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THRJLLS GALORE?

Slany and vavied have Ueer he experieitees of e Rio Kid, boyg onllaw, DBul e has pever gel fafteir o e ¥
held-up man—until this weel!
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i had been riding long and
hard, ¢ into the night; and he had
slept on while the new day dawned and
the sun climbed er and higher in
the Rilo Grande.
Rolled in his bt %, 1n the thick bed

saves, Yittle to bo sesn of
the Kid, even had a curious eye peered
into the tangled mesquite round him.
Those who were talking only a few
yards from him evidently -had no sus-
picion that the Xid was there. They
talked with the careless confidence of
men whe figured that they were far
from all other ears,

As the mists of sleep cleared from the
wearied Kid’s brain, and he realizsed
that the murmur i his ears was the
sound of human voices, he lay as still
i before—~—moticnless, silent, on his
gnard, glad that he had been careful
to seck deep cover before he lay down
to rest. With a reward of a thousand
dollars on his head hg could not be too
carefull

Only his eyes turned towards the
mustang that ley in the mesquite by
his side. A movement of the horse
would have betraved his presence.

But the black-muzzled. grey mustane,
the constant companion of the Rio Kid’s
wanderings, was too well trained to
xive sound or sign, More than cnce

1o
il

had the boy outiaw’s life depended on

the saegn of his steed, and it had
never failed him

Who the men wiic were i
he margin of the creek a fe
¥ the Kid had no idea: bui he knew
were more likely to be foes than
5 nds. In the wide lands of Texas
the fate of the Rio Kid was like that
of Ishmael of eld—his hand against
overy man, and every man’s hand
azainst him. The walnvi-butied guns
were close; but the Kid did not want to
handle them if the could help 5. He
was content to lie doggo till the
sirangers were gone. Their talk had
fo interest for him; and he gave it no

frig

?}t]tention. But it came to his ears, all
16 same, and suddenly a sentence

sh"{nr:k him, and he had to attend.

guess the timber, a mile out of

gl Cerro, is the place. The hack will
e there from Malpais hours before sun-
down. The driver
trou,blc-he ain’t paid to handle a gun.
}3?\ .t you go a-shooting, you ’uns.
ere mayn’t be any other passengers
E;ecbbo,u bes:idcs Hanlk Schulz; and I
Ss that driver’s got t itness ]
Tre Porcran o 627, o s

won't give any

Y Ralph Redway

it’s all falr and  sguare—n g'lar |
| hold-up.”. v
A hoarse chuckle followed.
The Rio Kid smiled faintly, Xe had
fancied at first shat 15 m be a
burch of cow-punchers who had stopped

in the shade of the chamarral, out of
the glare of the sun. Now he knew
that e was listening to the talk
band planning a hold-up of the hack
that ran froms Bdalpais by a lonely
prairic route to El Cerro, on the banks
of the Rio Grande.

Well, it was no funcral of his. The
Rioc Kid, hunted far and wide by Texas
sheriffs, had no call to horn in and do
sheir work for them.

But what he had heard excited
interest a little; for it was perplexing.
e had heard the discussion of & hold-
up: bub not, it appeared, an ordinary
hold-up. He gothered that there would
be a passenger in the hack—one Hank
Schulz, in league with the outlaws.
The Kid gave attention now.

“The widder must sure be loce to

his

STOPPED ON THE TRAIL! The Kid
pulled in his mustang, and like magic one

is guns leaped into his hand. ‘f Halt!®”
Pe origd. Bt o up 17 TRO driven
of the hack jumped. ¢ Waal, } SWowW S
he ejaculated, and then he
dropped the reins, and elevated
his hands above his head. From
the passenger came a startisd
exciamations. (See Chepler 2.)

