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iche e hot Texas.

to Frio sun of southern
blazed down on the chapparral, but it was shady under the branches, clustered.
ut & et o

the Huecas! and he g i
Siony ulches . the hill, pever dreaiing that he had doubled back, and
R hEm o . Alimos: within a rist's ca: of the gl he Kid s 1
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deep cover, taking a needed rest after hard riding: and he wished the sheriff

of Iooking for him 5o near to Frio the
and where

band of siver nugges. But he gave il tat and then at very sl at the

sound of horses r\uhmgv—h u ets from the slope abo
T was aonly il from ‘Apach to Fro; Onee d day e Tile two-horse
hack trundl .. Twice or thrice in a day
o com P o 56 Tk saghe e Bkt ek oo Aoty
Was not ue yet: and no puncher had ridden by sint m
in cover there. And it was not from the stage-trail that the sound of hor
came. 1t came from higher up the slope. ~ Horsemen were pushing down
through towards th sta

ket .
Kid’s face set hard, and a glint came into the blue eyes. He did not

stir: but his hands were very near the walnut butts of the guns in his low-
{lang holsters He had fet sure tat ho had luded the chas: that e had
left the sheriff of Frio hunting in the Huecas for a vanished outlaw. But if

So st st e Kid that a gren lzard crawled over s gotskin chaps,

unafraid. IF the approaching horsemen were. and his men, there
poukd e st ply n 8 matc of it B\uheho not: for the
hated gun-play. In every cow-town on the Rio Grande, at every round-up
in the valley of the Pecos, wild tales were told of the Rm m the boy outlaw:
and only the Kid himself knew that there was no trut . Not so long
0 he ched cows an the id Double Bt 1 anch, as hapy and care:
free a5 any hombre n the ouf and i was O1d Man, Daviey's ot and
nperions Jemper i subborn Tofeal 15 beive 1t the boy punche

mocent of what hadbees i to i change, that had diiven (b Kid outode
the law, But the Kid, outlaw as he now was, was 10 riggerhappy gunman,

i ‘g without moving his head, had a
gl fyom the cormer G bis e o & Bition B fo & omentswmbes

hanging Spanh moss. But i fers were passin

rope’s len, im, but never dreaming there. 1t was
no, e ol e sl and His poss: they were il up n the Huecds. Who
they wer id not know, and he cared le, 50 long s they pas

T A they e paseing i wmseen. rcept Tor ot Bt of
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Stetson for one moment, he saw nothing of them but bis cars tod him
{hat there were four

unseeing:
Ki

gpen sage il bound either for Frio or Apache, But it ss ot that. They
ppe remain there,

L et n bt ot i . s gt

ight be returning. x
aimed to cinch that roll. The Kid grinnéd sarcastically, and shrugged his

Tt was no pusiness of i, Had he been sl the con-puncher o the Double
Bar, it would have been diflerent, He would have horned in as a matter of

coars. Bt a hok-up was no concern of an outlaw, huned by haf the sheriy
in Texas, with a price of a thousand dollars on his head. It was sheriff’s
business, not his. atson of Frio, combing the Huccas for an outlaw

who was not there, would have been more useful nearer to Frio, with this
gang aiting (o “Hoid . the hack on the trail They ould get on With i,
for all the Kid cared.

He could hear the sounds of their movements, and in the stillness of the
hot afternoon, the murmur of voices came to his ears. They were hardly the
length of a lasso away.

“How long we gt o hang on here Two-gun?” It was & mutterin voiee,
but the words came distinctly to the Kid's keen

w1 know?" came a growling rply,in 3 voie the Kid know. He
had heard Two-gan Carer's voies before, more than mm, in the streets of
Fio, before he had hi “Andy Jon

The bearse wil b slong eforssundowe.
et il i o vos
I o g T v chucking gh from T
U teling vou iy tht | sy Old Man Dawrey pecking a ol o
(venty thousand dells, Tof sters he's sald at Apache——sad 1 bad 't from
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that's he coming back to Frio in the hack. Twenty thousand bucks
don’t grow on every pecan in the chapparral.”

“You said it, Two-gur
‘The Kid dre a desp, docp breath, asthe muttering voices died away.

