THE BOY WITHOUT

township of Salt Lick—until the Rio Kid rode into

spelt trouble for Blake, for the Kid feared no man alive.l

Jeff Blake, U
was feared by all men in the iittle
the camp

gunman a#d bully,’

The coming of the Kid

BY RALPH
REDWAY
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Kid Dodges Troubte !

HE Rie Kid, when he rode out
of Texans, had no idea whatever
of  Iingeriug in New rxico.
He rode ‘into New Mexico

simply because it was on his way to
Arizona and the gold country. The Kid
was, in fact, anxious to get th“oug 1 that
;tage of Lis journey, and to leave the
land that had knowr him far behind.
He was tired—for the iime, at least—
of his outtaw life in the cow country,
keen to try his luck in a new land.
Luck had bheen agai him in the
valley of the Frio: thless fortune
had made him an oullaw sorely agains:
'11&. will; but far across the sierra they
ltmew nothing of the Rio Kia. There
he was resolved that he would make
good, and stand by the law instead of
smndxzw against it and outside it. e
vowed that he would learn to mind his
own business, to keep out of troubie,
to let the « a,ln\t, butted guns, whica he
vias, perhaps, oo xuldy to handle, rett
in their leather hoisters unused, New

Mexico was but & stage in his journey
ta the west, and lie intended to lose 1o
time there. And yet, as it happened,
the Kid was booked for & much longer
ata} in thai count iy thin he had anzici-
pated.

and this, zo fay as making good speed
on his Jour*\m to Arizona was con-
cexned, was :  undoing. It really
seemed as if tue Kid, with ali his O'ood
resolutions, couid =not help horning
into ‘trouble if there wa: any irouble
io Le found. He was following the
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The Rjo Kid had no use for rail-
voads; his wiry, black-muzzled mustang

Ulut had carried him so long and so

faithfully over the Texan grassla‘nda,
i able to carry himi as far as he
wanted to go—a good -many hundreds
of miles this ilme. By road and trail
and mountain p the Kid headed
westward, day after day. It was a new
experience for the Kid to ride through

towns and ecxmps where he was Un-
known, where na wnovice of a reward
for his arresi was posted on trees or

dead walls; where he could put up at
inn or posads and no guestions asked,
no curious or suspicious glances turned
on his handsome sunburnt face, But
he knew that as likely as not, pursuit
was stili on his trail, and wherever he
~ropped his hale was brief. He went
by loneiy voads and unirequented irails,

sank of Salt River, alming to sfay the
m ght at, Salt Lick, when the irouble
came along. The sun was below the
rra, and o glimme: o*’ meon showing

MCua, :
in a dack gky, when the figures of three
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shadowy horseren loomed out of the
dusk on the trail ahead, and a voice
shouted to him to halt.

The Rio Kid haited.

His hand falrly itched to drop on the
butt of & gun. There was a sharp,
bullying tone in the voice that called
to him; and the Kid was not rhe man
to take orders from anyone. But he
checked hiz impulse, trus tc his re-
solve. It swas not a hold-up, Le could
see that; the Lorsemen were not road-
agents or rustlers. No gun was levelied,
but the three riders blocked his way.
What thew wanted the Kid could not

guess; but he resolved two have no
trouble Jf he could help it. 8o bhe
reined in the black-muzzied mustang

with a prompt obedience that was very
unlike the Rio Ki
“Hallo to you
cheerily.
'Ihc “three horsemien
he dusk, peering at
theu Stetsons,  The Kid was litile
more than a shadow to ithem: they
were little wore than shadows to the
Kid. But hc could see thai they were
armed, and carvied their guns low-
zaung, and he guessed that they were
gunien, atd he guessed further thas
they were w atc"mg the trail for soms
) Tuz Porvrie.—No. 483
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personal enemy, and bad taken him for
that enemy in the duslk. There was no
need, after all, for the swalnut-butted
guns to come into play; and the Kid
was glad of it at least, he tried to feel
that he was glad. He sat his horse and
looked at them.

“1 guess youw're our mutton,” went
on the bullying voice.
cinched you at lasg,

The Kid wondered who Bud Wilson
might possibly be, and veckoned that,
whoever he was, he was fortunate not
to be riding that trail just then,

“Get off that critter!”

“Hold on a leetle,” drawled the Kid.
“1 guess you've got the wrong steer by
the tail, stranger.”

“That sure ain't young Bud, Jefi
Blake,” said another of the riders. *1If

it 15, he’s sure got a new voice on him.”
© “He looks like him'!” grunted the
first speaker.