N
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i8N, STARRING THE RIO EiD,

trust & thousand dollers witl
galoot Schulz.” said ancther voice.
“1 recken he’s been her foreman ever
since Old Man- Cassi jent over the
range,” answered o first -speak
“She reckous he’s white all right.”
e Kid heard a grunt
‘Tl say he’s o du
piny it low down like
widder womarn, Hanson!”
The Eid started a iivble, ever so liitle,
at the mention of that na Ho knew
the name of Black Hanson, the outlaws;
and he knew now thai was  the
Hanson gang who were his
hearing.
There
Hansan.
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Auoiner the man
calted Kansas did not want 1o carry his
objections to that length,

jrga)
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1 got word trom dunuiz hst night,
went on Black Hanson. widder’s
sending him to the bank El Cerro
Ly the hack to- f’ﬂ\r, swith thousand
dollars in a bag. B guess Mrz, Cassidy
has been zelling Them durooks

'unr. going tu
i Cerro, and don’t you forget it! Bug
s got to be a reg’lar hold-np—=8chulz
15 particular about the look of the
thing. e ain't fnished with the
Malipais ranch yei~—I allow he makes a
rood thing nut of it—the widder trusts
Lim, and I guess he makes it

e
pay.

“1 allow he does,” said anothor VGlL
“All fair and  sguare,”

Hanson., © Ti ® hd(‘x& will

in the timber about a mile

El Cerrvo, and wo cov

guns, and rhe driver's s witn
hadn’t a cnance to ¢
his fands and wo a5
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fansoq. i'his aw’t th t tine hes
put us and' 11 un'z bs the las
vime,  Dog-goue you, wo pick
lqudmd Lo.mgs tor the trout
hour’s ridet”

“1 guess U'd
.ixmug Behulz
thousand,”

Biack Hanson
* Buit ine
got a lob more
gives us all the news of the
and 1 guess we find

country,
Don’t

won't kuow what hit youl”

There was a growling in
Black Hanson’s voice, and the inan
Kansas did not anawer.

The scent of tobaces cams to the
Kid, on the wind in the wmesquite,
Black Hanson had lighted & Mexican

you o &dwouxw,, Kansas, or
gou’ll surs get yours so sudden you

T
choeroot.

the timber soon arter mxc‘dﬁ.\
I guess we can res

he Rio Kid
I")e tall of the cutlaws went on, it
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lths creak.
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We wang
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pharee ruffans bad doubtiess
ditterent direc-
been too sound
taeir arrival. Now that
nm they were, and what they
> Kaa’s mind was In a state

aiter
was held

to him i the
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umber, and che faithless foreman of the
Salpars ronch handed o 1o these
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But——
The Kid griuned ruefully.

His bcve“' 1y weaknese was finding
him He told himself that
not his funeral; but he knew

¢ was guing to horr' m
tt was the mentxon of th

7 tldu had done if. The Kid
- gomng to loaf idiy by, “while a
weman was pobbed, especially b) a man
w hmn sho kuumd

‘widows

or m g a sound,
his bed of ieaves and
inatiel,
been needed, ho would nos
sitated to shiow hiwmself, and
back his walnut-butted guns against the
fire of tho three rufilans a few paces
xlOl“ Lllf‘).

Duw the Kid woas not anxious to do
that. Black Hnnaou and his gang were
gunmen of tho first water; and though
the Kid tasensible to fear, ho was
a chance to back his
gun against three st closc quarters—
thres of the most deadly in Texas.

(orm; lj, a1t been the onl

ila taken the ch

WY,
Lnea, :glmm-r

nd skill; he had taken
‘chanees before, and lived to tell
the tale, 5‘u€ it was not tho only way.
The Kid had plenty of time to think
the matter over, as the ouilaws smoked
and yawned under the trees by the
c

Fsts)

A n;m"zo troke over his face.

His mind was made up; and he only
wai'gd for the Hanson gang to vamoose
before ho proceeded to action. If the
pian that had formed in the Rio Kid’ s
active mind was a success, the widow of
Malpzis would not be vobbed of her
duham. And the Kid reckoned that it

would be & success.
1
Hso roso and stretched himself.
The outlaws were gone.

Jiooking {rom the cover ot the chapar-
ral, the Kid could see three Steison
hats bobbing over the grass in the dis-
tance towards the west.

Black Hanson and his two companions
were r1dxng for the El Cerro txmber,
where they were to lie in wait for the
cut of the town for which it

THE SECOND SHARTER,

The Meld-Up!
GUESS iv’s time we hit the trail,
old hoss,” yawned the Kid.

was bound.

The Rio Eid kaew that country, and
he know that the spot for the hold-up
was well-chosen. The hack travelled
twenty miles from Malpais before 1t
struck the timber, by an open pralrie
trail, whore there was little cover for
h‘u.nw men. But where the txznl ran
thu’,u'"n the $titaber, was ample cover;
and tho Hanson gang would remnain

ner

unseen until the hack was fairly in
their bands. Black Hanson knew his
business.