He could have lay

It was Old Man Dawney for whom that bunch of rustlers were waiting

by the stage-trail,_The boss of the Double-Bar was not a man to be robbed

the Kid owed it that he rode wild, trails with 3 rice on hishead.  The Kid

& what was coming to
‘And the Rio Kideuled bnck gt e runk, ndiferent o what might
pass on the stage-rail below—determined, at least, to be indif
Bt i ot st For the K. oula s e was, wilh o
ranh waitngfo i i he shrifls e him down, was ull t hear “What
5% been: mo gunman, 7o Tuser, bt 3 pancher born and b
Even as h setled back lpunsl thc trec, he Knew that he could not stand for
it His brow. ihought.But ot engh X
used self-contemp. “That's

e guy Shek e, o T Bis umch Wik & o1 . Bl A
outlaw of you-—and you don't need to worry i thy cinch his ol and il him
it lead n cinching it You sure ate plumb loco to horn i this cirus.

came no sound, 8 the Kid i Smbkn:kzr ™ sooutoed 15

e Chnppatra up i e ope: ad be Sid ot ety b moions by smmd o

rsting ind bishing 2un and his bunch had done. Silent as a cougar
ing on a branch, he Kid vound his vay through the thickes, leaving the
ol s further and further behind him. 1t was not tll he
_— that he mount

own o the |ugb1m| & good mile from the spot where
bunch lay in ‘Then, at last, the Kid put his mustang to the gallop,
Tiding ke the wind in th dir6tion of Apache o meck he bAck 8 i came.
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canpTER 1

Jones, driver of the two-horse hack, pulled in so suddenly, that
e honex Yk alled back,on the vebicle. That one word was cnough for

e sun
i under » Sitson bat. Fhat handsome sunburnt fac ﬂmled: bnl the

Kid, sting his musta o ghe el bardly needed tq
o g e g ghe o oumdend wnds Andy s nidden
jorous drag on the reins.Andy was in & hurry to assure the Kid that m, at
Ieat, wasnot hoing for touble whateve might b the view ofthe pas
inside the itle h
Vo surearea good it guy, Andy,” sxid the Kid. “You dor't need t0
bet0ldto g0 in when it min, You sars don
“Your game Kid," said the stage-driver. “This ain't my funcral, and I'm
sure siting it out.
“Keep 0

that,” said the Kid, as he rode closer to the hack. “If you forget
it Andy, the company il ure ast e drives al of  mdden, nd sl
et e to il your s, 16 yourpusenger Twant

eady put s ead out o the window of the hack,

revelings B DroRae, beAOud 16, b pir ofNeth pining e
Dushy brows.The ranchcr of the Dousle-Bar Wi & hard han, and he 00k
16" The pinting yes ed on he boy nder, and M. Dawiey gave a sttt s b

il face 0 Tace Which he had not seen fo 8 long tme, but
o v ey e v oo
“The ated. And O Mian Dawney reached for his gun.
Fthe Kid,very quisy. Flis hand was up now, i ong
barrelld Colt ook the racchar firy in his bronzed, beard The
meret pressure of & inger would have spelt the en o th trai or OKi Man
Bty Scondsbfor s pun s o ‘And th ranches relzed i
s Groppcd away
b s eves ity o the handsome by uc ofthe K,
141""he salg ~You--riing the trus ke Five-Hundred-Dollar
Smih o ik bundh! X6 holng up B s T reckone Y& o .1
‘And you had the dog-goned nerve o tel me that you never did what 1 frcd
You ot my ranch for} You!"
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nd L sure never did el said the Kid, ~But 1 aint here (o chew the
g Yo M, Dawhey Light dowe o it
e ¥ Gid mot s, Old Mas Dapmey was accustomed to gving

me tooi?” said the Kid,sofily. *You give orders on the Double-

gger s
it i e, and stepped out of the hack, He cyed the
Kid almostlike & wol, and gave one glance at Andy Jones, But 1he stags-
driver sat sall o hi séat, chewing tobacco, whi b waited for the Kid o
‘et through. If Rancher Dawaey figured on'help from Andy, he had 1o guess
ai

1t was the ki who fred.
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“OK." he said. “You sure got sense, Mr. Dawney. How long is it since
‘you drove me offthe Double-Bar with a gun in your st 'm holding the gun
now,okd-timr: and you gt o ump when |y um
‘What do you want?” mutter

“Aw, ain't that an easy one?" g’mnsd Bhekid, “You bee sling steers
down to' Apache, and you mosey a fat roll in your jeans. Air
e Rio Kit, the fr-bug of the o' Gunde ine quy t0 ‘hosg tally they puc
down half the hold-ups in the State, more'n 1 ever hea hat you guess
Twant you packing venty housand dolars,and me Holdig o gon

‘He Taughed alou
“Howd you knowr” muttred the rancher. “You dare not show your
cabezs in Apache, o any other town in Texas —how'd you know?”