“1 guess you musi be some cai, to soe
what a pilgrim looks like in the dark,”
smiled the Kid.

“He don’t talk like voung Bud,
either!” chuckled the other horseman.
“Bud wouldn't hand out back-talk like
that to you, Jeff.” .

Jeff Blake pushed his horse closer.

In the pale glimmer of the rising
moon, the Kid could make out a big
and powerful man, with a hard, harsh
face. Two sharp eyes glinted at him
from under the Stcison hat.

“You ain’t young Wilson?”
Blake.

“*Nope 17

“Who are you,. then?”

“Jest a cowpuncher from Texas.’”

“I guess we'll take a closer look at
vou, Mister Cowpuncher from Texas!”
growled Jeff Blake. “Sirike a match,
Dave Butt!”

The man named fumbled for matches.

“You keep still, Mister Man from
Texas,” went on Jef Blake. “If you
ain’t the galoot we want, you can ride
on, I guess; only don’t give me any
fip. If you ain’t a sitranger to this
country, you’ll know that Jeff Blake
don’t take lip from any galoot.”

“1 guess I'm a stranger,” said the
Kid cheerily, “and I disremember ever
hearing of vou, feller. But I sure
reckon you’re some powerful big medi-
cine in this country, from the way you
talk.” :

“Not so mueh chewing the
snapped Jeft Dlake.

The Kid set his lips a little.

He was not accustomed to lisiening
to talk like this without making the
talker sorry for himself.

But he kept to his resolution.

This gang of border gunmen and their
quarrel with the unknown Bud Wilson
were nething to himy and he would noi
scek trouble. He asked nothing better
than to go on his way in peace.
Quietly he sat in the saddle while Dave
Butt extracted a box of matches from
his pocket, and struck one.

Jeff Blake peered at the Kid’s hand-
some face in the flickering light of the
match. He gave a disappointed grunt.

“It ain’t Wilson!”

“I guess I mentioned that,” smiled
the Kid.

The match went out.

growled

1

rag !

“What you doing on this trail?™

growled Blake, evidently in a quarreci-
some mood in his disappointment.
Jest riding.” .

“That ain’t an answer,” said the gun-
man, in a tone of menace. “VYou don’t
want to fool with me, puncheri” -

“I'm sure rviding for Salt Lick. to
put up for the night,” said the Kid
eivilly, though civility went against the
grain in this atter. “T’m from Texas,

TrE Porvrsr.—No. 483.

I guess T've,
Bud Wilson.” .

and heading for
Arizopa. A ny thing
more  you want to
know, Mr. Blake?”’

“I gucss you're & =

durned fresh,” gruntea
the gunman.
“I was sure born
fresh,” sighed the Kid.
“It's led me into a lot
of wrouble. But I ain's
coking for trouble
now,”’

“I guess you might
find some without look-
ing for it,” growled the
guninan.

‘The Kid’s eyes
sparkicd. Iis whole
nature was yearning

for trouble with this
bully. He longed to
wade in and 4ry his
hand at cleaning up
this gang of night-
riders. Bub he checked
himself again. What
was the use of a good
iesolution if a pilgrim
fell to the first tempta-
iion?

“Give it a miss, pardner,” he said
mildly. “I guess what I want i
supper and a bed, not a rookus with a
galoot I've never seen before. You
fellers through?”

The bully of Salt Lick growled again:
but the quiet civility of the Kid checked
even his readiness for trouble.

“I guess you can ride on,” be
grunted. “You seen a man on this
trail 27

“Not a man till you galoots woke me
up.” ) -

“A kid about your own age and size,
most likely riding a pinto,” said Jeif
Blake. “That’s the galoot we want.”

“T'm sure sorry; I guess I ain’t seen
hide or hair of him,” said the Kid.
“1f he knows you galoots are laying for
him, I reckon he’d be a wise man to
keep off this trail,

“I guess that’s a cinch,” said. Jetf
Blake. “I’ll tell a man that Bud Wilson
is a posky coward, and he don’t dare
show his face in SBalt Lick, and I'm
hunting him. T'Hl get him, too!” The
big man gritted his teeth. “I guess all
the town is laughing at him for a
durncd coward; he can ride some, but
he can’t shoot worth a red cent. Any-
how, he don’t dare pull a gun.”

“You got.some bad trouble on with
the guy 7” asked the Kid, rather curious
now.

