one
of these . days, Two-gun,”. 'he said.
(Copyright in the Unutéa States“or America.)

“T've sure had a hunch for a long {ime
that 'm going to make a ten-strike.
dreamed last night that T'd won a thou-
sand dollars from a man from San
Antone.”

“You won’t nevor do it while you're
awalze,”’ said the Kid.

“1 guess I will—some day,” said the
borse-wrangler confidently. “I tell you
1 got a hunch.”

“Dog-gone your hunches!” said the
Kid. “Come and pick out the cayases
for Carter, or the boss will have a hunch
to boot you off'n the ranch and get a
good man,”’ B

Yuba Dick grinned and proceeded to
select the horses. The Kid saddled up
his own mustang, Side-Kicker, for the
ride. The wrangler soon had the horses
on the string, and saddled his own
broncho; then he paused to look at the
Kid’s mount- and to give the Kid a
curious look.

“Zay, what's the big idea?’ he asked.

“How come?” asked the Kid, though
he puessed what was coming. X

“You got that cayuse painted with
brown stockings,” said Yuba. “If you

want a painted hoss, why don’t you buy

What’s the big idea

g3

yourself a pinto? I
in painting him brown stockings )

“Jest a fancy of mine,”’ said the Kid
indifferently. “I like him better-that-a-

way. .
Yuba chuckled: .
“ 1 guess if we didn't know you was a
white man, Two-gun, the boys would

fgure that you'd rustled that cayuse,”

he said. ““I guess he would look plumb
different without them stockings.®’
“Well, T never rustled him,” said the”
Xid. “I've had that critter since he
was big enough to eairy me. And .1
reckon it’s time we was riding hosses,

instead of talking about them, Yuba.”

T Rure t”

And they mounted and rode, with the
string of half a dozen bronchos irailing
behind the horse-wrangler.

There was a shade of thoughtfulness
on the Kid's brow as he rode awax
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jrom the DBar-Oune. Side-Kicker, t}hp
grey mustang, was as well kno.wp as nis
muster, and the XKid had pamtcid hxm
brown stockings when he first rode into
the Kicking Mule country.
Jocated at the Bar-One it would bhave
been wiser to part with that well-known
cayuse, but the Kid had no hunch to
part with Side-Kicker. :

® Yuba Dick was looking thoughtiul,
tco; and the Kid wondered whether h_e
was thinking about the grey mustang’s
stockings. Bp{ as_the ranch disap-
peared from sighb behind “and Yuba
Dick began to talk he soon showed that
he was thinking of his own business.
His talk ran on the subject of the
“hunch ” he had that some day he was
going to win a pot of dollars at poker.
Yuba was looking forward to his next
leave, when he hoped that that luck
was going to materialise.

“Say, L guess we might as well take
in Kicking Mule on our way,” Yuba re-
marked after a time. *“It ain’t more’n
a few miles out of the trail for the
Joshua-A, end—"?

“¥ou dog-goned benehead !’ said the
Kid. “You figuring c¢n getting into a
game of poker whils you're on the.boss’
business, with a sitring of hosses in
charge? You sure are the world’s prize
booh I”?

“There’s a man in Kicking Mule that
cleared me oul last pay-day,” said Yuba.
“Now, I got a hundred dollars, and I
guess I'd like to see the guy.”’

. “And yowd leave vour hundred
dollars in his rags, and hit the Joshua-A
sfter sundown,” said the Kid.

“1 tell you I got a hunch—"

“And 1 tell you vou’re a bonehead !
said the Kid. “The boss will be hoppin’
mad if you don’t get them critters over
to the Joshua-A before sundown. For-
get it, Im telling you 1”

Yuba sighed, with a glance towards a
distant patch of smoke on the blue sky
that told where the cow-town of Kicking
Mule lay. There were a hundred dollars
in Yuba's pockets, and nmoney always
burned in his pockets till he had lost it
at poker.

