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Saved from
the Desert!

ANOTEER ROARING LONG

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Three Gunmen!

ITAT he was trailed, the Rio Kid
knew befere he was many hours
out of Balt Lick. He had noi
expecied it, and he swas not

specially on his guard; but wariness,
with the Kid was seeond nature. He
had owed his life to it many 2 time on
the Texas grasslands and in the dusky
chaparral on the banks of the Rio

Grande. It had not deserted him now
that- he was riding by lonely irails

through New Mexico with Arizona and
a new life before him.

The figure of a horseman that showed
for a moment on the sky-line; the rising
of a flock of startled jays from a belt
of cottonwoods; these and other signs,
imperceptible to an eye less keen, teld
the Kid that he was trailed, and he
knew that the trailing was done by men
who knew the game. And he smiled
whimsically as he rode the grey
tang at an easy gallop.

For long days, as he rode westward,
the Kid had avoided trouble. He had
swgrnl.that he was done with trouble,
and that lie would never pull a gun
again if he could help ib. But his old
besetting weaknpess had found him out
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at last, and at Salt Lick he had hunted
for trouble and found it. True, it had
been for another’s sake—in defence of
the weak against the strong—in such a
matter Rio Kid simply could not
refrain from horning in.

There had been gun-play at Salt Lick,
and the bully of the camp had bheen a
little slower on the draw than the young
puncher from Texas. The Kid had no
regrets that he had shot up Jetf Blake;
he had saved a miuch more valushble life
thereby. Bui the trouble he had woke
up was following him.

The Kid pondered it a3
knew without doubs that he
He was too far from Texas now for his
old enemies to be on his track. The
Staked Plain and a range of mouniains
lay between him and the sheriffs who
wanted him so badly. Even the sherif
of Frio, defeated at the finish, when
the Kid was almost in his grip, was not
likely to have trailed him so far. He
was done with Texas and the sheriffs of
the Lone Star State; the Kid was clear
on that polint.

The men who were trailing him now
were not a sheriff’s posse; they were net
men who stood by the law. He guessed
that they belonged to Jeff Bl
crowd at Qalt Lick, and that they were

e

he

soon as he
was trailed.

THE RIO

The Rio Kid sirikes across the Red Desert,
little dreaming of the adventure that awails
that great expanse of sand-—an adventure which Is destined to change

EID—-BOY OUTLAW!

trailing him to avenge the death of ¥
gunman. Had they known of the R
Kid and his reputaiion on the Rie
Grande, likely enough they would have
stayed in Salt Lick and lei him ride.
But the Kid was in a country now
where he was not known, and he was
taken at face value, as a young puncher
little more than a boy.

Salt Lick had gaped in amazement
when the dreuded gunman wens down
under his fire. Not a hand had been
raised when the Kid rode out and hit
the trail for the west again. - Not a man
in the gang had cared to tackle the
puncher single-handed; and ‘on Mas
Street, in Salt Lick, they could not ven-
ture to attack him in a gang. Sali L
was a wild camp, but there was a limi
The Kid figured that they were follow-
ing on his trail to deal with him’ where
there were no eyes but those of ile
buzzards to see what happened to him,

That they knew their business the Kid
was very soon aware. Through the hot
afternoon he rode, watchful as a hawk
and, save for one glimpse of a horse-

man, for a second, he saw nothing of
them. Once he drew inta a clump o

e

pines and. waited for an hour, with hi
}:a_nd on 2 six-gun. Buf they did nob
come up. They were keeping their dis-
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;  Kid knew that they woze see the Hash of the vifle: it was fired ‘mind to'be clexr of that bunch, .aznd: his
walting nighi,  When he camped, | from a direction he had not expected. waited and watched.

they

How many therc
Kid did not know; he guessed thme 01.
four. Three or four gunmen were not
an easy crowd for even the Ric Kid to
handle; and yet they did not ride lnm
down, as they might have done, for his
horse was growing weary from a long
trail, and their animals were Ercshnr.
The: were not taking chances with the

_puncher who had ~hot -up Jeff Blake.

But they were holding on to his trail
like bloodhounds.

