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ok s wared ovr d i, For
ok of tang,

ooking into the corral,and grinning et cora ot gh\noc n

scn somé unhandy guys before, in his ime: but never
gohandy wih o a

loop had missed the tossng fead.. Thit bronc was not going o be roped in,if
he could help t: and it looked as if he could. And the man with the rope was

lotied s fuce i the ot e of the Texatau, s e coled e rope and
dl:gnnn et the cusvebrons o et within ropig diance
but he was puzzl
b T bk wOu b e Peured, on of the Cirle- St bunch,
\d corral were on the Circlé-Star ranch, though a good fifteen miles
.
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from the ranch-house. A puncher who could not handle a rope was a new one.
on the Kid, The Kid eckonsd that o was boss o he irleSar a gy whe

sat and waiched, wilh amusement and contimy
oGy mair o ope n & the broncho dtermined o o b cmlg\n Bar
on the old Double Bar. m;;-sguywmn irnen ofthe Circle-Star outht, the
4 reckoned that it Tust
‘Again the lasso flew. This tm it grazed the tossing head: but did not
cuch Ui ad droped, and the broncho, , troning up i s, dashd
o o frccod bl
rageein e oy oo rop i o afhr s
W" el "’mumu:dx e id, i g
i had ridden fur und fust hat day, The Teas Rangers had
it n 1 rocy oo oo s o 4 oy Bee it e
ey e sl g i s, unavare it b b e e s Ui
m and taken o the prire, Thiry mils, at et now lav

had riddn, and h i 0 doubt that he wastrouh i the Rangory An
i
s, Wanied s o ek e e e sbuppodnlhglnnely
cangehut. I the rangerder sationed there, 1o Inokzn:ro\ll -lying herds, w
at home, the Kid reckoned on receiving the open-hearted hospitality uf\h:
mages—ler, onmm, the puncher recognized him as the outlaw w}
upin Halfthe cow-towns in Texas, Bat the Kid hoped ot
i Inoh, T Bcson pat and goutln chaps he s a cow-puncer, 35
: had been, not so very long uble-Bar ranch.
: Bm hk:ly cnough, the ange ider o B out whh the b, and e K
ut untenanted: and would be free to make himsell at home,
e remaaonsy oo ofthe ranges, 16 was a e rode up (o the hut thal
his attention was drawn 1o what was going on in the corral: and instead
riding on o th lite buikding, he halid an B Over th Gorral tarat the

ne dark-
with the lasso, the Kid wondered.
ikt nough. the rangerider was absen, ut on he lan, and had lft
in the corr  thought o it, seemed likely to the Kid.
e man he was walching was 1o puncher. More lkely o horse et ki
advaniage of the range rder's absence. H¢ looked a i cue, with s di
bearded Toce, and & bnfocut stross oo dark check. & uy without a cayuse

the Rio Kid's face as that surmise came into his mind. The Kid was an out-
v—a hard fate had made him one against is own Wil ~but he was il &
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He wondered, as he watched.
the Tasso flew.
it struck a whisking tail: & worse cast than ever
v cary i om0 e murmored the Kid. ~Tha galoot sre does

dogeethat s around th saloons i s cow-camps I eckon. He sre won't
cinch that bronc till the cows come home

He lltd, and did not ol th laso again. _He stood panting for breaty

i his scarred face. Stll e did not look
centrated on the horse, and it
fooked s if he had been driven 10 give up the attempt to rope him in. For a
Jong minut he ioed panting.and thn, o the Kid's surprise and horor,he

opone youf! i savage voee came “almost i roar. “Dog-go
you idel Tucs f L can et you with a rope Il sure gt you with 3 i
‘Search me!” gasy
It was almost unbeln:vlbk‘w o puncher Buttwas plain cnough, The

s the Kok s asonished sl orthe e b s he S 10
iy blazing fury t th bronho. Tt h watno puncler, tht 1 v
his own cayuse, was clear, at that moment: his action veriied the Kid's
b wis noting but 3 ef.
fo Kid was quick on the drav.
[;.u o shot 1 4 walnut-buted gin

e
13 Toared A Seram of i and age rang through the coral: 0 the
A o from te ot b, St by e K bl e