But he yielded the point, and the two
cowmen gave Kicking Mule a wide miss,
and rode on with the string of bronchos

across the solitary prairie towards
Carter’s ranch.
RT

_“¥ou don’t never play poker?’ asked
7 uba.

“Too much savvy,”” answered the Kid.

“You. wen’t never make a fortune

nunching cows !’ declared Yuba. )
. "1 guess I'll make a fortune punch-
ing cows alore you make the price of a
can of beans playing poker!” gritned
the Xid.

And they rode on with the clattering
string of horses towards the ford of the
Kicking Mule creck, where they aimed
to ston for food. And it was at the
ford that they met up with the stranger.

THE SECCOND CHAPTER.
Yuba Dick iflakes His Ten~Sirike!
?HE stranger was camped at _the
ford, ’
Wide and shallow, the cresk
flowed through muddy banks,
glimmering in the noonday sun. Tracks
of cattle and horses led thickly down
to the ford. Beside the trail, within
2 lasso’s cast of the creek, a buckboard
was drawn up, with a horse tethered by
i, and the stranger sat in the shade of
thae buckboard, cating canned beans and
bully beef. As the two cow-men rods
up and pulled rein he locked at them
under the m of his Stetson, nodded,
and called out “ Howdy !”
“Howdy!” answered Yiuba Dick
civilly, and the Kid nodded.
_ The stranger was a prosperous-look-
ne man. He wore riding-clothes that
'Yag Popuran.—No, 577,

When he-

had been made 1 a town, rings on his
fingevs, and a diamond in his tie, His
face was fat and rosy, but his eyes hard
and cold, .and the Xid had no liking
for his looks. He had the eyes of a
sharp, the Xid reckoned. Bui on a
lonely prairie trail Yuba Dick was glad
to meet up with a stranger, and the
Kid was not seciry; and the cowmen
from the Bar-One camped down, and
ate their beans and bacon in company-
with him.

The Kid was not much of a talker;
he had learned silancz on many a lonely
trail in his outlaw days. But the
stranger talked enough for two, if not
for three or four. Ha was a drummer,
hie told them, and his name was BDrown
—Nathaniel P. Brown. He was from
Austin, and he was drumming the cow
country for orders for a special kind of
stirrup-iron; and he had taken so many
orders that he guessed he was satisfiad.
He slapped a fat wallet that was
fastened to his belt, and announced that
he’d lost count of the dollars he'd taken
since he had hit the cow country.

The Xid heard him almost in
silence; Yuba Dick with a - good-
humoured grin on his sunburnt face.
The man was talkative, boastful, .con-
fidential, and fond of the sound of his
own voice; but the Kid had met boobs
and boneheads before., and did not
mind. i

After feed, the stranger produced
cigars, and they were good and expen-
sive cigars. Yuba Dick accepted one;
the Kid politely declining. The Kid,
whose life had often depended on the
accuracy of his shooting, could not
afford to smoke cigars.

The stranger smoked, and Yuba Dick
smoked, and Mr. Brown’s conversation
turned from the subject of his successful
drumming, to a game of poker he had
played at his last stop, at Post-Oak.
He illusirated that game by taking a
pack of cards from his wallet and deal-
ing the various hands: and Yuba Dick,
with the keenest possible intcrest now,
wabtched and listened.

The Kid grew restless,

He reckoned that they had halted
Jong enough, and that it was time they
were riding. And he had a well-
founded fear that, at the sight of the
cards, Yuba Dick would propose a little
game; and he figurced that Mr. Brown,
with all his chatty blether, was the man
to skin Yuba dewn to his boot soles.

“Say, I reckon we want to beat it,
feller,” said the XKid at last. “We
sure got to hit the Joshuna-A before sun-
down 1” - g

“Aw, sit down
sociable a plece!” said Yuba. “T was
jest going to ask Mr. Brown if he'd
care for a hand at poker.” : .

“T’'m gyour antelope, with the woo
on!” announced Mr. Brown, and he
handed the cards to Yuba to be shuffled.

The Kid grunted.