When the sun set over the Gila Moun-
tains in the west the Kid did not think
of viding on in the darkness and giving
his pursuers the slip. In the frst place,
his mustang was weary, and the Kid
was a man to think of his horseflesh
before he thoughi of himself. In the
second place, he was not the man to
dodge away in the davk.

But when he c‘mwpﬁd_ the Xid was
infinitely cautious.

He was well aware that if would be a
case of shooting on sight. If the enemy
drew a bead on him, his game was up.
They ‘had followed him from Salt Lick
to shoot him up: withont parley. The
#id did not mean to give them a chance
if he knew it.

He corralled his horse in a thicket of
pecans, and twenty V'l‘“d\ from tha.t spot
he built & camp-ire of pine chips and
branches. Beside tho fire he arranged
his bed-rci, with a log in the blankets
that looked like a sleeping figure. He
lighted the fire, and <repped away
quzctlv into the cover of the pecans.

The Kid had ridden long and ‘hard
that day, but he was not thinking of
sleep. Qleep that night would have
proved a <kep from which there was
no waking.

He waited.

The fire blazed &nd burned and
crackled, casting sirange lights and
‘shadows among the Mrroundmg trees.

Beside it lay ihe log under the blankets.
and the Kid himself could almost have
sworn that it was the figure of a sleep-
ing man, zo natural did it look. He
waited with a six-gun in his hand, and
a glint in his eyes. He expected fo
!f‘ar every moment the ring of a rifle,
and the crash of a bullet on the log
mder the blankets. And as soon as a
vifle flashed in the darkness the iid was
ready. The flash of the rifie would be
ffmdc enough for him, and one, at least,
of the gunmen of Salt Lxcl\ would be
sorry had followed the puncher’s
trail.
Thc minutes were long as he waited.
he bLlaze of the camp-five showed for
a gleat distance. through the open
woods; it could not fail to guide the
pursuers to the Kid’s camp. But they

he

cwere long in coming.

The Lid waited patiently. His life
had taught him patience. This was not
the first time he had x\aund gun in
hand, in the clinging dnl,nem, for an
enemy. Scarce a glitamer of the fire
reached him, where he Jay in cover in
ihe pecans, and waited and watched.

Crack!

it was the rivg of a o

The Kid jumped,

“Great snake

It was at that moment that the Kid
max;]ned the kind of foes he had to deal
wit

dummy by the fire, It was aimed at
the Kid erouching in the pecans, and it
went 56 close that he felt the wind of it
on his face, His enemies had seen
through the trick, ahd the dummy by
the five was unheeded. Ho did not even

“(reat snakes!” murmuved the Kid.

He rolled over in the darkness under
the pecans, and only just in time.

Crack-ack !

Two bullets struck the ground where
ire had been crouching a moment before.
The Kid. silent as a snake, crawled
'c srough the davkness to the spot “hexe
he had hidden bhis horse. Without a
sound the mustang rose at his touch,
and the Kid led him softly away, his
left hand on the bridle, a six-gun 1 his
right. Three rifles rang within a few

econds of one another. But the gun-
men were firing at random now, and the
bullets tore leaves and twigs.

The Kid trod softly away. He knew
that he had three enemies to deal with
now, and he knew that every one of
them was bad medicine, The Kid was
not a man to take wuseless chances
against odds. He had underrated the
gang, and he knew that now, and for
the present moment he aimed at retreat.
In soft silence he retreated, and the
darkness of the night s“allcmed him
up, and the silence behind him told that
the encmy knew that he was gone, and |’
that they were saving their tead.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Kid Burns Powder !