But tho Rio Kid knew his business,
tgo.

There was s simnile on his sunburng

face as ho wabched the three Stetsont
hats disappear in the grass in the far
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uckled.
-bugs will be waiting for
ihe haek at the tl;\’l}b“r a mile from Wi

o;d hoss,” he weont on.  ““But
if thot hack s \topped a
miles hut Pf M Cez ro, on the

and
about it

’v‘x"' ab
sometimes taiked wo nis
re a human comrade.
‘(id “that
will never get so fur as the
Bilack LiCnSCH will be
oz, eritter. I sure allow
] 'wus: them dclm..
bank by sater hends
‘Vh. Benulz’'s. I ain’s as
m, widder ymma.n, old hoss,
Vs figure 1o; but she’s sure
D.‘.C 1t to this Kid that she
o, thousand dollara.”
And the Kid laughed.
nother glance across the
grassy pi‘a.um snuw d 5;1111 ‘mat t
: '1;1&:» nou ranisied. J)x-J,Cn
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Yo drew his 1:1us.ta.ng frorr fhe nw"m'uite,
tightened thc cinch, and mounted and
rode away in m;othcr direction.

Biack Hanson aimed to strike the
stnge-tmsl a2 mile out o*’ Kl Cerro, miles
south-west of the cresk where the Rio
Xid had camped 1n the mesquite. The

Kid aimed to
out of Ki Cerro, and
aorth-west.

Btlack Hanson and his com“ddm had
disuppeared, and the Kid wa vmu likely
1o see them agamm. He had no business
with them. His business was wmh the
wman who was carrying the bag of dollars
on Tht, hack.

here was a cheery smile on the Kid’s
facb as he rode ab an casy gallop
through the hlgh grass.

Sinee he had loft the Sampson rancn,
down at San Pedro, and his comrades
there, to wande: oncs more by lonely
trails, the Kid had lacked his usual
high spirits. But only action was
needed to restore him to his accustomed
care-free mood

There was something very em&tam
ing to the Kid in the bh"ught of the
Hanson gang lying in wailt for the
plunder that would never come their
way. and of Mr. Schulz meeting up
with = of a stey
robbery on the stage-tratl. The cxpres-
sion of the \dalpam foreman’s face
would be worth watching when he found
himself held up by the wrong party.

The Kid struck the stage-trail at lass:
o track that was marked across the
prairie by the trampling of hoofs and
the ruts of wheels. Once on the trail
between Malpais and El Cerro, the Kid
locked round for what cover might be
found. Holding up the hack on the
open prairie was rathor o delicate
matter, with the risk of some bunch of
cowpunchers seeing what was going on,
and butting in with their G"Llnc—whlrh
was not what the Kid wa ntcd at all.

But there was little cmcr the trail
ran over open grassy plains a1 the way
from Vialpals to within a mile of Ei

it a dozen iles
his way lay o

real, instead hzﬂ*ﬂnded

Cerro, where lay the belt of timber
chosen by Black Hanson for his ambush.
That timber was a ood ten miles
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i Kid

§ punchers

and some
Was no cover

>3t-0
hu'mhcs of mesquite, ther
for the Kid; but he was to making
the best of any situation in Which e
found  himself, The black-muzzled.
wustang fay down in high grass, and the
stood amon" three or four post
ouks to watch the trail. The hack, tie
knew, was not due to pass get; bus i
seldom ran on time. and might casih
be an hour early, or an hour late. H:
settled downsto sratch: and in haif an
nour, the sownd of Hoof beats on the
trail warned him of newcomers.

But it was not the nack. Four
came cantering along the trail
golng easy: aud vhe ANid sank ous i
~1ght among the post-ouks, lying in the
grass tifl th oy were pash. ’

Thsay vode on sowards the distant
town, and their hats . vanished the
sea of grass. Then the Kid rose again
and once more watched the £r ‘ﬂ

A distant rumbie came to 3.

Is was the sound-ci a wheeied vehmie
bumping over a rough track. The gome
was m"d on the prairie trail

The Kid watched patiently

The hack, with two hmsgq trotilng.
driven b/ & man In & grey shiri, came
into sight on the trail, round a fold of

(D EJ
e
i

¢ uhe prairias.

