YA

NS TEHAT ARE THRILLING THE WORLD!

Adventure; to the Rio Kid, is the spice of life ;
the better the young outliaw likes
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Kid Arrives i,

OR years the nesters—otherwise
F the settlers—had heen coming
up the Alamiio.

Fences. detestable to the cow-
boy, barbed wire, more hateful still,
stretched for mile on mile, where once
a  puncher could have ridden sixty

miles without pulling vein.
Sheep—worst of all—nuzzled in every
hollow and aie the plains bare,
All along the Alamito, irom the Pecos

right up to the ITueca the ranchers
cursed the smoke of every fresh home.
stead as it rose to blacken the eleur
ELWE

Within  ihe memory  of men  stiil
young, -the Alamito had beon a cow
country. pure and simple, where yvas
herds of “cattle found ampic feed, and

the ranchers reigned supreme,
. Tue Porrran.—No. 475,
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THE RIO KID!

Buat the “nesicr " bad been bound io
come at last, and with the nester came
tall fences and barbed wire and devour-
mg sheep, and the threat of ihe end of
the long dominien of the cattle lords.

Every  rancher, c¢ve cattleman,
looked on the nesier as his natural
enemy.  Burnt  fence:, cut wire, dead
sheep testified to their hatred. But
burnt fences were pchuilt. cub wire
mended, and the shecp multiplied.
There were valleys along the Alamito
that were a sea of woolly back That
the settlers were making the caniitry,
that cultivated homesteads were hetter

ihan vast tracts given up to beef the
ranchers could nov and would not see.

and they vesisted the wvasion by erery
avs, lawful or lawl all the more
sperated  because growimy

it
ar ibat they were lighting a los
fight. ) 7
“The Ria Rid—a cowbar io his fnger- b
tCopyright in the Unit;ed Stetes of Americz.)
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Hthe wide plains, without a track

 would have vidden without

™ noy w—

and the more reckless and desperate it is,

/

AMAZING BOY oUTL £V,

heartily as

ends—cursed the fences as
the

rancher as he raede towards
Alame Raneh under the hot Texas sun,
Certainly he could have ridden hy the
regular trail, where no fences or barbed
wire barred the way of a rider. = But
certainly he never thought of putting
30 many extra miles on his ride.- On
to

guide him, the Kid found his way as
casily as a city-dweller follows a paved
street.  Across the track plain . he
a halt but

Whoen he

for the fences and the wire,
had to dismount and find o zate, ov
i o passage thvough a fence, the

remarks were picturesque  and
emphatiec. The Rio Kid was in a new
couniry new. and the wavs: of the
§ Were & new expericnce for him;

[ but on the spot he conceived for them a

whole-hearted hatred,  and ne longer
wondered at the rales he had heard in

.
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ratile camps of homesteads that
& burnt out and nesters thas
shot ab from behind trees.

og-gone thair hides!”
the Kid, in great exasperation as  he
¢ismounted for the tenth time at a wire
fence. “I guess if I could locate the
galoot that put up this durned wire I'd

fili him with so- moany holes he could
b? used for a colander. Dog-gone
him!”»

“Say, mister !

A voice hailed the Kid _from the
cther side of the wire:

The Kid swung round, his hand drop-
ping on the walnut butt of 2 gun m
a low-slung holster, :

A raw-boned man, in biue jeans and |

u Stetson hat, stared at him ageres-
sively through the wire, k
“Bay, what arc you doing here?” he
demanded.
“Riding,”
“viding, when these dog-zoned fenow
don’t get in a galoot’s way!”
{ou

answered the  Kid~—

vt

re on private land hyer.”

“What ! roared the Kid.

“Don’t you know what a fence means,
vou galoot?” demanded the rnester.
“Keep to the trails, What ave the
ils foryv

“Not for me,” answered the
gucess  there’s nowhere in
of Texas where a cow
if he choos You nester

it
tie

tr
Bids 1
is hyer
cen’t
s are
with
gl

n

S_tnfe
ride
ruining the country for

&

vour dog-goned fences and
darned sheep !”
“You're trespassing |7
nester, h
“Trespaszing 1
The Rio Kid

YOour

ER?
[Rases

roared

faughed fong. |

exclaimed !