T was days later that the Kid

} sighted the bunch that had followed
Lim from Salt Lick. The Kid was
not .. riding on the Arizona trail!

now. To ride on his way, with three
desperadoes dogging his trail, did not
suit the Kid's ideas at all. If the Salt

Lick gang wanted trouble, they could

have 1it, “and the Kid’s idea was to
round- ’lp that bunch before he left New

Mexico behind him. For a day they

had trailed him, and now the Rio Kid
was trailing them,

In the lonely foothills of the Santa
Rosa Sierra, the Kid hunted the bunch
who were hunting him., He knew that
they knew he had turned on them, for
they kept sell out of his way. Three to
one as they were, they feared an’open

encounter with the puncher who had
shot-up Jeff Blake.
Ir was a game of hide-and-seck, with

life ov death as the
was a past-master of the g
came on the bunch at 1

Lying on a rocky mesa, zcreened by
the sassafras that grew In the ledges
and elefts, the Kid looked down into
a dcep canvon, shadowy even when the
sun was at the zemth dt,epl shadowed
in the early morning, and watched the
Salt Lick gang breaking camp. Dave
Butit, the leader of the gang, he knew

stake; but the Kid
ame, and he

b\ sight; the others were strangers to
his eyes, though he fancied they had
been in the crowd outside Donovan’s

place in Salt Lk when he had pulled
on the gunman théfe.

Hce watched them
bronchos; and then for
stood in consultation. as if in doubt.
had lost the Kid's trail, he was
and perhaps they c‘oubted

saddle up their
a time they

&am of that;

whether he bad lost theirs. e saw
them casting anxions and doubting
glances round at the rocky slopes of the

canyon,
The Kid waited and watched grimly.
He might have gone back to his
mustang, which he Tad lefc hidden in
an arroyo near at hdna, and hit the :raxl
again, leaving the baffled desperadocs
behind him. Buf it was likely enough
Thwt thex ol 1Id i ve followed on; and
he had maumd i hay were gcod men

on a trail, The i had made up his

They mounted at last and rode up the
canyon, and the Kid smiled; for their
way hv past the mesa, and they wers
riding into easy revolver range. The
Kid 1e'*ked a six-gun from his holster
as the three Stetson hats bobbed on the
canyon trail below, but he did not pull
trigger. They were three to one, and
they de trailed him to shoot him up;
but it went against the grain with the
Kid to fire from ambush. He waited till
the bunch of riders, going at little more
than a walk, came “within easy range
from the mesa.. Then he stood up. a
gun in_either 1wmd '

““Halt. you ’uns !

The Kid’s voice rang sharp ‘and clear.

The Balt Lick gang ‘started and stared
round. For the moment they did not
see the.Kid, though they heard hin.
The flat- t(,pped mesa rose to a height ol
a dozen feet; the Kid, standing against
the skyline,. was nbove their heads,
looking down at thm n over his guns.

The Kid laughed aloud.

"‘Thls way, fellers!” he called out.
“ Horﬂ s your mutton, with the wool on!
Put ’em up‘”

Three pairs of startled cyes stared up
at the Kid then.

“Put "em up!” he shouted.

But before the words had fairly lefu
hxs lips ‘he was firing; for three hands

were rcaching for guns, and thore twas
rot a second 10 waste.

Crack, crack!

Two rviderless horses went dashing up
the canyon, clattering wildly over the
rocks.

The Xid dropped intc cover again
instantly, as Dave Butt blazed away.
Bullets spattered on  the rocks round
him as the gunman pumped out lead.

The Kid lay and laughed.

Clatter, clatter!

The man was riding now.

/The trouble had ended almost as soon
as it had started. Dave Butt was alone
now, and even as Fe pumped lead at the
mesa he knew that he was wasting his
fire, and that he was within easy shot.

The Kid had been too much for the
Salt Lick gang; and Dave Butt grabbed
at his reins and dashed away at a
desperate gallop, only hoping to get out
of range before he was dropped.

The Kid stood up again and looked

after him, still laughing. The Salt
Lick gunman was *1d1ng desperately to
cscapo But he was an easy-target for

the walnut-butted suns; the Kid could
bave riddled him with lead as he rod
had he chosen so to do. But he did no{'
choose; he would not fire on a fleeing
man—to kill, at all events. Though the
time was soon to come when he would
regret that he had not let daylight
through the fleeing ruffian.

The Kid’s guns barked out together.
A bullet tove the Stetson from Dave
Butt’s head; another clipped a lock of
hair away; a third stripped skin from
his ear; a fourth passed between his
arm and his ribs. It was fancy shooting.
for which the Kid had been:famous 1
Frip; cvery one of the bullets would
have pa%ed through the horseman had
Lie wanted chem to. But to the escaping
man it seemed that he was narrcwly
missing each shot; and he was sweating
with the fear of death as hec drove on
his broncho to a mad gallop.