“Sure! You see him any time, and
you tell him that Jeff Blake.is hunting
him !’ growled the gunman. “You tell

-him I figure to quirt him in the street

at Salt Lick, with all the town looking
on, if he don’t dare to pull a gun like
a man.”

“] guess it wouldn't help hiin none
if he did pull a gun on you, Jeff!”
grinned Dave Butt. .

The Kid’s lip curled.

He could figurc out now fairly well
how the matter stood—a quarrel be-
tween the gunman, skilled and ruth-
less in the use of deadly weapons, and
some lad who was, perhaps, plucky
enough In his own way, but no use in
a “rookus” with a professional gun-
man. It was not tc be wondered at
that Bud Wilson, whoever he was, was
keeping clear of this dangerous buily.
Once more temptation strongly assailed
the Kid. The gunman had no terrors
for him, and he was sorely tempted to
take up, here and now, the quarrel of

the man he had never seen, and give-

Jeff - Blake all. the
trouble he wanted,
and a litle over. It
needed all the Kid's
resolution, this
time, to resist the
temptation.

“Ride on, cow-
boy!” grunted
Blake, quite un-
aware of
thoughts in

Kid’s mind.
happen to see
Bud Wilson, :
tell him the hoss is
waiting for him  at Sait
hitched to the rail i
Donovan’s place, if he dares to
fetch it. He won it in the rodee,
and he allows he won it fair and
square; but T guess that cayuse
will die of old age afore Bud
Wilson .lays a hand on his rein.
Now git!” ‘
The Kid got.
Three shadowy horsemen dis-
appeared into the darkness, and
the Kid rede on, with a thought

-

ful brow. He had kept to his
resolution; he had = aveided
| trouble. But he was dissar

His thoughts wandered to the un-
known' Wilson, who apr
had won a horse in a ric
test, and dared not claim
prize for

the
fear of the guzman.
Fear was an unknown ‘quantity

to the Rio Kid; and he could
not savvy what the fellow Wilson
was like—what he could be like.
But he was sorry for the fellow,
all the same, and tempted to ride
back and talk trouble with the
gunman.

He laughed a little—it was his
old weakness; he never couwld
mind his own siness, he told
nimself. " Bud Wilson was nothing fo
L him—he had never heard the.name
before—what call had he to take up a

guarrel for a stranger he had never

LIGHTNING
the crowd s
grasp closesl
the bully ¥




OGN 'TTHE DRAW !
Jef? Blake reached for his gun.
v the butt, the Rio Kid’s colt flashed.
Salt Lick, went crashing to the ground!
piicker on the draw once again!
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THE SECOND
CHAPTER.

Fate !

wrong
T roaili”

vawned the Rino Kid.
He pulled in his

steed,

It was a new Eovniry
to the Kid, bus ne had
the cowboy’s kuack of
finding his way in any
country, But the trails
were dim and scarvcely
marked, -and the Kid

vealised at last that he
was nof on the route
fo SBalt Lick., Dark-

nexs surroutided him;
out he knew that long
ago he should have
sighted the lights of
the town. had he heen
on the righv road, He

2 keen to get to Salr
e  wanied 1o
in at Donovan’s

piace, which ihe gun-
man  had mentioned,

and look the prize
horse that hitencd

to the rail theve, wali-
ing  for man who
dared nov eclaim it
But it wos growing
clear to the Kid that
he would not  reach
camp that night,

ke

Bang !

(See Chapter 4.}

Not that that was a watter of concern
o ihe Kid to any ereat extent. Ie
bad hLis bed-roll, and he ias aceus-
tomed to camping down abywhere ongy

| ling dight in the distance.

There was a sudden, swift backing of
But hefore the gunman’s
Blake,
The Kid had.

urtain oir was kee
night 10, and the Wi
eided at last o lcok for a camp.

It was then that he discerned a fal
gsleaming <hrough the n f

ar.

The Kid looked steadily av the twink-

It evidently came frow some lonely |
1 t 2V v
dwelling; perhaps soine solltavy ranch- !
aouse; possibly  the hut of  zome !
“native ” New Mexican,
Whatever it was, wherever it came

from, the Kid decided to inwad foy it
He wanted to pass the night under a
toot if Le could.

“That's our way, old ho

7 he sald

chéerily.
Aund he rede steadily towards the dis
e A !
cant twinkling light,

He tound himseif following a path
through an afelis field, and then Le
rad to lean down and hiteh open a

zate. Then Le rode up to the litle
Hutlding, dim znd shadowy in the faint
Li or a erescent of mocn, It w
timber ranchi-house, and 1t wag ciosed
for the night, The door was by ih
window shuttered. It was ifrom a
crack in a wooden shutter that the
glirmner of the light came that had
drawn the Rio Kid to the spot.