; fonce glared at him s ; )
i “Say, feller,” drawied the Kid, “1
g s B 1, ) ks
!guess youwre the galoot that’s run up
this durned. fence 777
CYep.”

“Then this is for you!” said the Kid.
The nester jumped back as the muzzle
of a .45 looked him in the face,”

Bang ! -

The Stetson spun from the settler’s
head, lifted by the bullet. The marn
gave a wild yell and started to run.

Bang, bang!

The  bullets knocked wup the dust
round the racing fcet of the nester as
he fled wildly.

He disappeared, panting, behind a
knoll, no doubt in the belief that ke
had had a series of narrow escapes. so
close had the bullets gone. As a matter
of fact, the Xid had only been amusing
himself. The bullets would not have
missed had he wanted them to hit.

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Kid, as
the terrified nester disappeared from
sight.

Apparently enlivened and cheered by
the episode, the Kid led his horse along
the fence till he found an outlet. Then
he remounted and rode on his way.

Once he locked back, and saw a white
face staring after him and an angry
fist shaken ma the air.

}}‘o laughed as he rode onward.
The wrath of the nester was or
amusing to the Xid, who had facesi
sheriff’s men and desperate gunme:n
smile on his handsome

with a careless
face.

But his amusement
on another fence and
glad to get out into
at last. ]

faded as he came
arcother. He was
the beaten trail
Half a dozen extra miies were

nothing in
wire. .
“It sure gets my goat,” the Iid con

fided to his grey mustang. = “I suro
reckon that if I was a puncher in this
seetion I should make it hot for the
nesters. I reckon we made a mistake,

old hoss, in hittin’ the tvail for this
country, But now v ¢ here we'll sce
what the boss of the Alamo wants.”

The XKid rode up to the Alame
Ranch.

It was a low building in the Mexican
style, like many of the ranch-houses in
the south-west of Texas, square buii
with a patio in the centre.

The Kid rode through into the-
patio, and called to a dusky half-breed.

“Bay, greaser, is the boss at home?

“8i, senor.”

“Tell him the Rio Kid has called.”

comparison with barbed

The Mexican started and stared at
him. Evidently the name and fame of
the Rio Xid were known on ihe
Alamito,

“J  pguess you've heard of me,
Diego !” grinned the Kid.

“Si, senor,” faltered the Mexican.
“Then get a move on, Pedro, and put
vour boss wise.” -
) : Tuag PorrLin.—No. 470
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wirth @ backward. uneasy
he Rio Kid, hurried up the
steps of the veranda. The Kid sat
his horso in the patio, waiting, his
handsome face breaking into a smile as
he saw, from a dozen different corners,
a dozen faces peering for a glimpse of
the man who -was wanted by every

sherif and town marshal from the
Pecos to the Rio Grande.
THE SECONMND CHAPTER.
Nct for the Kid!
€ RING the feller here”
B The Iid heard the rough,
gruft voice of Seth Lewso

the boss of the Alamo Ran

The rancher was smoking a cigar in
& cane racker on the veranda. The
Mexican came back down the veranda
steps and begged the senor to ascend.

“Look after my hoss, Felipe,” said
the Kid as he dismounted.

With a light step the Kid mounted
the rough wooden stairway  to the
gleaming  white veranda, ~decorated
with tubs of palms and plants, amid
which Scth Lewson sprawled in the
rocker and smok

The Kid swun
polite saluie, eyeing as he did so
boss of .Alamo.  Seth Lewson was
vichesi rancher in the valley of
Alamite, boss of the cattle “ring,” and
the fievcest and most ruthless adversary
of the mnesters whe were slowly but
surely spreading up the valley, stripping
the plains of cattle-feed with their focks
of sheep, fencing, and growing crops
where only bunch-grass had grown
before.

Once on a time—and not so long ago
—ihe rancher, from his veranda, could
bave seen nothing but rolling prairie
dotted with bis countless herds. Now,
ag he sat in the rocking-chair, he could
discern the smoke from six or seven
homesteads in: various directions—and
every chimney meant fences that barred
off Lis cattle. With his own thousands
of acres, he had had undisputed sway
over thousands of other acres that be-
longed to  mnobedy . in  particular—
technically to the State—but used by
the ranchers as if the land was their
nwn  property, ftill the nesters came
teking up grants and settling and
building. Vast as the Alamo domain
was, within its own proper confines i
could not have fed half its swarming
herds. And month by month, year by
vear, the cneroaching settlements were
confining the herds more and more
within the actual ranch limits.