He vanished at last among the rocks

of the canyon, and the Kid’s mocking
laugh follox wed. '

guess EFm through with that
bunch {7 chuckled the Xid. “I reckon

that Butt won't pull rein this side of
Salt Ticl, He won't if he knows wheres
Tgr PoPULAR.—No. 484
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he's healthy. Tle was sure going like
he was sent {or.

And the Kid clambered down from
the meza and stepped ont for the arrovo
where hte had cached his mustang.

e was ihrough with that hunch now.
and he rode on the south-western trail
without wasting a further thonght on
them, Even the Rio Kid, keen as he
was. was liable to make misiakes. Two
of the bunch would never trouble him
or any man again; and Dave DBurt had
fled for his life, with the fear of death
in the very marcow of his bones.  Buf,
if he had only kuown it, the Kid was
not done with the man from Sali Lick,
though he dismizssed him from hiz mind
as he vode away, with the Gila Moun-
tatns on the skyline hefore him.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Jornada de la Muerte !

T was o fresh trail, and it was e
trail of a man on foot. Eyes less
keen than the Kid’s wounld noi
have picked it up at all, for the

hifting sand of ihe Red Desert covered
wost of it in the hot wind. But the
slightest sign was enough for the Rio
Kid. He was curious ar first, and then
he was interested; and then he realised,
with a laugh, that he was falling into
lys old way again, minding somchody
<lse’s husines: instead of his own.

Standing there beside his mustang on

e edge of the decrt, among 1he
serubby  yuecas and tus, the Iid
stared at the telliale <ign and «Pepn
the dezovi with his evas,.

A

The Jovrney of Death lay before him,
and the Kid did not want to tread that
desert warked by the bleached bones of
men and horses, where even the gaunt
prairio wolf starved for prey. - He did
not want to face heat and dust and sting-
ing thes and thirst and a likely death;
his way lay eclsewhere. But he knew
that hie was going into the desert.

Joinada de Ja Muerte was the old
Spanish name for the desert in the days
when New Mexico was a province of
Old Mexico, and both were ruled by
the Spaniard.. These days were long
pua~t. New Mexico, Arizona, California
had been wresied by the Anglo-Saxon
from the descendants of the old Spanish
conquerors.  That they had once been
Mexican territory, and grasped away by
the strong hand, was almost forgotten.
But the old name of the desert survived
—Jornada de la Muerte—the Journey of
Death—though it was named also the
Red Desert.”  Tew cared to tread its
hali-oblitcrated irails, to face its burn-
ing winds. The Rio Kid did not caro
to do so, if he conld have helped it
But that etrack decided the matter for
L.

Some man had ivod ihere—trod away
the trackless desert—on  foot!

The Kid knew why,

‘Uhe man, whoever he was, had lost
his horse; the beast had died, perhaps,
under the hardship of a hard trail. On
foor, the man was secking to keep on.
Bur the Kid gues:ed that he was hard
hii; for obviously he had lost his {rail.
No man in his senses wouhl have gone

THE LAST OF THE QUNMAN ! ] got you ! " the gunman was yeliing aw

the Kid stole up.
were Dave Butt’s last words.

Tar Parrrar.—No, 484,

‘* You wiped out my pards, but 1 got you at-tast !’

They

The Kid’'s six-gun rogred, and the gunman
spun round and fell heavily §

(Sve Chudfiter 5.)

| gallop.

s

into the desert on foof; and 1iiis man
whose sign he was roading, was on foo
in the desert. 'The man was lost.  Dead
alrcady, perhaps, in the burning sup
the prey of the coyotes and the sopilotes,
But that track touched the  Kid
strangely. If the poor wreteh il
lived, staggering on his way afoor, Inlp
less and doomed, the XKid was< r: ih.
man to pass him by unaided.

He sighed.  He did not want 15 ridge
the Jornada de la Muecrte,

“You never was a galoot for mindine
vour own business, Kid!” Lo told hia..
=¢lf bantcringly. *“Comc an, old hoss!