With the butt of nis guirt the Kid
struek on the door,
-There was the sound of a movement
in the house at once. : (i keer
cars detected volees
oecupants of the bouse wer
i to ope

cuiled out a volee at

wanting to bed down for
jed back the Kid.

“1 guess you can ved down in the
barn and welcome !”

“Many thanks!”  :ald  the Kid.
“There must suve be rustlers in this

section, rancher, if & man’s afraid to
open his deor at night.”

There was a sound of a bur being
removed,

“Hrop that, boy,” tite  volce
again,

SIVs s sivanger,  father,” said  a

younger, fr r voiee, “and no man in
Noew Mexzico Is going to say taar I'm
afraid to open the door.”

There was a pause.

“Righe, my boy,” said the older
voice, “Right! Aad 1 guess I've got
the shotgun ready, if iUs o firebuy from
Bait Lick.”

The old man peered at bim.

" Name? he said.

L guess you can
{arfax.”

Zince he had ridden across the
Sraked Plain out of Texas, the
Kid had used that name where-
ever a naiue was needed. The
name as well az the past of the
Rio ®id was left behind bim in
the land of the Rio Grande.

“Light down, Mr, Carfax, and
come in,” said the boy. “It’s not
u rich ranch here, but T guess we
can lodge a stranger for the
night.”

“Look here, I guess the barn
wiil he good enough for me,” said
the Kid good-humouredly. I
never figured that I'd starfle the
house when I rode here. n
Texas, where I come from, a
puncher can always ask for a roof
over his head in the cow couniry.

call me

You-uns leok as if vou're figuring
on an Indian raid, I guess and
I don’t want to make vou uneasy. Me

for the barn”

-—

1
i

of up on e chin-

_snd :
patient’s, “Tha

e onyY
for " yoil.

door’s open
The Kid dizmounted.

“ P show you where o pus up your
horsze,” said the boy, siepplng out o
the doorway.

YPud!” excaimed the old meon in

anxious fone

>s all right, father.”

5 oih

The star=ed and staved at the
boy. name uttered by. the old
rancher startied oim

ejaculatea the Kid. el

ouess there's pleniy of Duds cavorting
around; Lut does it happen that youw're
Bud Wilsen, by wiy chuneet”
“That's my name,” said the boy.
“Oh, holy smoke!” said the Kid.

Theve was fate in it, the Rio Kid
feit that, He had resolved to ride on
Lis way, giving no further thought to
Joff Blake the gunman, or the enemy
e was huning.  Asd here he was, asd
ing a shelter for the night Irom the
Bud Wison for whom the gunman had

been seeking on the trails, The sus
picious  watchiuness at the lonely

ranch was explained now;. the Wiisons
had feared & visit from the gunman cf
Suit Lick.

know my name?™ said the b
looking at the Kid. He was a il

ned
‘ather hondsome lad, abous the Kid's

cwn age and size.

“Yep:i? said the K “© heard 18
from a fivebug buck on the srall two
or three nours ago. Galooi named Jed
Biuke.”

¢ Looking for me?’

“Yop.”

“1 guess
the boy
Mr., Carfax.”

The Kid, in a good deal of wonder,
followed the Loy aud pul up bhis horse
Theun he wa Iinio t! J;tt]q rancl.
and the door fuily boited and baxved
behind him.

He old rancier had nang
up the sawed-of shotgun pow, aud his

manner to the unecxpecied guest was
courteous and hospitable enoug bt

the signs of uncasiness and trouble in
his face were only too plainiy o be
seetn. :

The Kid supped with the father and
son, and Little was said. The old man
was in troubled thought, the boy restive
and ill-at-case. Trounle breeded over
that houschold, as the Xid very easiy
saw, and he knew that it was due to
Jeff Blake, of Salt Lick; yet the boy
did ot strike him as a coward, as_the
gunman had cailed him. The Kid
guessed that he was chating under some
restraint, and he guessed at last tnat
the old rancher was the r aining in-
Auence. It was a silent and uneomiort-
able meal, and the Kid was not dis-
pleased when .1t was over ard the boy
took him to a room to bed down for
the night.

The Kid pat in some thinking before
ho went to sieep.