The XKid waitched i keeniy s it came
His eyes, keen as an eagle’s, discerned
that thers was ouly one passenger (u
the hack while 1t wos still at a distance
That, undoubtedly, was Mr. Hank
Schuiz, foreman (\ﬁ the widow’s ranch
at Nlalpa 1s. The Kid smiled

He gave o long, keen glance round at
the sunny prairie. It w litary, save
for himself and the approaching hack.
F ar in the distance was a moving ob]el,t,
which might have been a bunch of cows
or hormmcn, too fur off for even the
Kid’s keen eye to pick it out clearly
Too far off, at all events, to worrv the
Kid, whatever it was.

He called to his mustang, and mounted
and rode out into the trail. The duver
cf the back gave him a qiiick glance.
the passenger put out his head to loon
at him. Both of them saw a handsome
young cowpuncher; and the passenger
sat back, and the driver, reassured,
wavea a hand and chove on The Kid
grinned, pulled in s mustang, and
hke mag‘c one of the walnut-butted guns
teaped mco his hand.

“ Halt1”
The driver )meer_.
‘Waal, I swow !”” he ejacubted

*Pus “em.up i’ said the Rio Kid.

The hack driver gazed at him for a
mement, and then. dropping the reins,
elevated his hands above his head.

From the passenger came a startled
exclamation. ’

“hoep ‘em up, feller,” drawled the
Kid. “I ain't honing to s your
juice, but if you let them paws down.
siree, this hyer hack will sure want a
new driver.’

“This hyer is a hold-up ?” asked the
driver, staring at the Kld
“Guessed it _in once.”
“T sure ain’t horaing

driver plaeidly.
along to see von
up, feller.”

“You'll sure be welcome!” said the
Kid politely.

While he was speaking to the driver,
the Kid had a keen eye on the man
in the hack.

The passenger was eyeing him with a

5

in,” said the
“1 guess I'll come
when you're strung

strange mixture of alarm and uncer-
tainty and cguesmomxw Hank Schulz,
certainly, was expecting to be held up

robbed of the widow’s
was not how he had

on_that tn uzl, @d
doliars. But this

expected 1 t0. happen.
puncher was a sitanger fo nin
reckoned he knew all Hanson
fnis might be 2 new membsr
gang whom he had not yet seen; bub
he was troubled and uneasy. If by
~ome un.ooked-for chance, a real hold-

up preceded the prefendn\] ecne, ib
woar  disaster. to Mr, Sechulz's little
<chemes,

fellex 1” callad out the

Light down,

539

“Who are vou ?
1h" [\1d ughe

I gues galoot that's hold-
the gun.” 1smeaeJ )
sure Sl Wik H 3 a9

vou're told. like a good little man.
Light down. I'm telling you.”

And the passenger, breathing hard,

P

stepped from the hach into the trail,

firie THIAD CHAPRPTER.

The Kid Takes the Rallars.
B ANK SCHYULZ eoyed the Kid
E“*g searchingly, sa.iagei"
£ If this was the hold- -up he
had been looking iov it was

spening in the most unexpected way.
should have Fben carried out by a
ang, which would have made it clear,

the driver to witness, that Schulz
nad ne chance of resistance. And it
<bould rot have happened on the open

prairie, where 1r‘ter"u stion might come
2t ar orynns

ar auy moment
“Look here——" muttered the fore-
wan of Malpais L!DEuSl]V
: guess  you're
the Kid.

pis

S(,hu)z
drawted

Widow Cassidy’s ra Malp
what 7

“Sure” muttered Schulz.

“Then you’re my mutton, with the
wool on,” declared the Kid. ‘I guess
I'm saving you the trouble of mkmg

them dollars all the way to the bank ab
El Cerro, hombie. Hand them over!®
“How'd you l\naw Id got dollars for
bank ?” demanded Schulz. bending
is brows at the Kid.
“I guess these hyer things get oud,
feller.” drawled the Kid. “ Black
Hansor has hs own way of getting
wise to them.”
Schulz drew a breath of relief.

If this anknown rider cams faom
Black Hanson all was well; and the

mention of the name seemed to imply
as much.

tn the presence of the stage-driver,
Schulz dared not ask queﬂ'ons, nen‘her
did he care to dyaw the cutlaw beyond
hearing. It was necessary for him to
keep up appearances, and the driver
was watching the scene curiously, as he
sat with his hands clasped on his hat.

