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cunPTER 1

“YOU copter®
‘The Rio Kid started, and glanced round.
He had ridden into Kid

e the n in.

in the saddle, while Side-Kicker plunged his black muzzle into the water and

ot notice the man and the girl on the plank side-walk il that

sharp, angry, scomful exclamation drew his attention. Then he glanced round
at them, under the shady rim of his Stetson.

i looked a pretty girl—one of the pretiest in Texas, the Kid reckoned.

She was, he figured, a sight for sore eyes! But the man was the kind of guy that

with ts

icy ruthless eyes. 1t did not need the six-gun in the low-slung holster t0 tell

him that guy was a gun-man: the variety of gallot that was ready to draw and
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pull gt & word. The i, not fear him. But she was a girl—
thit most male guys in Kicking Mule walked warily nder

ot Th g spok aain, and it was sange o hear suc sharp
s

The mia lughed, ot i
“I guess you can'spill all the fancy names you can think of, Coral” he
ravied, “Bm Il say that Id like o hear young Andy Harris spill jest one!
He woulda't
“Andy umu fear you any more than I do, Poker Pete! But Andy’s an
honest cow-puncher, and not 5o quick with & gun as a saloon-loafng gun-
slnger of your ot " But if you figure that you've got him scared, you've got
anoher g

You'™ grinnid the gu-man, “ reckon he o dare t show up in
Kicking Mule w kfeamad. daoyeys brows t guess is to
im 1o horn in’
The g did ot ol w«w e on. S g the gusan o ock of
, turned on her heel, and walked Poker
ooking afer e, as she T e g
s .
vt had he been ore diposd o pick  quartlwith any man,than he
wasat that moment: e wauls ldly bavs vl thy anemne g o
gunman's face with  ic of bis i, and backe up th quit o he v,
But the Kid, vasiom
h'a puul\llg\ly,mverluokmk for trouble.” e checked the impulse
and turnd his head g

‘Gee, , ol
rodo an up the dusty 5 iolK:ckm‘ Mule, il cea of the com-town,
o broke ko gallop o he prainie sl Beyond 1o wouls b Swmse
how heprty fucs, disressed a5 e as
e ot g o he was still thinking of that chance
unier in Kicking Mule when he halled for a 1t and & el undes e

o of a ceba tree beside the tral

chAPrER 1
BANG] oot bl

[The K ol . Bl of he ot sl Texas, as
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Never T he been more diposd 10 plck a uarrel with any man

i s
s o oy s | By i T e
g {hathad ve packed a un coud e so bad s i
im wonder—and made him laugh. He sat watching the pistol-practice at &
Tl distance, and coud not epres his amusement,
ad his meal, and was thinking of saddling up again an

p o troet st Kl campe, o berc ki e ISR

ane

i Kid watched him with soms ntres, wondeing what is game was. He

looked a mere lad—hardly over twenty—with a fresh pleasant face, a fuce
S0t a0 B e - i oAbl GhmES Wi i e
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‘puncher from one of the ranches. To the Kid's surprise, he prod:
Tevaver, which he procesded 15 load carchlly. Wt be wented with b
Bardvars, i that Ionely spo was 3 myiry Ther wasno on at hund b
Kid: and he did not
e S et 15 whak b i g 3 i ok
o his frter supis, te young man pinned up 4 icular e o vk
beside th trail. molver
i hand.  And then the cireus began, Taking carell aim, he young pu
frla the trge o th rso—ming 1 oy he g, bt the e s
d scored another miss: a third time, and just hit the tree,

rget.

3 vell x amusod the Kid Fl bad v some pootshoning i

his ime: but tis was i st experienc of guy who coud hardly

S s, Toa young prae ooked B g ntone. ss well

looking and o dout e e g with a horse, or a cow, or a lariat:
e s the world'x prize boob.