Lewson looked at the Kid with a keen
glance from under his heetling grey
brows. He locked a hard man and an
imperious man, a man at whose frown
his dependents were wont to tremble.
But haughty looks and a frowning brow
were not likely to daunt the Rio Kid.
He gave the grim-featured rancher a
pleasant nod and a smile,

“Boss Lewson?” he asked.

“Sure! You're the Rio Kid?”

““That very cuss,” agreed the Kid.

“1I reckoned you was older.”

“So I shall be some day, if a sheriffi’s
rope or a gunman’s bullet don’t stop
me,” answered the Kid cheerfully, I
guess I’'m old encugh, anyhow, to have
woke up most of the hornets in Texas.
That's why I was glad to get your word
—I reckoned it was time I got oud of
the Frio country for a spell. Tve lefi
a lot of galoots gunning after me along
the Rio Frio.”

The rancher eyed him dubiously.

This handsome, .careless fellow, littla
more than a boy it years, was evidently
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off his Stetson in
the
the
the

not what he had expected to sce when
he had sent for the Rio Kid.

“Well, here I am, feller,” went on
the Kid., T guess I don’t tumble to
what you want with me, hut 1 figured
it out that I'd come. You sure ain’t
offering me a job at punching on your
ranch.”

“No!” said Lewson. ’ .

“Muy bien!” grinned the Kid, *I
guess 1 shouldn’t jump at a job in this
country. Too many fences and nesters

{o suit me.,”

The rancher’s eyes gleamed.

“I reckon you've noticed the nesters,”
he said.

Couldn’t  ride a mile without
noticing the dog-goned galoots!” an-
swered bhe Kid. I guess I happened
on ‘one hombre who told me I was
trespassing, and I shot his hat off to
teach him manners.”

The rancher smiled grimly

“I guess I'd be more pleazed to
that you'd shot his head off 1’
grunted. “From what P’ve heard of
you, you're sure handy with 2 gun.”

“ Heap handy

assented the Kid.
“That's what 1 want.”

The Kid looked at him.

From Galveston to the Staked Plain,

there was no man in Texas haundier
with a gun than the Rio Kid. But if
the boss of Alamo had sent for him

supposing him to be & gunman, a fellow
who would shoot for pay, he had made
a. very considerable mistake.

“You don’t want to shout ont,”
went on Lewson grufiy.  You've lei
all the ranch know now that the Rio
Kid is here.” T guess you needn’t have
mentioned your name.” :

“1 guess I'm not ashamed of my
name, though they put a few compl
menis to it in all the towns in Taxas,”
answered the Kid. “Every galoot up
and down the Alamito is welcome to
know that the Rio Kid js here.”

The rancher knitted his brows.

“But spill it,” urged the Kid. “I'm
walting to hear what you want, rancher.
You asked me to come, and I kit the
trail for the Alamito. Tt suited me to
get out of Frio, and that’s why. But
hera I am.”

Lewson took the cigar from his mouth

it

and waved it round in indication of
the distant smoko of the scattered
homesteads. -

“They’re 2ll nesters!” he snapped.

“Pizen!” agreed the Kid. “I don’t
love ’em any more than you do. But
I guess you didn't ask me to come here
to tell me about the nesters.”

“Just that!”

Again the Kid eyed him.

“Spilt 1! he said. )

“You're not the only gunman I've
called in,” said Lewson. “IT've sent
for Long Jim Sanders, and I expect
him along to-day. You've hcard of
him??

The Kid winced.

He had heard of Long Jim, the gun-
man, a desperado who was what the
punchers called a “killer.”  For the
boss of Alamo and his opinion the Kid
did not care a straw; but he disliked
the idea of being bracketed with a
ruffian like Long Jim in any man’s
mind, .

“Can it, boss!” he said quietly. #If
yow've sent for Long Jim Sanders, the
job is not one that will suit me, I
reckon T'll get.”

“ Stand where you are,” said Lewson
coldly. ‘“The pay will be good, and
worth your while. I'm going to drive
the nesters off my land.”

“¥Your land?* queried the Kid.