“You belong to Hanson’s gang?”

asked Schulz.

“You sure wani to know a loti”
drawled the Kid. “I ain’t here to spill
chin music, feller. I'm hyer for them
dollars.”

Schulz’s eyes glittered at him.

The ‘mention of Black Hanson’s name
had reassured him, but he wanted to
be quite sure before he parted with the
bag of dollars.

The Kid underbtood his nneertainty
of mind, but he was not in the least
disposed to relieve him.

“You want to get a move
hombre,” he said; “I'm sure
tired of holding this gun.”

Sehulz turned back to the harx
lifted out a little buckskin hag.
came closer to the Kid with the
his hand.

“1 guess I want to see them dollavs,™
said the, Kid. *Open ma.t leetle grin,
feiler, and let a galoot look.”

on,
getting

and
. He
bag in
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Schuiz opened the string at the nec © Prento !” he suapped; aad Schuizand fisn aite ntary halt, came
of the bag, and the Kid satisfied him-} gritting i teeth with rage, hondedygalloping a 4

The fmntest of
s lips at

self as to the contents,
whispers dropped from Schulz
the same moment,

“W’here s Hanson?’

“Ten miles away,” answered the Kid,
in the same tone.

“He put vou wise to this?”

Je sure did,” grinned the Kid.

“Why didn’t he come?”

“1 guess he’s somewhers else,” said
the Xid. “Say, that driver will get
plumb curious if he spois you whisper
ing, feller.”

“The fool!” breathed Schuiz. " Thers
should }vave been th"Q\, cf them at leasAt

unu, ooy peieees

up by a single maa, and handmg over
the dollars? The fool!”
s one man is sure able to
galoot of your heft,” said the
Kid, with a contempt that brought a
flush of rage into the Malpais foreman’s
dark face. “If you want to put up a
rookus, I'm w vour mutten, and 'l
(rne you a f‘han( to get out your gun.”
“¥o 1§ i sed Schalz, “Ars you

Kid.

“I guess nob!” ﬂxlrmﬂd
“QOnly antm\h to oblige, if
that yow're able {0 stop this
up.”

Schulz gritted his teeth.

He was sure now that the road-agent
came from Black Hanson, and that was
what he wanted to be sure of. Bui he
was deeply enraged by the Ki
and words, and by the unexpected way
the hold-up was taking place. The
driver was a witness to tho robbery, as

the

b

intended ; but he was also-a wiiness to|

the fact that Schulz handed over the
bag of dollars tdeIV to a single adver-
s'w.ry—~a mersa lad; which the rascally
foreman of Malpais had not intended
at all.

“Look here.” LL breaihed, in too low
a tone for tho driver to hear, “you
better let up on this. It sure looks too
bad for meo. Get back to Hanson, and
tell him it won't do~—yon geb mo? Il

pull 2 gun, and you'll hit the trail fike
jou was seared—that will do for the
driver. Shoot one of the hosses as you
go—that’ll delay the back, and give
H{anson tima to horn in with his gang.

You got me?”
“1 get ,ou' assented the Kid, grin-,
ning cheerily, “and T warn you that if

zou touch a gun, you'll get yours, Mr.
Schulz.”

“What ?” hissed the
Mman.,

“Hand over Lhevn dollarst”

“1 tell you

“I guess you've spilled enough,” said
the Kid. © Put that grip xn my hand,
and quit chewing the ragz.”

His revolver looked th Melpais fore-
man fall in the face, with his cool eyes
D'lmtmo' over it.

“ Pronto I he snapped.

“1 tell you—" snarled Schulz

Bang!

The Colt roared, and tr'e Malpais
foreman started. “uh a yell, as a bullet
clipped by his ear.

“Thaﬁ’ & warning!” grinned the
Kid, “The next one will sars give you
your last sickness, if you don’t hand
over that grip.”

Schulz stood trembling with rage and
doubt. With the tail of his eye, the
Kid noticed that the driver was staring

Malpais fore-

zway across the plain, with an intor-
ested expression on his face. The Kid
guessed the meaning of that. The

moving object he had seen in the dis-
tance was nearsr, and he fgured that
it was a bunch bf towpunchers, and
that the dnver was hopefully looking
for an interruption to the hold-up.

you figure.
hrer hold-

&’s tone fj

over the bag of dollars.