I1e had sworn that he would ride clear
of trouble—thas fe would even take
rough words in silence, rather :»han 1ifg
a gun from his holster. But his beset-
ting #in was upon him again; the Rio
Kid was born to trouble as the sparks
fiy upward. Before his eyes closed 1in
sluruber the Kid’s mird was made up;
bis zood resolutions were thrown to the
winds, arnd he knew that he was going
to horn inte the trouble that was going
on at BSals Li

Tz PopULAR.~—No. 483,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Tos Save Anocther!

i W GUESS TH walk & piece with you,

I Mr. Carfax.”

«  Bud Wilson made that remark
after breakfast the next morning
when the Kid had saddled his horse.
" There was an anxious call from the
old rancher ai once. 7

“ Not out of sight of the house, Bud !

The bhov made an impatient gesture..

“Father, ['m shamed before all the
section! Don’t shame me before a
stranger ! he exclaimed. =

The old man winced.

“Pud, have a little hoss-sense!” he
said, “If it was a rookus with & man
of your own weight I wouldn’t stop you.
What chance have you got with & gun-
man who's killed more men than he's
gob fingers and toes? -You're a dead
man before yon get your gun out if you
meet Jeff Blake! You're a dead-man
il you ride into Salt Lick I”

“ Beiter dead than afraid !” muttered
the boy.

ST osure be glad if you'll walk a
oniece with me,” said the Kid, breaking
in—*"“jest as far as the farther gate!”

“No farther, Bud!” sald the old
mat

¢« your say-so, father,” said the
boy. “T’ll turn back at the gate.”
“T trust you, Bud!” :

The Rio Kid looped the reins over his
arm and walked beside the black-
muzzled musfang, and the boy walked
on his other side. His face was flushed,
his cyes downcast. The Kid glanced at
him once or twice. He felt a friendli-
ness towards this unhappy young fellow
that he was keen to pub into deeds
rather than words.

“1 guess it ain’t my business to horn
in, feller,” said the Kid softly. “Bus
vou've treated me white, and I'm sure
sorry to see trouble around on this she-
bang, Anything.s galeot can do?”’

They stopped -at the . .gate, and the
boy leaned on it, with & black and
bitter brow. )

“I guess you couldn't talk my father
round,” he said. “And even if you
could, I ain’t sure that's what I want.
[ know T ain’t a chance against Jeff
Blake; he would riddle mie with lead
before T could get a bead on him. And
what's to become of the popper if he's
left alonc on this ranch? It's a hard
living with me to help him.”

The Kid nodded.

o “Tell a man_the trouble,” he said.

I was sure riled by that bully from
Salt Lick when I met him on the trail
last night. ¥le’s what we call in Texas
a bad'man !”

“He's sure bad !
vou'd lighted down
have heard the story scon enough.” He
coloured, “You see, we had a rodeo in
this section last week, and T can sure
ride my pinto with any man in Mexico.
I won the big race, and beat Jeff Blake
by a neck, and he was sure mad. The
prize is a .hoss, and he’s some beauty
and the winner has to fetch him from
Donovan’s place in Salt Lick. T've
heard that Dan Donovan hitches him to
the rail at his place every day, reads
for the winner to come and take him
away. Buat-—7 :

The boy broke off, his cheeks erimson.

“ But " asked the Kid softly.

“Jeff Blake can’t claim the hoss, but
he’s put if round the town that I never
rode fair. Al Salt Lick knows it’s a
lie, but they don’t argue with Jeff; he's
too sudden on the draw. He allows he's
going to quirt me when I show up to
take the prize cay=sse. If you quirt a
wan, he pulls a gun on you in this
gountry.” N

Tur Porrra.—Ne. 433,

said the boy. “If
in Salt Lick, you'd

“Sure !” assenfed the B
“Pulling a gun on a fir

vk'mg like Jeff

Blake is asking for sudden death. He's
quicker on the draw than any other

galoot from the sierras to the Ric
Colorado. He’s never missed a man.
Wthere do I come in? I reckon I can
handle a gun, but I’'m no gunman. He
will fill me with lead afore I can pull
trigger ! Popper knows it, and Hhe
won’t let me go and claim the hoss.
But It's hard luck on popper, but
I'm goin’! I can’t let them say in Salt
Lick that I'm afraid to face a man,
even a pesky gunman like Jeff! I'm
sure riding my pinto into the town this
afternoon and taking my chance !

The Kid looked quietly ag-him.

Remembering the hard-faced,
perate gunman he had met in the dusk
of the river trail, he knew what the
boy knew-—that he was going to certain
death. He understood the feelings of
the old mau on the listle lonely ranch.