“The land I've used as my own, at
any rate ™ snarled Lewson. * Nesters
are not wanted on the Alamito. I guess

Tve got half 2 dozen lawsuite going ¢n
now—ahout burned fences and sheen
that have fallen over bluffs, and stacks
that have caught fire in the night. Bub
you can burn their fences and Sre their
stacks, and they still spread: In a few
years’ time there won't be fcod for a
third of my caitle on the Alamito.
They've got to go.”.

e leancd forward,

the Kid.

“There's one way of ridding  the
country of nesters,” he said. *1 guess
this won’t be the first section it’s been

tried in. Drop a man 2t the plough
with a bullet through his cabeza, and
I reckon the next galoot won's be in
a hurry to drive a plough in the caitle
SoUny. You geb wel”

A gling of fire came into the Kid's

ue eyes.

Y1 get vou,” he said.

“That’s where my punchers have to
stop short,” said Lewzon. **There’s a
shindy these days if 2 man is ricked
up along the Alamito with t
blewn out of his head.
away with 1t these
punchers ain’s the men
It’s your job.”

“Mine?” said the Kid. -

“That’s why T've sent for vou and
Long Jum Sanders—to put holy terror
into the nesters,” szaid Lewsopn coolly.
“You'll keep clear of the ranch, and
nobody’s to know there’s any councciion.
of course. I reckon the nesiers will

zuess: but if they can’t prove anvthing.
o
ion

let them guess what they like.
claim a handred dollars for
durned nester you leave for the

and the buzzards. Sabe??

“That’s the game, is it77 aaid ihe
Kid.

“That’s it.”

“You durned raseal!”

“What?” roared the rancher,

The Kid’s eyes blazed at him.

“I guess I don’t love the nesters unv
more'n any other cattleman,” he said.
“1 sure hate the sight of them and
their sheep and their fonces, turning
the c¢ow couniry imto a .farm
country. But I reckon they’re witl
their rights; and as for shooting & m
down from hehind a tree, Like a Mexican
brave, only a durned black-he i
scoundrel would figure on suc
aind that’s  yowr :
Lewson 1”?

The rancher half-rose
rocker, his bearded face
rage, reaching for his gun as

he

“Go slow, rancher,” the Kid warned.
His gun was locking the rauncher in
the face before Lewson knew that he

had touched it—the Kid was lightning
on the draw. ‘“Think twice, feller, or
it won’'t be a nester that’s found with
his cabeza blown off; i will be the
biggest rancher and the biggest
scoundre! in the Alamito country, and
that's you, feller.”

Seth Lewson sank back inte his chair.
His fingers quitted the pistol they had
touched, as quickly as if the buit had
become red-hot. .

The Kid grinned at him cheerfu
over the levelled Colt. .

“You've sure got hold of the wrong
cayuse, feller,” he said, laughing.
“Leave your gun where it isy it'Hl he
healthier for you.”

“¥You durned ornery young cuss!
exclaimed Lewson, his vorce thick witl
rage. ‘‘Vou—who’s wanted for a dozen
hold-ups all over the State—you who's
hunted by every sheriff from the Pec
to the Grande———" |

“Correct !” The Kid nodded. “But I
guess I shall never be hunted for doing
yaur dirty work, rancher.”

2
iy
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ranch !”

“Vamoose  the

Lowson., ““Mount your cayuse and ride,
Kid, and the faster vou ride the better

for your health.” i
The Kid laushe Lot !

THE GUNMAN TURBNS TAIL!
ing low in the saddle, groaning with the
painof his injured arm, Lkong Jim
Sanders, the gunman, rode madty,
hoading for the Alamo ranch ; and behind
him came tho Rio Kid ! (See Chapter 4.)

“I pgu T'll mind thas gun for you,
rancher,” he drawled. “You might
take me for a nester when my baci’s
turned, and lei loose a bullef ab the
bazk of my head.”

285
3

SWSon teeth as his gun
jerked 3

[8it where you are,” said the Kid

quietly.  “Show your face over the

parapet of this varanda before I've lit
out, rancher, and I'll show you that I'm
handier with a gun than you ever heard
of.  8it where you are, you durned
skunk, and be glad I don't spread your
brains over your rocker before I
vamoose.”

And, turning bis back di
the enraged cattie-lord, the
carelessly down ti

“My ho Juan !
ihe Mexican.

infully on
Kid swung

> steps to tie ground.
out t

e calied

snarled |

Bend- |

“&i, senor.”