The Kit the excamation from tis distane Dog.
gonei 1mmumrmmm...pw ry at Kicking Mule if I don’
ssighier han ] Dog-goe it

fred again. Thee bangs rang out i sucosion and the

young
Jume s befor. One bullet i the tieo-tunk, a foot rom the thrgee: the othey
o whizzed wvay cuting tvis rom the mosauio icke.And i was then
that the Kid laughed—he just couldn't help.

woluntary laugh seemed to mhdmuu s ofthe young puncher, and
apprise i tht he was ot lone a he b tovards

u seem sorta tickled, m.mgxr," he said, staring down at the Kid as he
st "Mebbe youd ke me 0 tech you manher.”
“The Kid Iooked up at i, smiling.
ot get your mad up, et he sid, amcably. “Sure  should't have
snickered, but—Aw, carry me home to diel Ain't you never handled a shoot-
n biern hai?”

ingiron
mrn(m:nl H15 kmuad brows relaxed, and his own face melted into a grin.
“Igy 0t no kick coming, if @ guy snickers at my shooting,” he
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D
Rl

The Kid loked 4p 1 Mo, omling

84, 1 el 4 man, i bad enough to make  blind coyotesnicker L aint
much ha

ou said
"Th:yd e ou 5t Loy ' o
' ride dny guy I . 0deo: but shooing ain' my Iong sut.” He grinned rve-
Sire To ridden miles ffom the ranch to put up ome pstolpractce,
e th bunch s such ow.—theyd surelaugh Lk you
But it in' no joke, T'm telling you: T'm 4 dead man i 1 don't oo

ih a rope, and that

like, ¥

‘The Kid rose to his fect, His sunburnt foce was serious. If that young
puncher was scheduled, as his words implied, for a shooting-affray at Kicking
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Mule,a
v s o o s ks et 10 mmk of that e, go0d ooking
young puncher going like a lamb to the slav
S8y, you going 0 the cow-own or g ey, hombre?” e asked.
Sore T dmmpe o g0l b R B v d i v o
" ou'l ride . Ttain’
my nmm fella. o roxddar v o s o v

e 1o that”
Bt youre iting Kicking Mul alth same?” aske the Kid, puzze.
““Well, Il say you've got grit” said the Kid. “But what's the matter with

riing back t your ranc, and keepin aive, e

e young punche stood lent for  morhent o two. But the kind friend-
tines in the Kid's face encouraged him to spe
& cinch,” o it 1 ot {0 0. 1 uses Poker Pete will make coyote's
mestof e, but I got 1o g0
tarted. He remembered the name by which the girl Cora had
addr:ued m= he cod-eed i s ouslde e R Dog i Kicklng Ml

“m e

“1 sen him, coming ﬂllou!h Kicking Mule,” answered the Kid, “Fell

v gok  rookus on it it gu,you'lsurs beHor mad o ey gy
That oy e, by 14, o M ok, tht o

d toes. Felle,
Kid's tone was decply camest. The young punche Iooksd ¢ i,
nmlad oy, aod nodded.

!ed the Kid. “Whatever the- Imubk s, you ain't no call to
o p 108 dop soned kil ks that guy Poker Pet.

i comer
“There's a girl in it._She's not going 1o think me yellow.” The young
uncher's eyes blased, “Poke Pete's picked on her for his fancy, and he's It
1 Kiing s ko it s comna v aginat any ot gy
hat counis me o, that she's promised o mary 11 1 g0 o town 10 see

gz

e e s I 1 gt Kiskng Ml o om Com, L ot fo st
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Poker Pete. He sure figures that he's got me scared stif, and that I daren’t go.

But I iding into camp althe same, and tha’s why I been puting up the

shooting t tht taget that madeyou stiker
Kid.

“Great gophers!” muttered e was Aty Hrr”
e

A i mi ruthless
o d not s Mt Aoy
anything ke bis might s welnothave packed  gun atall. And ye,the Kid
to admit, what else was the young puncher to do?
“Tho pue enmlledfmmlylll:l(ld camnest face
Well,now I've spilled it Tl you ‘Wouldn't advise me to ride clear, for
fear of that gun-man?” he
o S e i, sy, “Nol You ot (0 sand or il But— He
wsed. It was at that moment, that the Rio-Kid made up his mind. “All the
advise I got to give you, is to put in some more practice at that target with that
g, of your, 4 put i all you knows and don't b n  hury o ride into
K

"Thn 5 wlm  'm going o do. 1 gues sundown will beealy enough o it
¢

e 1 gucs ] ot tobe moving”

calld to bis musang, and saddld up, Andy walked back to his
target, and recommenced hi pisiohpracie, The Kid waved a readly hand
15 B, o s rods sy, Benpt av) b fomowed R K S s
hearing._The Kid e, o long as hat quie Ut piiolpractes kept
‘Andy Harrs sway rom Kicking e, it s okay by he K. The Rio Kid
s not iing o s way. e ws g bockto Kiking Mol and the
racking o Andy's revolver died away behind him, as he rode at a gallop for
the cow-town.