T a Bl Wl sng i the Shappasals wid the Ko bantcringly.
“Tim gure wise toyour ol rancher. Where you pack i7"

“You're not getting twenty thousand dollars from me, you ornery young
rustler!” breathed the rancher. “By the great horned foad, Il have you
huned all over Texas for this, and strung up to a branch.”

" guessthey been huning me some, ine | 1t out fom the DoubleBar,”
grinned the Kid. “But (hey ain't put st on my il s, rancher, This hycr
minute Sherift Watson and s posssare combing here
Lam on the Fric el holdin p the urndest, omeriet old bonchéad in he

State,of Texas. :;k take a chance on it, rancher—and I'lltake the roll. And

T Bawney together hard. Suddenly, sifly,his hand
Man Dawmey's ot came together hard. Suddenly, swifly, his b
dmgped o hisgun. and he fashed t ut. -

It was the Kid whe

The rancher gave o yeu and stag rod. His
10d ss bo stsggerd, ycling, his 68 B prd ndy J S
St o st on the ront o the Mk, b he did o st The oo

laughed.
““That sure was foolish, feller,” he said, admonishingly. “You ain't quick
Saonghon he draw fo I cchr, Bk yon i bt whoe o, and there

s

g, The six-gun 0 shot
from his b and ay Smached it rul: bt byond th Sumbing ar nnm
shock, Old Man hurt. For
shot away. But there was not even a speck of red on it.

“You-you—you prairie thief—!" he breathed.
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v can i sid the K. Youts wasting ime, You want to
it £ o, g Bt W ek vt o e o o o et
ook for me dnd your dollars. Are you handing over that roll, or do you want
me to crease you like an omery steer, and take it

<Eabling Wit rage, he riache, with his undamaged hand, drew out the
o roll that s the prie of many fut wer i the market i Apace. 1n
silent fury he handed it up to the boy outlaw on the mus

was sum, But the K harly ganced at i “He dropped the ol
carclsly inio the pocke o his chaps

gucss you can burn wmd as soon as you want” he said.

“Youd can i on, A, wnd cary i oy od e o il o el them
that the R “where ther sherf s Tooking for i
i

e stepped into the hack again, and Andy gathersd up the rins.
“The Kid sat his mustang beside the trai, and watched it go. Andy drove on,
and from the window the rancheriooked back, wih da ly rage in his look,

S e nageet
the hack, il fursing e oy i beoaret oo T st

the boy outlaw disappeared from sight be
7 vision, but not from his m iy
wenty thound dolirs: a heavy 10% even o 1 rich
i of rio, was hinting him in e il

he Kid Was not (o e hach
the oot e e 108 o s Bhping alon the rough r
d H':f by thick chapparral when fhere was another siop.
or the second time, Andy Jones heard that succinct command. For the
nd time, he pulled in his horses. He grinned as he pulled them in. It looked
here was nothing 10 reward th hold-up men this
ime:the Rio Kid hd cut in before the
Id Man Dawney stared savagely from the hack, as four figures appeared
rom o shadony Akppemes o s Wb eckcserts ted acros the
e and his
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Wit the disguiing neckesars, b might have known thom: roughnceks
of the cow-town of Frio, But their features were well hidden: they did not

he!”

“You got wise 10 it oo, scling steers down to A
hejered. “Wal you'r toola 15T been robbed aeady on i
“Step o
T :rshmwd s shoulders, and stepped out.
, You guys, iU’s a sure thing,” said Andy, from his perch. “This
e.bn.m ewu cledaned out back on the tail, by the Rio Kid—"

thng you knowt He cinched Mr. Dawey's rol, and 1 opine
he's hnlf»way to Mexico with it by nov P

e mitiered curses nder the disgising neck-scarfs. B
o Carier was not the 1y 1o ake. e Andys word o i, or th uncherten.her
ki o apdes kv b s e

‘went through his pockets: and hen they screbed he nack Nc'. B muca W
a dollar bill rewarded them. They had (o chew on i that the Rio
st in the i, and that ey had waied in teir ambush for rotiing. The

bt it olace, frt was, was .n that was ef to Two-gun and his bunch.