“I guess your popper’s right in
riding herd over you, feller, in this
matter,” said the Kid. )

“ Like enough. He knows I go under
it I go to Balt Lick after that prize
horse. And he’s an old man, and he's
got only me!” The boy’s face quivered.
“But 1 got to go! The Wilsons ain't
cowards |7

“And you're going ™

“The popper will be busy in the
alfalfa field this afternoon, and I figure
on slipping away then!” said the hoy.
“1 got fo go!” ‘

The Kid nodded.

“You got to go!” he agreed. “ Beiter
dia a brave man than live a coward!”

“That’s what I'd like the popper to
get on to,” said the boy. “Jeff don't
dare to come to the ranch for me; the
popper would riddle him with slugs if
he showed up here! But he brags in
Salt Lick that Tm afraid to face him,
and, from what you say, he's riding the
trails with his friends looking for me.
It’s bound to come, even if I don't go
for the hoss! 1 ain’t riding from any
man! I've been putting in some prac-
tice with my gun these last three da
not that it will be much use. But I'm
goin’! That hoss at Donovan’s place
is mine, fair and square, and I'm goin’
to fetch him home or die tryin’ I He
looked at the Kid, “You're goiry’ on to
Salt Lick ?”

“Correct |” k :

“You drop in at Donovan’s place and
tell Dan Donovan I'm coming for the
horse~this afternoon, then.”

“T'1l do that.”

After a few more words they parted,
the boy walking back slowly to the
ranch, the. Kid mounting his mustang
and riding onward towards the distant
town. The boy had directed him to the
right trail, and the Rio Kid headed in
a bee-line for Salt Lick.

Out of sight of the Wilson ranch,
the Kid drew the walnut-butted gurns
from his holsters and examined them
carefully. i

There was a smile on his face as he
slipped them back.

Those guns, which he had determined
should never burn powder in New
Mexico, if he could help it, were to seo
service again, after all. That boy swas
not going to his death at the hands of
a ruffianly gunman if the Rio Kid ecould
prevent it, and the Kid thought he
could. Bud Wilson was riding into Salt
Lick that afterncon. But the Kid was
viding in that morning, and the Kid
knew what he was going to do in Salt

ick.

“I guess the boy'll be 0.K: this after-
noon, old hoss !™ he :aid to the black-
muzzied mustang. 1 sure zeckon he'll
have good luck, unless I_have had luck,

T
Qa3

critter ! I guess I ain’t o galoot to mind
his own businéss, and never was!”

The Kid laughed as he galloped onr
the trail.

The bully of Salt Lick had stirved
his anger the previous evening, but the
Kid, true to his pacific resolves, had
taken Jeff Blake’s rough talk quietly.
He krew that he had given the gun-
man the impression that he had a
vellow streak in him, and he had cared
little.  Now the matter was different.
The Kid, who would-not have pullgd
a gun on his own account, was going
to horn into another man’s quarrel, and,
at the same time, give Jeff Blake some-
thing back for his rough talk. The man
was what they called in Texas a

€61.311..20 W € r o R o P s
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_he had no terrors for the Rio Kid.

The Kid's face was bright and
cheery as he sighted the town at last.
With a smile on his handsome face he
rode into Salt Lick, and pulled in his
mustang outside Donovan’s salocon.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Gun to Gun! *

: AN DONOVAXN stood in the
doorway of his saloon, looking
out info the rugged street of
‘Salt Lick.

There were half a dozen horses tied
to the hitching-rail; among them a
splendid black ‘horse, which all the
town knew to be the prize Bud Wilson
had won in the rodeo, and which he
had not yet claimed. - :

For three days that horse had been
regularly led round from the stables
and tied to the rail, ready for his
owner to take him. At night, still an-

claimed, he was led back ta the
stables. §

Every day there was a - crowd
gathered about Donovan’s place, in

anticipation of the frouble to come.
Jeft Blake was generally there; and
when he was not, some friend of his
was there, to carry.him word at once
if Bud Wilson was seen riding into the
town.

Donovan glanced - at
stranger who rode up.

“I -guess this is Donovan's pldee
asked the Rio Kid.

“Nep.”

“You Donovan?™
“ Yep.” e

“Then you've got Bud Wiison's hoss
hyer, I rcckon?” '

Dan pointed to the big black horse at
the rail. : )

“Some cayuse!” sald the Kid, gazing |
at it admiringly. “Bud is'sure a lucky.
man to get that critfer.” : ‘

“Lucky if he gets it,”
Donovan. “Jeff Blake is goin’ to talk
to him when he comes for it—and I
reckon he won't come.”