Much against the grain. but withow
hesitation, the Kid pushed on inlo the
Red Desert.

_His mustang went at a walk, the Kid,
sitting in the saddle, picking up zigu
here and there with a keen eye. -

The trail was fairly fresh, or the dnw
and sand would have blotted it out.
Most of it, indeed, was hlotted; but Sighn
cnough yemained to guide tho Kid.
Mile after mile the black-mnzzled
mustang trod across the sandy waste,
where so many a man and beast, had
fallen by the way and perished of thirst
Nothing lived in the desert but the
sharp “yuccas, the prickly cuctus, and
myriad of stinging flics.

The XKid puzzled over it.  The
wanderer whom he was secking murt
have been out of his senses, he figured,
Or why had he taken the most fatal
direction of all that lay open to him®
Sunstroke, perbaps; or the madness thar
cemes of suffering and sclitude. What
ever it was, the Kid was going to find
him and help him,

" Great snakes!?
stddenly,

He shaded his eyes vith his hand and
stared heforn him.,

The Mm. dusty desert far abead had
vanished from his view, and, in place
of dust and sand end spear-like yheea,
he saw a pleasant, green valley, with
giant ceibas casting a  gratofel shade
over rmonig waters.

The Kid’s face lighted up.

The sight was comforting, as well as
amazing, in  the heart of the futal
desert. .

“Come up, old hos

The Kid urged on his mustang 1o a
He was sarprised, indeed. that

the Xid cjaculared

"

* the horse did not break into a gallap of

. his own accord.

The sight of that vool

“and smiling valley, wirh its glistening

i mustang as it attracted the Wid.
Cthe mustang seemed

the
Bt
not 1o heed i,
though he obeyed the urging of his rider
and galloped onward.

The Kid understood new why i
lonely wandever, whose track he was
following, had plunged inio the desert.
From afar, doubtloss, the unknown
man had seen that glocious sight of
verdure, and had headed for it on foot.
after bis horse had fallen by the way.
The Kid fully expected to find him
ander the shade of the ceibas by the
Hlowing stream.

And then, with a suddenness that was
dazing, the stream, the ceiba-trees, the
green valley vanished like the vision of
a dream.

stream,  should have attracted

The Kid stopped, and  rubbed  his
Ccyes.

Was he dreaming? N

A minute hefore thaw smiling ver-

dure had been spreasd before his sight.
seemingly only a mile or ~o distant.
Now the barren desert stintehed  for
mile on wile—barren, urid, fatal.
* Jornsalem !” murmnred the Kid.
1o knew now why that pleasant
stream had not atiracted his mustang.
* Mirage!”
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~down beside the man.
(Sce Chapier 3.)

The Kid snapped his teeth.

The Rio Kid, an old hund of the
plains and the deserts, had  Dbeen
deceived by the desert mirage. like the
veriest- tenderfoot. )

The next moment he laughed aloud.

“You-durned gink?’ he said to him-
self. “You sure want to learn your
way about, you pesky locoed geck! Jost
o mirage!”

1t was ouly a mirage, and it had
vauished.  Only the barren desert fay
around the Kid. )

But the vision.had eunlightened him.

Doubtless the lonely wanderer had
been led on by the mirvage, even as the
experienced Kid had  Dbeen.  That
accounted for the apparent madness of
the mau in entering the trackless waste
on_foot,. )

In that hurried gallop  aftev  the

mirage the Kid had lost. the faint,
almost inpereeptible sign he Lad been
following. .
- He could have tried back and picked
it up again; but there was. no need.
The Kid knew all the signs of the
desert, and from where he had halted
a now sign told him its own tale.

TFrom the blue sky a black, foating
figure dropped to the earth. Tt was a
zopiloic—a black valturc.

Here and there, wingiag throvgh the
blue, came other black wings. some of
them mere specks in the distance,

The scavengers of the desert
gathering to a feast.

It might have been the hody of some
desert wolf that drew them, but the
Kid guessed now that he knew where io
look for the wandever.

He turned his mustaung towards the
spot, half a mile distant, where the
black vulturc had dropped to carth.