s pemit in at ast, and Andy drove on with

s pewn Tio! eaving four diappointed 4nd earaged hold-up men
P T ek e

cnAvTER 1

G waTson lay ack lzily in office iin the cow-town
! Friosnoding inthe drowy he B o T, T St
hide boots, rested reim, On thai deck ay & i-gun: &
in a wild cow-town like Frio had Kecp His ionwire at hand. But
Jake Watson was not thnking of s or sunplay as he
rnoon. 1t var o o day, evenforth south of" Toxas in the
Sumer. and the Sheri W ong
Al Frio lay quiet and Sumbrods in th semitropicl heat of the blazin
oo e sherifl, ing, heard the sound of a horse’s hools
i i e B i Ty s s o o enough to be
g in1ha Do of e, e Ummeres
Jake Watson was a brawny man of iron muscle: but he had had more than
enough hard riding of late.  The previous day he had hunted for the Rio Kid
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up.in the Huecas o long and weary il that fad led bim nowhere. And
iding ekt oo e e had heard Rancher Dawncy's tale of the Hold-up
n out with se,
Tooking for the clusive - boy culhw Nol befors dawn had s e an
nen feturned, ansoctssstul, faigued (o the bone. The Rio Kid had vanished,
viththe rancher's coll, s\’lappmg e fngers e more At sl the Toxas Seris
in"Dawney had gone back furious to his ranch: Sherift
Wm.mn notehed on more core. agans the name of the Rio Kid: and there
s the end of i: and now Jake Watson was aking his case in i offce
o drasag i e eat of the dy,forgetflevn ofte Rio Ki
e rugged eset orF stopped, outside

‘The Rio Kid grinned at i
i-You been ooking for me, e, Sheriff” he dravled. “Wal, here I am. You
Took kinder srprised.
erifl wns;ml merely surpmad He could scarcely believe his eyes as

he st st the

"You- hersin Fiol” h bre

“Me

and every or me—an
alking 5 you mcc and iendly and plesant i you own ofie, ke
old sdepardaers.”

“The Kid laughed: the low musical laugh the sheriff knew. He
cool 1 e-and he had idden o th cem-tonm, idst of a host of
cnemies, where every gun would have leaped from its holster at the sight of
him. I vild chances: but the sheriff could scarcely

was
believe that he had taken so wild a chance as this. Yet here he was—smiling

six-gu
“But you ain't g0ing to give no call, Jake” he went on. “It would be the
last yaup vou would give on this sideof Jordan, i you did? You'ssoing to
st quiet in that rocker of yourn, and listen to my say-s0. Ain't

e Waksos s whde muake chomgh v Under o arsled brows
i ey eyes smonlacred ot he Kid. T-ong had he ooy oullw of 1o Rio
Grande deied him, and allthat he couid do: but this was th climax.—holding
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e scgunon bis desk 0 take  desperte chane. Bt e did o for he
knew that it was not a chance but a

u here!” he repeated. oue played to high tis time, Kid, You
won'tgst outof o e

carclessly. “Say, did you have a pleasant

pasco s th sk yesiond Tber
e s i his tcth, without eplying. Atany moment, someone to
e the sheril mght in from the strect, Jake Watson longed for
o happen. But the Kid G4 not secm 1o.cok. Aer o, he s Cpni on
e DL T was bt Tt past noon,and o if any were Siring in the lazz
of the burning sun, Evidently 1o ey had noed the Kid riding i, or there
i n gun-play alrcady. But if only some guy came in while the

Kid vas.

“The Ki ‘e, reading the sheril’s thoughts casiy o his fae. He was
watching y:? tson ke catbut the corne of s 3 vas o the open
doorway where
" Giess why Tvo come, ket e i, bl
I youve come heating et e the sherif. “You got
e bring hal F
nd youl o up on  branch. Shoot, durn your hide, 1 (has what Sewd

“T'm going to surprise you, Jake,” grinned the Kid. “I ain't come a-shoot-
ing, | i 15 Bk e okt

o Shrt,
et S shadow [l s the syl doorvy:
el K,ﬂ ot S B i g g oot o second i o Bl

s Up o v Hank Hanson, depuy Sor o P

m.mv begnl\ Hanson. t ophers— Harlk Hanson's eyes
poy ,as he suddenly beclme e ol
~m i, el ” anidthe Kid
Hanson b e one elpess 0k at the sherif i his rocker. Then his

k
xmm weat up over i i
. “The Kid here! the Kid here—The Rio Kid—

50 ove ther by the shri, Hank, and keep clawing the air,” said
g here o spilany guy's e over Jake'soffc, i 1 car [Sra
yougot fo mind your s
uty-sher lurched over to Jake, and stood beside him, his
hands well up. So long as he was under the Kid's gun, Hank Hanson had no

in Fi

“Now a'tyou two guys doing st a5 you's ol like you was bck with
your schoolmarm, said the Kid, pleasanly. “We'll get on fine, s0 long’s
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s00d. Say, Jake, T guess you heard from OId Man Dawney that a
%m.,g.mm,mmm o ot A eyt
"ot e

o
e e thc e g ginned the Kid.
-1 n ot i yeL" ‘muttered the
oldimer IhmlgMyou don't seem to be enjoying his
mmpany “whol for” sad the bbe OId Man Dawney mentio
 bunch of rustlers lmpped bim, frthr on e i and o vt hd
th ol i i had't been chnched eaie

el

; Now I'm going o surprise yout sid the Kid, U eling you, sheri,
em rustlers and thir game, and held up the fack afore.