“Wrong in once,” said the Kid. “I've
got a message from him, He’s sure
coming to-day.”

“I guess, 1f youw're a friend of his.
feller, you want to give him the office
to keep clear,” said Donovan.  “Jeff’s
going to guirt him, and drill him if he
puts up a hand to stop it. The hoss is
a good cayuse, but he ain’t worth it.”

“This Jeff is sure some big fire-bug.
I hear,” said the Xid. “I met him on
the trail last night, and I allowed he
was as ugly a man as ever I saw!”

Donovan stared at him.

“You come to Sali Lick looking for
a place in the town cemetery?” he
asked. x

The Kid laughed.

“Nope. Why?”

“If you shoot off your mouth in that
stvle here, you'll sure be fixed for-a -
funeral,” explained Donovan. “Jeff is

the young

o

grinned . -
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in my place now, and if he hears you Amazenent was mingl ed with rage in I shall hat.” lie
call him faney names he wiil sep out.” | the hard, harsh face of the gunman. Ii ! remarked. e
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Tl call an ugly man an ng man ©© I iof 8ait Lick uad Tistened to talk like Dono\ down ai the fallen
chooss, and that galeos Jeff is the | this,  This lad, hardly older than the
ugliesi critver ['ve ever woke up. Any- ' boy whom he had resolved to shame P sald an awed volcs
how Tve gov 2 wmessage for bim, and ; b(.falo ail the canip, and o moot‘ down
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The Kid »nupz.d frem his mustang, | ¢ool unconcern ; and it dawned upon | He was fully prepared for gun- pj Ly on
and hitched the animal to the rail Five i the bullys mind  that  the young the nurt of Jeff Blake's associates, Bus
or six n were looking out of the : puncher, so far from feaving trouble | no gun was pulled, There w more
saloon now, and ethers were gathering | with him, was asking for trouble. The | awe and admivation in the looks that
in the street. Lhe Kid's mauner was i Kid stood at ease Siling, but wateh- | weve bent on the Kid than hostility.
cook and unconeerned, There was a | irg: the ruffian like a cat. Jeff Bluke | The fel low = vho had shot up Jeff B]a.w
smile on his face, but the glint in his l “ﬁ«tv krown to be quick on the draw, but | was a fellow Halt Lick cowld admire
eyes oeilecl :hc smile. i the Rio Kid was uot siow., His supple [ and with whom no man there wanted
" Donovan stared at him again and Chands = hanging carelessly, were almost | trouble.
iben called into the building : “touching the walnut butts of the guns The Kid urhitched his Lorse from the
‘You, Jetf! I gue there's a man | low-slung at L rail
COMe I Wil a LlEstags fow 12 . : s Tndar tha zinra of a hundeed aves he
The Lurly gunman Y“PI“‘d ‘ous into i easily Y You allow © mounted the black-muzzied mustang,
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said,
“Ivae

youl”
once,

H"‘

‘0
Kid
afore. B

¥ You have,” agroed the Kid. “You
had tie duened impndence to slop me
on the frail last night. and  put gues-
ilon- fo mie. Romembe..
s was g thrill in the gathering
Tf.\u\ of this kind to a man like
meant  the burning  of

arowd rI
Jetf L ake

pow a.A.

']_11(A Cid facec
down at his

eXis.
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that peeped out of ’zu‘ low-slung
Lolszers. -
“T've got a me3ag on,” weill
on the Kid. T seen young Dud
Wiisor, and allows ha's riding into !

ke away

\(_)T

‘this afterncon
<hat belong

Balt Lick

dore

suve coming.
e never won
rodeo { and
\quare von;c lying ¥
“What?” roared Blakn.
“Lying,” said the Kid cheerily.
#That'zs young Wilson's w)rd You're :
a lar, acr-ordnw to hiz gay-s0.” -

The gunman’s brow grew black.
“Tet him come and icll me so”
said.
happened io him afterwards,”

‘S.'f*‘.' Ve sure o U! IHJJ’I with your
g

mouth,”™ said the Kid. “1i talk could
f‘-x'rhwn a man, I guess you'd have all
ow Mexico stared suiff !?

There was o chuckle from some of
the Salt Lick men gathering on the
scene. Al of them were very carefully
keeping out of the line of fire hetween

o

this cool roung stranger and the big
gurman., That shootmg was to follow
talk like *his was a foregone conclu-
slon.

“Bud Wilson gave you that message
for me?” asked the gunman between nis
teeth.

“Te sure did.”