blogd, with his ke, el ;.h,
sk shoutd the Kid. He Kicked asid th coral bar, and

rode inr he sarred i sared ot i, il howiing with puin. For the
Toomeni b had fancied ha hi hand had been hotavay with bis gun, But it
was only a strip of skin that was gone, He d, sared ut his
iraminghand, and thn stared t the Kid ™ aomi
face as he star

e o Kid1 he puncd

“TheKid knited i brows, Tho man, whoewr b way knew hi e bad
sgen the peures ofthe Kid,ps K i e o howand Gl for

oy outlaw of the Rio Grande. Almost forgetting the pain in his hand in

s o he e man backed awi
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ky coyote!” said T guess I don't know why I didn't
mmwlmbe ml heough your cnl\eu' ot St brone wou you, you
o5, you scum, ¥ is 4 rope and  branch.
¢ Rio Kid!” snarled the scarred man. “The fire-bug that's
m..m by hz]f m shenll i Texas
“Mebbe! But I sure ain't no use for a horse-

ain't never c—and you the Rio
ek T K. v hed sbronc, Sl ot for a hos-
! it —get out of this dump as ast as you

d e vin

e Kid i holstered his gun hls quin was s bs Fandnow. The thong
th al the force of the Kid's a ;

Kid,was porson: and'a man Who Would $hoo & hors i his rags, was lower
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down in his esteem than a coyote or a rattlesnake. For all the wild tales that
‘were told of him, the Kid was no man to shoot to kil, i he could help it: but
e vas the man o Bive the ruffin his dus, and he giv i. The heavy quit
igain and again, and the scarred man, yelling with pain

it rury. o lhe comd gate.

Tode the Rio Kid, sl lshing bith
i, diving bim eadlong ou of the coral, and fof 3 rope's gt

e ¢ range-rider was at home, he we
ly have et in the hut whie the scarrd bulldozr was
o e conk i bicon and b muclnced dod rel1

iR Dincing et ofth g was over, andhe okl Fel e
But it was the unexpecied that it he Rio Kid in that onely ut on the
exan grass:

* Jum gopherst” daclated the Ri Kid
He stared,starcd, and stopped dead i his racks,
;The doorof the ungé-hut,svinging on s eiher open.

Kid stepped in and piched down his slcker pack: and then, ha hling in ¥+

o stared ata figure that lay stretched on the carthen floor. at

i blankly. Not for a moment had he nEursd ha the ange i vas a hore

in iy ht, qui whie o orc-hief was iealing o horse witin & few ot

iength of i Bt the CieleSarpuncher was st fome:und the K

now wi  lay on his
eyesclosed, and blood elling overHishir, i e e was bt i

insensible or dead! , as he stared underst rage that

Gime i -t e Sy S s B o bad 19 .

oorway, his un in s hand now and sared ove the grasy piin. 1 the

feing horse e had ben sl in
Bt the scarred man had vanished. To s ring upo Sid Kicker, and ide

im down, and thaot him up, was the first 4 ihe Kids mind. Torhe

knew now what had happencd at the lonel hul on the ‘puncher

Inchargo b b o dowr—endbe ki e ing her, anscen n'dhe hut,

while the Kid, 8
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rufian’s attempts to lasso the horse in the corral. The Kid had driven that
ulkdozer vy with s g, and e was sy for Jow-—3t was 3 gn, ot
rt, that was wanted o deal with him. The Kid made a
B\n he xmppd szan,

bisblood i the hut claimed s it stenion. The
Horse et had et Him for dead, hat wasclear:and i he was dead,there
done the deed. And tha the boy ouriw would have done,if Capain Hall and
s apgers had i
e st whetheranyting couldbe don for the rle Star puncher.
epped back into th

m s 8¢t h had o ielde to that st e ipule 0 ride afrthe
uncher was breathing—it was a living man who lay sense..

the Kid
A an's s could not v been gnie, s h opened the blood-
stained shirt and examined the wound that had laid the ¢

tar puncher
Tow. “And he was decply relieved by what he discovered. passed
clean through the puncier’s shoulder, leaving a clean wound. The wound was
rious, but it was not fatal an'had care and attenti bo

jon-—and
now thi the Rio Kid was on hand. Had he been lft, as that lobo-wolf had
et bim, uncated-or, he must have perished Where he'lay. But e vas going

en e I
THah it ths ook o comnr f ot . "The CircleStar man was
i nd eavy: bt he Kid,srong and sinewy i h
bunk, and made im as comrtabl us he could, The' ke oan ey
showed that the man was slowly coming 16 his s
The Kid sat on. o (wol by the bunk, an watched him.