£0t (0 them, jst to save OId Man Dawney's rol from their grip.

my chaps.”
Jake Watson'’s eyes blazed, and Hank Hanson caught his breath. There
a5 a bulge in the pocket of the Kid's goatskin chararcjos. Was he loco
enough o ride nto Fio withthe plunde on him? 1fony herecame a chance
the upper
“Now, you guess why Phelfup tht hackr” went on the Kid, “Spose 14
chitped 5 Old Man Davney tha there was u hod-up gang on the i, and
Bt s elling B (or i oW 8004 4 urs hat hed e o ok
ot so's youd notice it gruted th sherit, '
“Right in one!” agreed the Kid. “1 guess if 1 hadn't had my gun
e would e R i on 1,4 wORAn ave o moch 1o Gl
whatu good boy [was. That's why L lifed i rll, Jke, Jest 0 ke it out

0ld Man Dawney a fow, and I Kinder liked to give him a scars
t Tosing twenty thousand dollars in a lump.  But he ain't lost it, Jake!
ey :ho\lm\g that Ilited jt jest to keep it safe.”
5 Massve shoviders, while Hanson stared cur-
wou.sly e
ou don't blievs that, Jaker” asked the Kid.

goods,” said e K, “That was et why. Youre afler
for running off steer hat 1

never seen—it's all pu oty o the Rio Ko s oeves souched &
T ot wait b v But o0 wodns that, if 1 told you from
now il the cows come home. B ey jake! o !

4%

P e L
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lake Watson sat and stared s if transfixed. Slowly, unbelievingly, Hank
Hanson sepped o the Kid and drew a at roll from th posketof th capare-
on e pasd sl unbelieving cyes.
“We e Kid. “I sure do enjoy a call on old friends like
this, bm 5 gm;;h e o ™ o e S fends ke

they
o drcam, the deputy.sheriff ra through th rll of bills,all
hxgh denominations. Tt was s fortons tha the - boy ol had brovght o
e sherFs e, o it he roll on th desk
e
N b ot acsbrding to what O Man Dawney allowed” sid
Hank. “Say, you gone loco, Kid?"

Swept of i sttson in mockin farewel.
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“Aw, guess again!” snapped the Kid. * hem ks belongs o 01d Man
Davney, Snd sl ight and proper foran honest clzen to m along
to the sheriff to go back to it 1 come for. Now 1 guess

o o i th e, You wnuldn " object if | put your hard:
ware out of reach before I vamoose the ran

ake Watson and Hank Hanson were not i 4 postion o e obcctions
as the Kid, holstering one of his guns, took their “hardwarc” and tossed
into th sieet. The guns clatered an e ugged ground. The Kid, framed in

e o e 85 Jongr 1oOKng 1 he hey were g and
chance:the bigroll o bills that Iy on the heris desk made

he Kid Jwn back & fortune, because it was not
i but e was st the Rio Kid, wanted by ail the sheriff in Texas.
e Kid smid at them, and gav alow whi. The back muzzied musang

ﬁl . Jake, you g ndmgy i y
that ain' here” And nex time you meet up with Od Mo Davney, tll e
old d Carux woulda't toch s jow
0 his last conting cent. Solong, Jake —kecp on the trail Ll the Frio
clect a new sherifll”

is
L v ooyt int 1o cathly good and w her #

pped back nto thesunlight, and was gone. There was  inle
s and a lttr of hos n the unbilked s

Theherilllaped up.with  boun i tha sent he rcker sinning. He rushed
1othe o Wi apst s hel. The K, mounted on the black muzsed
‘was galloping down the rugsed strect, heading for the open prairic:

musiane.
and SideKiker vas going 8 ke the wind. "The sherff shook a brawny fist and
roared.
““The Rio Kid! It the Rio Kid!"
i vas oo e At the nd o the et th Kidhafumcd iy e
saddle, and swept off s Stetson in mocking farewell.  Then a touch of the
mlnd S mkerwnlpllnpm: out on the prairie, As the alarm spread,
in hot st n the con-{own, meunling and iding of ngry
men wilh guns i their ‘Not tll darkness fll like a velvet
o gra echs i thy retum from the huntbut |l|.ey returned
wnlhnn( e K T Kid Far away andet th sars s rding, free

THE END
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