The Kid mounted t
and rode out of the patio.
riding in, passed him and
fook in passing.

The Iid returned
interest,

The horseman was a powerful, black.
bearded fellow, with 2 face as hard as
tanned lecather, and only one eye, that

Cogrey m
A horseman,
gave him a
look

the with

glitteved like steel. In five or six places
his hard face, was scarred. Any sheriff

~ THE POPULAR

in the south of Texas would have known
the man; and the Kid knew him. It
was Long Jim Sanders, the gunman ;
the most ruthless desperado on the
border. Long Jim Sanders, the “killer.”

As if divining hostility
in the handsomo face of
the Kid, the guuman slid
I is u holster.
i touch it, feller,”
smiled the Kid. “Ips
sudden’ death if vou do.”
He checked his mustang.
“Say, bo, you're Long Jim
Sanders ?”

“Correct
man briefy.

“Youw're here to see Bo
Lewson 77

“Yen.”

“Take my advice and hit
the trail,” said the Kid,

said the gun-

o

5

of earnestness. “What's
v for even you to
our record would

>3

with a touch
wanted here is too dirt
touch, though I guess
make an Apache blush,

Sanders laughed.

“Run  away to
souny.” he answered,
into the patio.

The Kid gave a shrug
and rode away from th
at a gallop. :

your schoolmarm,
and .he rode on
o

of the shoulders
[

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Kid 7Takes a Hand !

13 ID, you're a durned fool |7
The Rio Xid's- handsome
face was half amused. half

angry as he thus apostrophised
himself.

1
)
Alamo Ranch

|
|
[!

_ Price 24 5

It was some days since
Alamo Ranch, but thie
the Alamito country.

He had ridden away
vith the intention of
:;flthg}?;tthiéiiﬁydelgg’ an‘c‘i getting oug

. nesge ences
sheep, and other things hatefy] to the
cowman’s soul, N o “

But he had not hit the trail.

For days the Kid haq camped alone
the Alamito, and his motive was ong
that made him grin at his own ;veak—
ness,

Frovm where he stood now, watchine
the black-muzzled mustang drink at iho
margin of the Alamito, he could see tho
smoke of hLomesteads rising in a dozen

> his call at the
Kid was i

¥ from iho Alamo
of hitting the

different  directions, Wooll backs
dotted the vlain  within sigl
Blackened stumps of trees,  burned
down by the settlors to eclear tho

ground, rose frour

the grass that was
cropped Jow by tho
devouring shee p.
AN things that he
re Lateful to

of thae Rio
a cowboy,
bred io hostility {a
fer,  And ves
ed in the
country,

o

Alamito

though every instinct urged him to
ride. N
“You're a ‘durned fool, Kid!” he

“You can’t mind your own
business, you ean't! What's thevncvstevrs
to you, you doggoned gink? What do
you swant to butt in for, and hunt for
trouble with the durndest fire-bug in the
Lone Star State?”

The Kid sighed. ) . .

He was anxious to go; to find himself
riding once more on boun.dles:s plains,
with never a fence, and with the grass
rising over his chaps as he rode. And
yet he did not think of going.

Somehow, he could rot. He losthed
the nesters and all their wor
thought of Long Jim Sanders stall
’ THE POPULAR.—I\O; 475

repeated.

he
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2w on the border; and it was
ness of the Kid's, as he told him-
hundred times.  Where the
came, they came

like locusts,

bad driven out the Red-
m their hunting-grounds. But
was the law of progress, as the Kid
o5 intelligent enough to see, ‘wnh all
his cowman’s prejudices. The Red
man’s hunting-grounds had changed into
cartle-ranges, and the cattle-ranges in
irse of flme must give way to
tion-—carile driven out by wheat.

he knew, all that he‘lovcd,
iange and vanish; and it was
ing that ranchers who ‘h_:xd
long over the great prairies
adeps  desperate measures e
the mvasion. The Kid sym-
all his lLieart, so far as
went, Bub there was a limit, To
, man with a2 gun in his hand and
hi of battle in his eyes, was ane

a2t himself, and
old comrades of the

against
ounma.
N

sudden ring of a fircarm inte
rupled the Kid’s meditations.

He glanced round.