cansand
Rio Kid asa
bug, o two-gun desperado, would have Ew\ surprised 0 sce him now,
i b e T e
s opencd, The Cnrd: Smr pun:her stared wildly round him,
i . And K that came into them,
K ko i o was Ko, o bunk Knew that he was
lookipg  he boy awtaw o he Rio (i
* came a fant mter from white lips.
Mo, rcl!cr'” il the Kid.
e el
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Youwid
1 You got m

ot maerEd he incher TS o ekt movarment, s {0 S0pe
i bclu‘ fora weapen. But his hand fel helplss.

T was an outaw, it was eve, O Man Daveney on the Double-Bar
Ranch, believing that e had done what the Kid had never dreamed of doing,
had drven him outside the law; Outsid the lsw, i horse and fis guns were

ow-camps, with a reward of a thousand dollars on his head, dead or ali

Sought to carn that reward. Men who talked of him in the cow-town saloons
and at the round-ups, could never have believe that he was still, at heart, the
kid puncher of the old Double-Bar. He knew it, and shrugged his shoulders
e s bt 1t g Him & Bang o sosth o it he bk ook a i a1 b

did. But there was no anger in his heart: and

u don't wani to worry any, feller, Sure iU’ the Rio Kid that’s tending
yml, s a0 . Yo At s, § e Lou sonwant your gun felr, even
i you could '}:mk secing how you're ixed. Forget

m,g Sog-soned fire-bug tha's shot up more guys han h'sgo ingorsand

“The Kid laughed.
"FMorgln 180 1 guess 1 ever sn bl the gy that they say I've shot

up. peaceable galoot, and only want o be left alone.

0l prov it upt grinned the Kid. “Who do Lo ik foundyou
Here,and bandaed Y0u Up, and put you n you e bunk, and is going o see
ou rough, and 80 word 1o the Crle Siar for your pardners o come and
loo

"Ihe puncher sared at him Dankl
[Thert was o, ong pase, il th CreleSar man asaimiaed . The
e Him i n fce. The puncher spoke at L
“You mean all tht

Suvst hing v know! i e Kie

oure a white man, Kid blow offtheif mouths about you a
hole ot th cow camps, ot ehevng all b aner oS

it bad, but you're worth a whole remuda of dead men, yet,”
said the Kid cheerully. “You'd sure have passed n your checks f 1 hadnt
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found you,felr but T've e you up good n fin an you'e going topull

“Youye saved my lfe”

S Yo s i Kiat e the puncher, Sy v et word o e
ie-Sar that PosyPei s beenshotup by a gun-man, and 1 uess
loe tm i toting me home, Butyou want o wlch 1t i pane i
pulled at the sight o you o

oy i said lhc i, “m Tl gt word, all th same,somehow,
shen youre e you Say | rckon s 3 uy s d ks s
Gregser, with & kmrmn b B o ot

i, and 1 sure quintd i a v, seing that 1 found him
se,” answered the Kid.  “But i I'd knowed you was fixed
ey 0 have made i i, sickness (o that 2y’ 'But T guss
e won'tforget thad qiting i a hury. [ sure i ay ¢ on hat galot,and
he i oss. the prairie like he was pressed for time.  You know that

uy?
JSure, lack Purkis s, o strangr in (i section. 1 knowed i ugly
face e e pt i at that door,and T sur heaved s cana s cbers,
warning that he wasn't wanted around. He pulld & xlmwhenx(hulum.lnd
¥ gues e thought [ ot my tekt or soup—and | sure had, i you had't
moseyed in
1 ad i undee my gun, and e bim kipt” sighed the Kid. “But T
guess it ain't good.
that hole. .
Tusss Tl get some ot e i s Joog i rooring
Foy Petc grinned oty
ATt wht  donc e ot B
“The Kid stacked the rusty iron stove with chips, and set the fire going, and
cooked bisbacon and beans, the puncer waiching him fom th bk, Wi o
strange exp expmm on his ut oy Pete's evlds dioo
K into unmn:mousv\en oy
anvious glance: but he nod i
olhac | fal
hiin. Later, wher p\mdur Coul s e lone e K o b
oRd 1 5 Tah hgh  Bs Wod wa  htw  me ho Pt