“And you reckoned that you could
deliver a micssage like that and ride
away aftcrwards?” asked Blake.

“Why not 1 asked the Kid cheerily.
"Bhlt it ain't jest s message from Bud;
it’s endorsed by me, if you get
me. Bud allows that you a liar, and
I sure allow the same. You w as bemen
in the vodeo because you can’s ride,
fellez, and you're jest blowing oﬁ your
mouth in tall talk about quirting the
man that heat you. I guess you'll be
howling for cover when you see Bud
Wilson riding into town. If you got
the sand to face him when he comes,
shall sure stand around and watch him
fix you for a faneval!™

less silence foilowed, the Rio

;
P sneered  the gun-

he |
“1 guess he won't know what

{
i

take that back.”
1 got to take 1t
L\I‘l}\\,.
‘Sure! E

vaek 77 gasped Jeff

:¢ Bud Wilson 1z going i0

drive is buck down your iving throat.

‘\)ufh his fists after it,” said the Kid.
I'm going to see him do it.”

7T guesg you won't see much happen
in Salt Tick, 'oiiu' aid the gunman
hoarsely. “1 eyes will he
shut .vhun Buad es in "

Y Forget i, ed the Tid

N
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“Why, I'd wade in now and shoot you
up, oniy that would disappoint young
Bud. Bug if there's anything left of
you after he's through, I'll sure lay my
quirt round the remains '

There was a sudden swift backing of
the crowd as the gunman, with a blaze
of murderous rage in his eyes, reached
for his gu

Every man there axpected 1o see t"ﬂe
cool young stranger roil on the rugged
strd Jt the nest instant, with a bullet in
hig“brain,

But swift as the gunman’s action was
the Kid’s was swifter. s gun fashed
out even as Jeff Blake's grasp closed on
a buut

Bang

The rcar
anome; s buc the bully

of the .45 was followed by
of Sait Lick was

falling even as he pulled trigzer, and
his bullet missed the Kid by inches.
Crash!
Jeff Blake wens dewn crashing, the

smoking revolver gripped in his Tand.
There wasg a roar from the erowd., The
Rio Kid,, with his left hand, jerked the
Steicon from his head, and smiled at a
builernole in the brim.®

away down the street.

“That

ceowd, and
“Chim

nm ! said Dan Dnnohm.
galoot is sure Mme guIman

Aad every ¢ Lod aiter the Rio
Iid unbie Lo way Ol t of

% 5 : s s %

Iy was twe or thr thay
Bud Wilson rode into camp.

He stopped at Donovan's place and
dismounted.

s face was pale and set. e had
come, as he believed, to face coitain
death; but he bad eome.

There was 4 buzz in Donovan’s place

as he entercd.

“T guess Uve corne for my crifter,
Dan,” he said; and, in spite of 2is
courage, there was a faint quiver in ois
voice.

Dan Donovan looked at him.

“You'll sure find him bitched fo the
rail, Bud,” he aus\wred

The boy ks .

All eres were xod curiously on bim
I5 was clear taat he did not know whav
had happened at Selt Tick.

“Ain’s Joff Blake around ?”
at last.

“1 puess no grinned  Donovan.
“Jelt Biake was hot up this morning
Buad, by a puncher from Texas.”

The boy gasped.

“8hot up 7Y

“Hure. Jeff's gof his,” said Donovan.
“I reckon there’s a ;s,ood many caloots
in Salt Lick kinder glad that thav feller
from Texas rode thxs Way. Yo(z won's
see any Jeff cavoriing round this bm“f
again.”

“Dead 77

“Bure.”

The boy gasped with relief.
nerved himself to the ordeal,
rclief made hinm almost gwdv

“A  regler lkid  firebug, that
puncher,” said Donovan. “He jest
came in and asked for trouble with
Jeff. and wouldn't take no for an
answer.  Never seen o galoot so sudden
on the draw. Jeff was sure quick, bus
the puncher beat him to it.”

Then the boy knew. It was
who_had horned in—for ais sake.

“Where 1s he now?”

«T reckon ne nit the trail after he
shot up ]Df'r I reckon he was aiming
for Arizo - .

Bud Wilson rode back to the ranch
on the prizé horse, leading his pinto.
An old man’s biessing foilowed tu2 Rio
Kid as he rode on the Avizova trail,
and perhaps it brought him luck. The
Kid neceded it, {or the trouble he had
woke up at Salt Lick was not doue with
yet, and he was not destined to be clear
of New Mexico so soon as he figured.

THE END.
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