Eia Y ! ¢

Far away from the riv
curl of smoke rose for a
o fringe of pecan

ev-bank a fai
1

noment from

murmured
“I reckon the nesters don’t

Vinchester rifl shotguns are

soré. I reckon Long Jim has been

ring his first hundred dollars.”

The report of the rifie was followed

The Kid frowned.

Somewhere between him and ihe
Iringe of pecans, be kuew, a man lay
th 2 bullet in him; if it was Long
JJim Senders that had pulled trigger, he
bad not missed the mark. The Kid
vondered and scowled.  The nesters
were nothing to him-—he loathed the
ivaders who were ruining the cattle
couniry., But ho whistled to his horse
to foliow him, and tramped up the
y bank of the Alamiio.

Fainily the thud of a horse’s hoofs
came to his cars. Beyond the distant
iringe of pecans, where he had seen the
curl of smoke, a horseman was riding
away at 2 gallop. The hoofheats died
nto silence; the assassin was gone.

Tho Kid tramped on, the mustang
following obediently. Somewhere in
the grass @ man lay dead or wounded,
he knew. The Kid was going to help
him; and he knew that that was why
Lie had lingered in the Alamito country
—to stand between the gunman and his
intended vicéims,

A groan came fo the Kid's ears.

He came suddenly on the gunman’s
vietim. The man was stretched in the
grass on a hollow of the plain.

“Gee!” ejaculated vhe XKid.

He had seen the man before. Tt was
the nester who had spoken to him at
the wire fence days ago, on his way to
vhe Alapmio Ranch—the man at whom

the Kid had fired in sardonic fun. The |
big, raw-boned mnan lay on his back,
groanmg, in a pool of bloed. His

ip ab the Kid, and

haggard eyes looked
Lvidently he

there was terrcr in them.

recoguised the Kid, too.

The Kid looked down ai him. and h
eves glinted. A% thas momens the K
new why he really had s ayed on the

due Porrrar.—No. 475,

Alamito; ho knew that he was staying
till he conld “get” Long Jiu Sanders.
If this was the first hundred dollars that
the gunman had carned, it should also
be the last. -

“Say, feller, don’t be scared,” said
the Kid quietly.
help. Amigo, hombre—amigo !”

He dropped on his knees beside the
man. K

The nester, half conscious,  waiched
him dully. He was unable to stir: he
was helpless in the Kid’s hande. Tho
gunman had shet him down and fled ;
and had not the Kid been on hand he

would have di there. Already the
clear blue as darkened by the
shadow of the buzzards.

CLoguess vowre bard hit, hewbre.”
said the Kid, as he looked .ab the
wouna., “I reckon if Long Jim had pus

it half an ineh lower, feller, vou'd have
got yours for keeps. There'd have been
one durned nester the less in this byer
country.
The man muitered,
low to catel Lis wouds,
caught.
- U Wife !” repeated the Kid. The man
had a wife, taen, doubtless awailting his
return at his shack. The fame of wrath

£

One word he

burned more fercely in the Kid’s breast.
“Courage, hombre.” said the Kid

softly. “I’m helpiug you, and I guess
I can pull you through and take you
home.”

With quick: light fing
worked. His life on the plains had
taught him rough surgery. He staunched
the flow of blood and bound up the

ery the XKid
2

wound. The man watched him +with
dulled, amazed eyes. Mo could noE
speal, © but his  look testified  his

gratitude,

*1 veckon yow'll pull up with nursing,
fellow,” said the Kid. “Onee I gei you
home yowll do. Do you figure it out
you can guide me if I put you on my
cayuse ?”

The man nodded.

He was a heavy weight, but the supple
Kid lifted him into the saddle with ease.
The nester held ou to the high saddle
with both hands for support; the Xid
took the bridle and walked by the horse.

He was hali-smiling asz he walked,
leading the grey mu tang. This was the

Rio Kid, hunted for his life out of the.

Frio couniry, whose name was a terror
along the Rio Grande del Norte, and he
was playing the Good Samaritan—to a
nester, loathed of all cattle-men. The
situation was amusing to the Kid.