m man wwld “mend, e was sure

came.
range-hut, with an invalid on his hands: 4 strange experience for the
and yet like him.
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c finished his meal, and washed it down with water from the c:

gave the man i the bunk a ast long look, before he It hehut. Posy et was

Samk ina deep sccp, Dut his pallid face was calm, and his breathing regular

The Kid, casy in i rind, e acros 0 the dodrvay,and sicpped out nio

the blazing Texas sunshin

m

s o Kl
under, weve gotyoul
htand upe o g s g, o you gt yourst”

It was ot often that the Rio Kid was aken by surprise. But danger, at the
moment, was 1ot in his thoughts He had dropped the Rangers ity miles

Kicker the comb-down he needed: and there had not been a s arn
i foes were at hand. A hool-beat on the prairic would have been
Tt U s ol e 5 Dot ent b g s o0 el
on o Teas grasands. For oncs,the Kidvas ek of i uar nd e

in mm more surprised than the Rio Kid, when, as he stepped out

s were eveled. and rough voices rapped in his
“Up with then, Kid!"
“We sure got you!
“That guy Purkiss sure was giving us the goods! 10’ the Rio Kid, and we've
got him by the short hairs".

h, He did the walnut-
buted gons i b ow S Mo, s pos s oGk in the foce,
and it was sudden death if he did. The Kid was as quick on the draw as any
gy inthe Lone StarStatesbut e knew when b was beaen o . Siowiy, his

ds went p above s head, and e looked a s surounding énemis wih
a bitter smile on his handsome sunburt

Fourcon-punchers. in Setsons "0 chaps, wer round him. Further back
was a face with the scar of a knife-cut-—the face of the
man he nm qmnad ko i o rkiss watched him with a

savage il never
more ;mnble o ad looked a0 1 hd i enough and

Neiher
e know, would the rffan have retumed lone:hehad resurned wih a bunch of
unchers to the man who had quirted him. The punchers did not
owwhat the Kid knew they would have strng up & horseAhief ot of hands
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y had known. The Kid gave the rinning gun-man one contemptuous
Ehmc, and fuced up o the punchers who covered him with her revolvers.

s from the Circle-Star he reckoned they were: men after his own
heart fen une had not driven him into outlawry. He would have been
reluctant to pull a gun on them, i he had had a chance. But he had no chance.
‘Only his hands over his head saved him from being riddled with bullets.

“Say felers, you surc got me, if you want me!” drawled the Kid. Four six-
‘guns looking him in the face did not shake his nerve. If this was the end of his
il ral the Kid had he courage 0 fac e “Did thiat pien skunk sulking

re el you where (0 find me

"“He sire did, Kid Tt was the leader of the bunch, & big red-bearded
puncher, who answered. wih his s-gun jammed fiely i the Kids sunbarat

“Sipnd who'd 74 you ke when sou'te (0 bame?” ased the Kid, plssanl.
A Bristow, foreman of U tar, if you want (0 know
fefors you g5 g on 5 ranch” gt the 1 carded puncher. “Keep hi
oyt
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Dot you worry any, eller” he sid 1 i pulic
“You sare a1 said Bristaw. ~Take his hardware off i, you Yuba.”
The Kid breathed hard,as Yuba, leving thceguns (0 cover )nmamchad
. and drew away e was disarmed
now i he had'calclated on aing a despeaie chance. Bt the Crcle Sar
punchers were giving him no chances. They knew the reputation of the Rio.

Kidwo el mr that
ery stil, his hands above his head. Within the hut, out of
sight Ty the man he had tended-asiecp or unconscious He had ingered
e for c!m\g?r s 8k, to tend 2 wounded man:and iven that lobo-wolt
55 chance for by venge
iy ihe e horne oad e pot th Ry Kt i the Foreman ofhe
il Star. “We sure got that frsbug that haif e Shen i Teans i

m.. e alloned iha he was around. We v go i
Ygu sure go the gold-darndest bonehead in st i the Kid,
bitrly. “What you punchers doimg a-walking? At you never Jearned 10
ride on the Circle Star
“You'd sure have heard s o fircbug,” answered the foreman of
Cirele St “We lft our cayuses: and come on ot 10 cnch you i you
was in the hut. I didn' |hA\[beI|m Prkisbut w6 wast {aking 20 chanees
with the Rio Kid—he sure is (00 sudden on the shoot.
The Kid uml:rs(end " Black Purkios, n b 1 g, o i i i,
bunch of punchers, and told his tale. had ri
Dt ey ot daen 2p Lo i the posiiy it ke dendi S
L et thee horcs at a distance, and siolen
forward on foot, o tke hirh by surprse i e was thre, And (hey had taken