“Now drop your gunt’

The Malpais foreman drew the gun
from his belt.  That he was thinking
of chancing a pot-shot, was evident from

the savags glitter in bis eyes, and the
Kid’s face hardened. )

“Don’t!” ha said qmehy.

And the Malpal fozhman did not.

He dropped the gun to the earth, and
the Kid motioned him back to the hack.
ben the Rio Kid glance ed round in

.ction in which the driver was

woro (‘r‘v'ﬂ"(r T(‘\\.V"Ll‘f‘a
as their bronchos could
fly under mo urging of whip and spur.

Two punchers, who bad spotted the
hold-up from a far distance and were
viding hard to horn in. The Kid had
guessed as muc h from the cxpression on
the stage-driver’s face.

Nany a tims the life of this daring young
outiaw, ths Rio Kid, has bean saved by
his wonderful grey mustang. Always
the Kid's first thought Is for his big, four-
{egged pal, in and out of danger. And
this horse has shown the samoe faithiul-
ness to nis master. Through storm and
sunshine these two ride, caPefres and
happy. Meet ’em every week!

He taugheqd lightly.
“Them galoots are sure honing to get
in touch with me,” he said. ‘lou want
to tell them wh“ua to find me when they
get hers, driver.”
*You put me wise, and I sure will
grinned the driver.

“Surei T’ m going to bauk this money
at Il (,euo drawled the Kid. “It
surg ain't safe toting it around on vhe
prairie, with so many bull-dozers and
bad men around!”

“ ¥ia, bha, h‘n * roared the driv

The Kid chuckled.

“I'm suro giving you stra
he declared.

‘And he rode away at a gallop, leaving
the stage-driver luugh‘nsr and the pas-
senger scowling blackly, That the hold-
up man intended to ride into El Cerro
and bank the doilars he had taken from
the passenger appealed to the stage-
driver as a good joke.

The Kid lacked haclk from th
of the galloping znuntux,,=.

The punchers reached &

17

ight goods,”

oz

he halted hack

g a s

The Rio K ved his hand at them,
and urged on . There was
no broncho be s Rio Grande and
the Cim arton nat could equal the
mustang the Kid xode. s spattered
out behind him, £

t; and
r an hour or mor 5k
t oir his

: 20
o c“z‘m’r hald- up man. Bub
showed

t the Kid

as the
fvxn Kid
&Xo Cu mtcmxon—’m was
Corro o Ln‘\n the

aleen on thoe t

THE FOURTH CHAPRTER,
When FRogues Fall Oui !
it ®
“Jumping g
latad the (wQ dr ver.
Hold-ups had happonsd on
ups in one day was a record.

But thero was no doubt about it. The
hack, rolling on to Kl Corro, had
the town. Suddenly from the timber
three horsemen cmerged. and lovelied
revalvers surrou nJ(‘d the hnc

drives

Prom the interior
Schulz glared at the outlaws.

For this gang was Hanson’s ga
r\YIE\V that.  Their faces were mask
his assoclates. But what the hold-up
meant he eould not hegin to giess.

“Hands up, driver!” xamwd oud

“Up they zoes!” grinned the driver,
elevating them above his head. “T'm
snre getbing o piece_tired of putting

¢ lot to-day. T reckon raining
ro:ad-a.gronts on this here trail.”

Black Hanson stared 2t him, and then

“Light down!” ho snappea.

Schulz _stepped out
Black Fa 2us0n fioneished a reveiver.

,ALT ?

the Malpais trail befere, bui two hold-
ruchc% the balt of timber a mile out of

vy

31 05 pmwu m (113 horses

more astonished than the driw"
with cotton handlkerchiefs, but he knew
Black Hanson.
t:;cm up, foller, and T hove you're the
rode to the sido of the hack.

“Y guess vou're Hank Schulz.” he te

marked. “TPut your hands up, fellerd
Hver, Xansas, you go through the
galoot t”

Wansas dropped from his horse and
“went through” the foreman of
Malpais. The expression on Schulz's
face puzzled Black Hanson. All was
going according fo programme, so far
as ke knew, and he conld not undersiand
the  rage and astorishment in the
Malnais foreman’s looks.