But he led the mustang on, over mile
and mile of vugged prairie. Like all
cowboys, the Kid hated walking. Of his
own will he would never have travelled
a hundred yards out of the saddle; But
he walked now contentedly, leading his
horse—and did not curse the fences that
stopped him and made him go round.
He came a$ last to the lumber farm-
house with its sheepfolds.. A hard-faced
woman came to the door, but the hard
face melted into fear and tenderness at
the sight of the wounded man.

“I guess vour man’s been hart,
ma’am,” said the Kid, sweeping off his
Stetson.  “But you ain’t any call to be
scared, ma’ara; he'll pull through. I
reckon if yowll get him to bed I’1} mosey
along to Alamito town for the doc.”

Five minutes later the Kid was riding
for the town, jovous to find himself in
the saddle again after that weary tramp
afoot, and urging on the mustang to
wild speed.

He rode into Alamito like a whirl
wind.

Five or six men on the street saw him
and kmew him, and there wasa shout:

i It's the Kid-—ithe Rio Kid 1 :

The Kid rode on, laughing, up"the

I guess I'm here to

|

and the Kid bent |

“with more deaths to h

He stopped a4 the
and ‘shouted his p
of the tow

mn a buzz behind hix

rugged strect.
frame house
and rode ¢
street |

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Run to Earth !
death-hunt  was

HE tn-hu
weary.,
The Rio Kid tired of it log

) bqfore 1t was over, bui the Kid
did not give up because he tired. When
he tired, it was his way to set his teeth
and keep on with more reselution than
ever. He had taken on g t gh propo-
steron. and he knew jb. There wera
fgmuﬁ ‘angi fbold men, too, who, when

- sCouon for Loag Jim, aoged has
they waunld not find him.  The Kid
hoped that he would find him, though he
knew ihai when ho found him he would
be uearer to death than he had ever
bce‘u in his wild ang wayward life.

Exactly when it da rned upon Sanders
that the Kid was trailing him the Kid
did not know; but he knew that thin
gunman had become awaro of 1. T
Kid was cool and cautious, H
his man like an Apache; b
stalking a man who knew ovor
the deadly game. TFor threc
hunted the gunman, aned
learned that the gunman was
him, A bullet that tore the
from his head was a warnis ;
but not the last. Camping on
a grove of pecans, the Kid
to ind the pecans in blaze round i,
Only once he sighted his enemy, and
then 1t was a noster's v ¢ fence thag
checked the pursuit and saved the g
man. But the Kid was keeping on, h
determination growing harder and more
deadly with every day of totl under a
burning suun, oevery night of i
peril.  Death lurked in every

anag

long

~

from ecvery bush the death-shoi mig
ring at an unguarded moment. But ih

Rio Kid’s unguarded monies were fev

And then, suddenly, he knew that 1
was no longer hunted. The gunmaz
was on the run again. The Kid laugh
when he realised it. His own nerve had
hardzned as he played the desperato
game; but the gunman, ully and
desperado and murderer, was not made
of the same stuff, Long Jim Sando
account than he

it

had fingers and o was Fratiled.”
Seven days of ‘incessant peril had
shaken the “killer’s * nevve.

And so it came to pas: one haot
afternoon, as the gunmar panting
in the cover of a thicket beside his

weary horse, dreading at every moment
to hear the footsteps of the deadly
tracker, the sight of a Stetson hat with o
band of silver nuggets made his hoare
leap: It was the Rio Kid’s hai show.
ing through the foliage. .And Long Jun
Sanders, throbbing with fear and hate.

grasped his Winchester and blazed
away.
‘Bang! Bang! Bang!.

Three bullets pumped from the repaat-
ing-rifle in fewer seconds, and crashed
through the hat beforc it could fall. A
yell of triumph broke from the gunman

“I've got you atb last, IGd 17

A low laugh answered him, but it did
not come from the direction of the }
that had spun down through the Jeaves.

.The gunman knew that he had bLeen
tricked—tricked by an. old device—and
he spun round, and cven as he spua the
bullet came.

Crack!

It was the bark of the Rio Kid's six-
gun, and Long Jim Sanders staggered
and fell across his vesiing horse, the
Winchester  dropping  into  the

{Continued on page27.)
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frem an arm that wass broken by the
bullet.
The Rio Kid langhed again.

“You've  sure dameged my hat,
hombre!” came his voice, though he
was still unseen in the pecans.