There he would find the prey ihat
drew the carrion birds from afar.

If it was the man he sought, Le was

were

not vet dead, or the obscene birds
would have rcached the spot hefore
this. At i1he last gasp, the Kid

A VICTIM OF THE DESERT ! With a slash of his
quirt, the Kid drove the vultures away, and kneit
Two wild eyes stared up
at him. “All In, 1 guess!’” muttered the Kid.

veckoned.  The valtures knew they had
only to wait. . ; .

He rode up at a gallop, and sighted
three hideous black vulturcs sitting on
the sand, waiching. Within a few feet
of them lay a mian, and their red cyes
were fixed upon bim.

With a slash of his quirt ithe Kid
drove the vultures, eroaking and cack-
ling, away, and-leaped from his horse.

Ife bad found his man,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
_The Qambusino !

« LL in, T guess.”
The Rio Kid knelt beside

tho man who lay on the
barren carth, unsheltered in
the blaze of the sun.

Two wild eyes stared ai him without
comprehension.  The man was in the
grip of deliriuns.

1t was cvident that he was utterly
spent.  His lips were dry and black
with thirst; his -water-bottle lay empty
at his side. . Dust covered him like a
garment.  Wild words babbled from his
lips; and among tho disjointed words
the Kid cauglit one repeated again and
again. co .

“Qro! El oro—el oro!” .

“Gold ¥ murmured the Kid.

The man was a Mexican; his swarthy
face and black hair, and his babbling
in the Spanish tongue, showed as much.
A prospector for gold—a gambusino. As
he lay in deliriuin he babbled of the
gold he had sought in the rocky sierra
and the arid desert—the gold he had
perhaps found. Ho was a man past
middle life; a gambusino of experience,
and yet he had been led astray by the
mirage of the desert. The Kid placed
his own water-bottle to the dry, parched
lips, and the man swallowed the water
with avidity.  Still he babbled and
babbled of gold.

The Kid fed Lim <1)af~ix)gly' with

waler; it was dangerons to give too
much at once to a man dying of thirst.
He bathed the blazing face—sparingly,
too, for water was precious. The Kid
had but his bottle, and he was many.
miles from water. . The black-muzzled
mustang was panting with thirst, his
throat caked with the hot dust of tho
desert; the Kid himself was athirst. But
for his horse and himself there was no
drink; he needed it all for the hapless
wanderer who had sunk down there to
die, under the waiching cyes of the
black vultures. - LT
“1 gness wo want to ywet out of this,
feller,” the Kid remarked. :
He lifted him from the carth
to a sitting posture. To place him
on the mustang, and lead him away,

all Kid could do;

He would strike

ihat the

was
it was death to linger.
water in iime to save the gambusino’s
life and his own—at lcast, he hoped so.
A beavy sack hung by straps over the
man’s back—heavy and- elinking. * Tho
Kid marvelled as he saw it. Stagger-

ing {rom weskness as the man must
hiave been before he fell, he had not
abandoned that heavy sack..
“Specimens from a strike, I reckon,”
the Kid remarked. .
. The Kid detached the- leaihern sack;
it weighed not less than twenty pounds.
The neck of it was secured by o loose
cord; it came half-open as the Xid Jifted
it to the horse’s back. A yellow glcam
struck his eyes. T,
“Jorusalem! NuggetsP”
The Kid stared into the sack. )
It was .crammed, not with rough
specimens of pay rock, as ho had sur-
mised, but with gold * nvggeis—gold,

almost pure, with little rock. No
wonder  the Meoxican fs.mbusmo was
babbling of “orvo.” = Hc had struck it

rich, and the gold in the sack was
worth thousands of dollars. _.

The Kid drew a quick, deep breath.

There was & fortune in his hand, qnd'
the man to whom it belonged lay dying
at his feet—dying, if the Kid did not
save him.

The Kid’s laugh rang out strangely
on uie silent desert.

Ho was not tempted. That sort of
temptation did not appeal to the Rio
Kid, wild as was his reputation in his
own country. :

He hung the sack of nuggets on the
saddle-bow, and then lifted the Mexican
into the saddle.