*“Hesuredidnot?” sid e Briston .“lwnlﬂdnlpulnpﬂslhm Purkiss
20t & bad name around here. B ha o't our mutton! - You's our

‘mutton, Kid, and you Teroped i

“You Lo SEiE. Yo it ou'e oing to tote me long

Brisow jued His bearded o
ebbe.” he sid, “and "mbbe not! That guy Purkiss allows that you've
hotp the puncho on ths P Pony Pete”
“What?" yelled the Kid.
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1 would' ke the word of that psky gk agin s copotey” said Bristow.
ey B e ST e vou o

R LA g vp ocordin o e But Y e ShoCup
a5 hat geck allows, we're £0inE 10 SEFng y0u Up on that Cotton-wood yonder
g i o' ope Thats whatyoue ot coming

S oI he oter this punces, i dep chorus

The Ki

“Tmlg 3 Borts s said. “He ain't told you that he was.
2 Peie's orse, and lqumcd i ot 3 0 e sute At S0Vt 300 that
By shm up Pogy Pec

Pl houed burkis. m tling you tht ha frebug ot
up Posy Pec,anc s B ind b irs wold v shot e up 1 Bt
it ot prontc. Look n that hut, and you'l find Posy Pete lid ot cold ke 1

allowed dead as Abe Lincon, with tha frebug's bl theo
id's eyes at'the gunman. But he smi Purkiss,

he had led the Circle Star bunch there. But Posy Pete was not a dead man.
| On that the Rio Kid's life depended:

e e i  sare, 0 he sy s on the Rio
\n s deady
e been shot up?” he breathed.
“Ho sure has— 1+
“Then you g0 up on a branch! You Yubs, look in the hut, and see whats
come to Péte 1T hes been shot up, T say wé don't want to 4sk who burned
owder on him, with that firsbug from Rio aroun
5 sy e do rowied Yuba. He tramped into the doorway of the

e ared man's yes gleamed glontingl the Rio Kid, He had howied

et e eI oy e e ‘f ?but e reckoned nat
i hcbug e gong o syl aly fer it i

" at he had fallen in with the Cir ]

‘outlaw wanted all over Texas for gun-play. Black Purkiss showed
i testh In a savage  rumphant grin, This was meat and drnk 10 the hose-
thief who had howled under the Kid's quirt.

“The Kid's heart was beating fast. Posy Pete was not dead, as the man who.
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i shs i up bl bt <o e spak? 1t was s G it
e Yub, Vi s s o e g ht. B 1 v ong e
1 the boy outaw:

“Sayouns” came Yub's shout. “Hyers et in his busk sl shot

e three cattlemen round the Kid, came a deep growl of rage.
“That cnchs i s i Brstow: You Purkis i buk (9 the
hosgs, and gt heriaa fom my saddie We wanta répe
Sirel grned the
& i oy 1 o "Vhere the bunch had It theit horses when
llwycreqlmend} up to the hut._He cast one look back at the Rio Kid, as he
ook of Hoating hate. Then he hutried O, cage 10 retrn wih the

«-v.... i fnge, you frcbug and we'l i you with ead afors e sting
you up on that cottonwood ™ riston

“Tain cliting a finger, Flers i the Kid quiely. *But 'm asking you to
Tet a guy speat

*Aw, quit chewing the rag."