“T gness there ain’t nothing in his
duds1” said Kansas

“Look in the hm* —1I reckon he’s eob
suthin® ! Fe ain’t going {o Tl Cerro for

nothing.” said Black Danson.

Kansas hegan to search the hack.

“Nethin® hver.” he announced.

“1 puess you egaloots are tnpo late,”
qa.m the stage-drivpr “"T‘h s hver
! & een held v back em
the t anJ tha ‘nnm_(m man sure
waltzed off with the woods.”

“(Clan it !1” snarled FPanson.

“T's truc!” breathed Schulz. “X

He

thought it was one of vonr gan
ot the heg of (-f>”zzr6———’
“(tuess aeain!” said Black FPanson,
in a tone of menace. Fe made S Sehulz
a sien to back into the timber. out of
hearing of the driver, who looked on
t 3 _ﬂ'rzn .

what's the came?” esked
Trr POPULAR.—No. &27
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H Spu} it, pronto ¥

And 1§ {
! h 2zfe,
Black Hanson had fived! cf paper, )
; ) . ) s s T‘m cashier smiled.
sou wen's ever tell the world ! 9 wp ® he  eaid.

hitched his i ot < :
i thousand dollavs o

assidv, of Malpdr
P -
square,” said sm Kid
And mtn a cne

rio“a

B

U]IL(]

at ’\Imp 1:. Ll El C vy

'Ihe Rzo Kid had remounted ile
groy mustang and ridden out of the
‘%' nd the counter h town long before the hack from Ma 1is
his eyes at the sig oi a rolled in with startling news.
m wise 17 d coming UL . i % was a nine days’ wonder ab Il
e nw ha weng A HEG aloa T gy Cerro. ho stage-driver told of what
iy a0 ;”ls a{ BOY had happened. How the hack had been
s b allewa held up by a road-agent who looked Ui ike

~n

a kid-puncher, who had wakon the bag ¢
dollars; held up a second time by BI ack
Hanson and ‘1 gang., who had shos
Hank Schulz in their rage and Gisap-
nent at gotiing nothing., And
wvmoatnv was felt for, the Widow
Cassiay tiil it was tearned that the bag
of dollars had arrived safely at the
bank, with not & dollar missing. Tt was
bag 1 a sfr ange. story, and it got all the Texan
Q. ‘\!Xd a search was made
-p.mcner who had held up
and brought the mongy on fo

t‘(‘.s bhank. But he was not found. By
5 time the grey mustang had travelled
f:n', and many a long mile lay between

cashier.
* 1 veckonsd snied
“And the mdd nb @
dollars to herd with the rest, feller.
ut tne And the Kid slammed do\m the
doLm e-cross him.
ot !” snarled Black
2ld up the

’3
:
&

Hm

muntpu over tho contes

“I haven’t seen you bef
The Kid melen

was ELIILlQ

1 deliars, you double- “Nope 5 B Csrro and the Rio Kid.
E on for once,” he drax fod THE END.
started with them dollars (Another roaring complete Weostein
that they wasn’t safe on tle trail, s0 1 n of the Rio Kid next wee J-L, chums )
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DOYO WANT THIS MOTOR-CYCLE ?

o e This splendid * JAMES " SPORTS MODEL, two-stroke, three-speed gear MOTOR- CYCLE—a rengar beauty—a
fight-weight—easy to handle—a machine to be mxghtxly proud of—is offered as FIRST PRIZFE in a new, simple competition in
THIS WEEEK’S MODERN RBROY!

In addition, there are 110 CASH PRIZES—ail to be won by readers of MODERN BOY: the Most Up-to-Date Boys

Paper in the world Buy this week’s copy, and m‘.ke up your mind to win this magnificent First Prize !  Age doesn’t count.. Yoa
may be seven or seventy  Merit alone will win it !

This week’s MODERN BOY also contains the working mechanism of the MODERN BOY GIFT AEROPLANE
fivst part of which was given away with last week's issue—THE GREATEST GIFT EVER OFFERED !

And the finest adventure-story of the century, written by world-famous C. J. CUTCLIFFE-HYNE, immortal cresicr of
Captain Ketile ! -

ALLT g 5 Vet 3 " -
ZanD SEveRan mones i this MMODERN BOY, 2d.

.,.