CHAPTER 11

“GAY, el hre gy clled Poker Pt aroundr

The sur rugged street of Kicking Mule when the
RioKid odein. He itched his mustang at the rail utide he Red Dog, nd

calledto 2 group o punchers oungin by the door of the sloan. They sared

round at him, and one of them drawied a

St Pocr i’ i he shaang f yo wam him,straner

Tz do want i s the K, 3 o apek s e o, and el i
that if he figures that he can bulldoze punchers from the ranches, he's got
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another guess coming. I’ sure time that that guy was told where he got off,
and I'm here to tell him.

as & gasp from the loungers at the Red Dog, The Kid voic

though not loud, was clear and incisive, and his words reached ears within the.
saloon—as b intended Tt they should. And the Kid id ot aced elling
that not a man there would have ventured 10 utter those words within the.

hearing of Poker Pte.
% o s MR el P, e
Steton. And the min who had ansvered him spoke .
dopaoned youn gk, you gt on tat sy it the el sore
You e back

getier]
“The Kid laughed.
“L ain't riding yet a piece,” he answered, “T've come here to sec t

o o s 15 v g e 15 el T sy o ot

He was ridg bock 10 Kicking Mule
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s me worth 8 connetal e cent. | s tha he's bcn buldoingpun-
Ghes ot ranchc, and Lo e 8 puncher born 't
Stand for . That guy Poker P b go 1 cimb down and wilksot, ‘And
'y does.”
step in the doorway of the saloon, and Poker Petc appeared
there. vadenﬂy, e had heard the Kid's words. He was not touching a gun,
but hi 35 very nar the Colt n th low.slung holster. ‘There was 3

i Red Dog pariad 1o ightandJf i hate 1 gt bt ofthe e of o 10
Kicking Mule, such words as the Kid had uttered had to be backed up with a

Suy, puncher” Poker Pess voie was a quit drawl, but it was pcked
S, “S:y, yousure are blowing off your mouth a few. I'm Poker Pete
ifyou vant me.”

ugly face once afore, when I rode through this burg,”
i S i T s T b ook ok e, teling you that I came
powerful near to giving you a few with my quirt, jest on your ugly looks.

very eye was on Poker Pete. For a moment the

see that boyish-looking

Tashed fom the bl

e Pete was it o mauw he Rio Kid s i, Even a3
's Colt came up, the

v by o, yiped R

Banet
vas & hoare el from the gunman, He stagered in he sloon

re was a buzz from the Kicking Mule crowd. They had not seen
hooting ike i before. Ther were many slong the Rio Grande andthe Rio
Frig who kne the Klds:hummg, but it was a surprise in Kicki

The Kic

over his smoking Colt But hs eyes were 25 watehfl s
penits ot Wit v commg For s moment, the gunman sared o
Strcaming hand, his face convilsed with fury: The gun had falln from bis

haiered hand, exploding 5 T, Suddenl, swily b reached o For s
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The Kid whipped out i sixgins

and grasped it in his lft hand.
Bang!

Poker Pete needed only a moment, and it was well for the Kid that he did
ot give him that moment. His shot came like lightning, and the gun-man’s
Colt clattered on the ground again, his let hand streaming like his right.

“The Kid holstered his gun.

I guess that lets you out, feller,” he said, quict sure want to get
your paws docore, ot 1 it o il T ut sou oeve Sane

he Red Dog. The
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glance round at staring faces, and stepped to his mustang, and mounted. He
‘hummed the tune of a Mexican fandango as he rode away from Kicking Mule.

crnprER v
“(CORAI"
‘Andy!”

“0 had to come, Cora! You wouldn't want me to let that big stif scare me.
away! 1 got to face up to it, Cora.”

‘The girl laughed.

“I knew you would, Andy, and was I scared?” she said, “But i’ al over—
Poker Pete will never pull a gun again—he's been shot up in & gun-fight with
some stranger who rode into town—

‘Andy Harris whistled.
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was the guy?” he asked.
Nobody knows-_some Kid punches who happened along, they say. But
am I glad, Andy, that he horned in?”
[T Rio K, h rod on s Jonely il had If appins bind bim:
and he too was glad that he had horned in.

THE END
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