“T'm telling you~—

<Teling b x

Ty oo xciind the Kid,_“You'e going o sing up &

gy f lm' vl hat plaen polecat Purkis done—

lmk ng you that Pete st deady lke tht pgen sk allows!»shouted

m eling you that skurk 6 i fo dead, and sure eckons that
o s o Kome e he it more th I an i you 1ok ¢ i
in bis bunk, youllind that he'sbandaged up good and fine, aad do you
that I'd bandage him up afte throwing lead at him

Yuba came back out of the hut.
“Say, Jefl, what the guy allows s the goods,” he said. “Pete’s all bandaged
upyand el dea by Tong chaks, " That gy Pkt allowed e saw

oot him
i Bone. T L b Coud e th s of i hecould ik
i mc‘i‘}mu"?"‘rﬂm.nwf‘.s.m

“Bandaged or not, v know the gloot that shot him upl”
Hyer's hat dog-gonéd oula, camped in the hut: and | Eon e adto
00t up Pete afore he could camp nwnmlu!qu.!ﬂns

" e et dom el i s ot
A% pack I Upt™ snapped Bestow. *ou the Ko Ki o..‘e o
o Sheny e, Yo the ]
ard o o md_ i s to i 3 ! Dont
Wi the rope-bring tht frcbug long, and Well Sve Fet the onee-over -
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T, of the calenen grasped he Kids arms, and with Jeff Biiow's

gon sl him, they walked him into the range-hut, where all cyes
et on m X'"’d TacE of the man who lay fnert i the bunk. Most cagerly
of all the Kid's eyes fixed on him. If he could speak but a word— They did
ok beive e e acts whic h ould s it o et
Fosy Pec was bandage, did not mae them oclcve him-—the repuation of
Taime that e had never carned by His Gwn. decds, was

enouh fox e, The Kid wa incho, and his e hung on  thi st
e ectosiows man in in he bunk could sheak, belors Purkiss
e ek i e o

v

" Kids et ahmost s bt Posy Pt yelids fkere, and is
eyes slowly opened. He stared dizaily, a e Star
unchers, He smild Ty at e Kid And e RIS K e s g dep
From a distance, came a sound of running fect. Black Purkiss was

Tosag 0 Lo Tetrming W he e, Bt thepascher i e purk was

 time, even, if it could be counted in seconds,
ere? It was a faint voice from the

e Kid go word t0 ou s0 soon’”

B
TSH he Kid Guiely. “Posy Pee, old-imer, el e
s o s ot you 1p 1 uh t, Tell them afore they put a rof
rou the eck of e g

ook ad gt i pun o onter covertl
“Black Purkiss"” mutired the man in the bunk. 2 can at his
cabern ol g nd St e up, Teckon  scer Lrowc any
s i fod e
Blsck Pk ot you e
And whnl s outaw dong sroun
‘Was tending IlkeMwn)Iguyuldc ;an‘ine et v
hled W mm on th oo
want to crowd that Kid e el my (1
Hhe el ak i the Gow-

rain band g He stgod
ﬁ ko a

fhor ot
ook u the Kid gicn. Thoddin foolscp AR brcth v
outide. Posy Pot had spoken only i . But b had spoken: and the Kid
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smile gy s be hard the gunman rturing, Black Prkis il beleved
that the man he had shot up was a dead man, and that the rope he carried

for the Rio Kid's neck.

hard.
1 gucss we got th rights of it now,” he said slowly. *Give that guy back
his g, Yba. | gucs oo ant 5o calh 0 do e work for thom, Bl

Kid saved the Lfe of 8 guy in our outit. 1 allow youre s whiie an; Kid,
outlaw or no out there ain't a galoot here who'll stop you riding,
But tha pizen polect ha shot up  Cirl Sar puncher by he ed

y
nman Came tramping in a the door, with the rope over
his grm. For the moment he did not notice the man that I»y in the bunk.
uuns, here's e 1o ‘panted. “And I guess the sooner we
2w up o 8 b anch-—
ke of, as his eves fl on Posy Pee, s saring t i from the bunk
was paralysed: His eves buiged a tho wounded
ok romed 1o Brsion o4 s Tobo-bell wire
sure wise now 1o the galoot that shot up Pete. Ill say we came near stringing
upthe wrong gy, Purkis, but by hunder, ' gong o scind up he rgh
o pon—nd yous tat ' I you
red' mnn m:dn 2 e

scay escape. But he made only

ough ha homeon sl sl nd e wi dragged hsdlong

oln or e bt and the rop. e b brought fo was thrown

Branh of the cotton-wood. | Black Purkiss had Foh c\mmng game:

was not

T boy outw o the Rl Crinds who Beune /1o the commwond n the
wind of the prairic. But it had been a close call for the Rio Kid.

THE END
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