They began to play poker, with a
box from the buckboard as a table. The
Kid locked on for a few minutes, and
then strolled away to the horses.
Horses were good company for the Kid.

After a while, however, he sauntered
back, and found the gamblers still
geing strong.

VYuba Dick’s face was exzited.

On the other hand, there was o very
serious expression on the countenance
of Myr. Brown, of Austin. ‘

The Kid stared at them. Judging by
their looks, Yuba was winning.

It was seldom that Yuba won any-
thing like a stake at peker; and when

and chew the rag

he did he would always play on till he"

lost it again,

The Kid sighed. .

If Yuba had lost his hundred
dollars to the stranger the Kid would
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have been sorry for his friend; but
least they would have pulled out
the ford and hit the trail  for
Joshua-A. -
~ But_ with Yuba Dick winning it
looked like a long halt at the ford. Se
long as he had anything left he was not
likely to tear himself away.

“Say, fslier——" hinted the Kid.

Yuba stared up at him.

“Can it 1’ he said briefly.

“Peller, we're on the boss

“Aw, can it, I tell you1”?

BEvidently Yuba Dick was not meving
yet; he would not have moved if
Colonel Sanderson had been’ going to
fire him for delaying. Draw poker had
him 1 grip, heart
The Xid waited pati
was in charge of the horse wrangler,
and the Kid ¢ould not. take them c¢n
without him, cven if he had been dis-
posed to leave his friend. He leaned
against the buckboard and watched the
game,’

It looked as if Yuba Dick’s hunch was
coming true. For he was winning in
that game hand over fist.

“Little pots were raked in by the
stranger; every mnow and then he
corralled ten dollars, or fifteen dollars,
or twenty dollars, in small bills. But

N . 30

business.’

“whenever there was a blg pot it seemed

to go to Yuba Dick automatically.

More than once the stranger felt in
his pockets in vain for small bills, and
had to throw a large bill into the hat
that scrved as o pool, - and take out
change. Yuba Dick’s face was glewing.

He gave the Xid a delighted grin.

“Whoat'd I tell you about my hunch,
feller 7 he asked. *‘Say, you wani to
believe in that hunch, you surely do.
Look {7

“Pll say. yowre the prize poker
player of Texas, hombre!” sald Mu.
Brown discontentedly. “I sure never
hit such a bad streak. Look here, ain’t
your pard taking a hand ?”

“Nope !” said the Kid.

“Aw, take o hand and be sociable.
Two-gun {” sald ¥Yuba. “I1 guess this
hombre is aiming to -leave his dollars
in Kicking Mule, and T ain’t no hog.
I don’t want to cinch the whole
caboodle.”

“I guess I can afford to lose some
dollars,” said Mr. Brown boastfully,

“*and  your friend’s” sure ‘welcome Tto

corral all he can!” }

But the Kid shook his head.

“1 guess poker ain’t my long suit,”
he said. “I'm powerfunl glad to see you
in luck, Yuba; but we got to hit the
Joshua-A: »

__“Dog-gone the Joshua-A!” snorted
the horse-wrangler. “T'm telling you,

‘my luck’s turned, and I ainlt quitting

while Mr. Brown has got the sand to
keep onl!” )

And the Kid waited as patiently as
he could. But he was glad to see thas
Mr. Brown lacked the “sand ” to keep
on, after a time. He gave a grunt and
rose.

“Pm quitting !” he saild. “1 gos
to get on to Juniper, and I ain’s
travelling afier dark. I'll see you agin
some day, cowboy, and win all them
dollars back.”

“T'll sure be glad to see you any time
you like to horn in at the Bar-One!
grinned Yuba. “Sure yow'll quit?”

“You've said it!”

And Mr, Brown harnessed his horse
to the buckboard, said farewell to the
cowmen, and drove away by the rugged
trail. He drove in the direction of
Juniper; but when a fold of the
prairie hid him from sight, Mr. Brown
changed his direction, for reasonms hess
known to himself.

“Well, we hitting the trail, Yuba 1
asked the patient Xid,