The gunman heard him groping for
lis hat, through which ran three bullct-
holes close together. He dragged at
hiz horse, threw himself upon it, grasp-
ing the reins in his lefi hand, his right
arm henging like a broken stick, and
dashed madly out of the thickets to the
plein, The cover had not saved him
the cover had delivered him into the
hands of his keener cnemy. Driven by
terror, the gummnan calloped wildly';
and behind him, as he galloped, he
heard the beat of the loofs of the black-
muzzled muastang. -

Lending low in the saddle, groaning
with the pain of hix injured urm, Long
Jim. Banders rode madly, heading for
the Alamo ranch. Thai was his aonly
refuge now—if he could reach it. But
miles of sunbaked prairie lay between
himi and the ranch, and he knew that
the Rio Kid never missed. Why did nat
the Kid fire again and drop him from
the saddle? Every instant Lc expected
he death-shot as he rode madly: but
<till the Rio Kid did not fire. Derhaps
ie would not fire on a fleeing man—
Long Jim had heard such things of the
Kid. But close behind the fleeing man
came_ the persistent tatioo of the black-
‘nuzzled musiang’s hoofs. The Kid was
uot shooting, but hLe was riding his
~nemy hard. )

The ranch at last. and Tong Jim
panted with relinl o see (l waleway
intn the patio open.  Onee fnside Lh
vanch. buildings, rhat young demon
would never dare to {ollow hin: in—inte

the stronghold of the cautle boss, Bt
he did not yek know the Kid.
Startled looks and startled shouis

greeted the gunman ax e thundered
into the patio, He rolled fram his
horse, and stoom) panting, recling agains
the sleps of the veranda Seth Lewson
canle striding up (o him with a black
brow.. The striclest orders had been
given to the assassin to keep clear of
the ranch.  For his ncck's sake the
ranch boss did not dare to lel his con.
nection with the hired killer beeome
known.

“You durned lobo, what vou doing
here?” thundered Lewson.

The gonman pavled.

“The Nid's goi me, boz!?

“The Kid:” .

“And he's coming ¥

There was a crash of hoofs as the Rio
Kid rode recklessly into ihe patio,
stared at by u score of eyes.  Seth
T.ewson deagged at his gun, and the
Kid’s Coli rang, and the rancher's gun
spun from his hand, and iwo of his
fingers along with it.

“Thai for vou, rancher ™ saif the Kid
grimly. “Put ‘em up, or it's you for
the long trail!”

White with mge and ihe pain of his
wound, the rancher raized lus hauds
above his head, one of them =t reaming
bleod

*“ Let up, Kid!” panted the gunman.
“Let up! I allow you've got me, and
I'm hitting the trail?” Lot up !

The Kid's lovk was grim, and his look

strnek terror to 1l very woul of the gune
man, But lie nadded.
I gunss-you won'v g g I again in

a harry, long Jiu” sanl e Kid
lightle,” “and  von, ranclive,  yvou'll
think twice et vair bring sunthoer
gunman  inie I iniio  coundry.

You've got w
and Im letth
to rementher
ZaAme ron e
Kid.”

A seore of ticn of tie Alwino Ranch
had gatherer—iliors was a wenpan i
every hand. The Ris Nil's cool oves
swept round ar (he civeling faces. 1n
either hand he gripped a w aluet-Innread
gun.

“Say, vou ‘nns. who waunis trouble
with the Rio IKid ™ he called.

Not # voice an<wered, not a hand was
raized. as the Kid backed s horee
through the gaivwar.  On the open
plain he wheelad liis pmstang and rode,

ha ONULE Lo Now,
| ;b yon wunt
WWoyen Leep on ihis

wil wih the ®io

. » . . .

The nesters on 1hie Slawiio had eause
to be glad thar 1he Rio Kid had ridden
that way. thongh they nover knew.
Many of their volves joined in rhe roar
of wrath and condemnation ai the slory
of the reckless ourlaw whe had riddden
wio the Alamo Raneh and shot uwp the
ranch boss under the vves of his outfif.

But little cared the Kid. Far fromn
the AJamito. in a couniry whore nestors
and wire fenees were unknown, hunted
for good deeds as well a- bad. rhe Rio
Kid rode gailr, with a lighe hieart,

THE EXD.

(You'll find anather roaring tal, of
the Mio Kid in nert weck's fssue, cn-
titled : “THE KID'S TENTURE 2%
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