Taking a grip on {ho man to keep
him there, the Kid spoke to his mustang
and trod away. - )

The “sun . blazed down on him.- Tho
dust rose in clouds under- his feet and

TrE PoPunan.—No. 484,
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the hovse's hoofs. Belind nmL the vul-
tures croaked auct cackicd thely disap-
pointment,

It was a weary trail.

Hour after hour the Kid i :
tramping back tho way he nad ridden,
but on foot the way was long and
weary. He stopped at tlme” to moisten
the babbling man's lips w LTh water,
never his own. The chi was hardy: he
Lnew how to suffer and be =1Ient The
man was a Mexican, and the Texas
puncher had no love for Mexicans. The
man was a stranger, and the Xid was
libtle interested m strangers.  But he
was going to save the gambasino, and
set him on his way d"dln with his gold
safe in bLis sack, ov dic in rhe dezert by
his side.

swped on,

Well was that tm.\J desert named the:

Journey of Death! Had he had but a
few more miles to cover, the Kid knew
that he would never have done it ahve;

without abandoning the man who
furched in the saddle, supported only

by the Kid's strong avm. Aund baving
once befriended hin, the Kid could not
abandoun him; that was not te be
thought of, and he did not think of it.
Tile after ‘mile, dusty and deadly, under
bvmmv heat, stung by flies, choked

dust, parched. with thirst, the hardy
Kid uamp ed on. with an aching arm

Liolding the babbling gambusine in the
saddle.

The Kid was almost sinking wheun he
left the dust and blaze of The desert
behind hiny, and led his horse into a
canyon of the Gila monntaing, on the

edge of the desert.  The bmmng sun
was sinking low, ‘umom touching the
vim of the deser in the west, blazing
like a ball of red five in the steoly blue,

Jut the Kid did not halt. His last
drop of water had been given to the
delirious gambusino, and he dared wvot
halt till he struck wafer

‘'HE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Dave Butt's Last Shet !

¥ W IGH over the Gila mountains and
the Gila desevt, the full round

moont  soared. Clear  white

light fell in deep canyon and
vocky aroyo; and it fell upon a camp
amonyg brown rocks, wheve a tiny spring
bubblod and spread verdare for a little
distance. By the spring grew trees and
thickets, a spot of life in the barren
rocky canyoul The Kid had struck
water there ai midnight, and there he
had camped. His horse had drunk deep,
and lain down to sleep in the shadows;
on the Kid’s blankets the gambusino
lay, silent now. The delirinm had
passed, and the man was sleeping.

Tiie Rio Kid had lighted a camp-
fire, of wood from the thicket. 'The
nifrhx was cold in the mountains,

He sat with his back to a big
his feet to the fire, watching the
ing man. The man had been
and the Kid was ready
when he wakened.

The wild, dark oyes opeuned in
moonlight.

“Agual”

The Mexican spoke falntly.

The Kid placed a pannikin of water
to his hp The \It,\lulu drank
cagerly, and lay back on tho blankets.
His black eyes were fixed on the Kid.
The man was hlmseh again now, and
his strength was returning. The Kid
could sce that lie was puulbd and he
\mlled

‘I veckon I picked you up ycn der
in hm Jovnada de la Muerte,” the Kid
L“\p)dlh
Gringo !V

1

OVTULAR.—No. 4384,

vock,
sleep-
rring,
to tend him

the

Mesican.

mutteved fhe
<

“You have
desert! Miid
in English now.

“Correct !” :

“Gracias! I had had not water for
two days—my horse fell and died; and
then—it was the mirage,” said the
ﬂuvbu\mo in a low voice. “I was led
by the nwiz'ave—~vet I might have died
in the mountains, as my horse died.
You have found—you have seen ?
He broke off, his black eyes wandering
to and fro, and tho Kid knew of what
he was thinking.

The Xid plcde up the heavy
and pushed it towards him.

The Mexican’s eyes glinted.

“You know what in
senorito?”

The Kid 1a.ughod,

“Sure! You've struck ii
back in the sierra, I guess e
“The gold was vours to take—I was
dying in the desert,” muttered the
gambusino, eyeing him in  wonder.
“You saved my life, and you give me
back my gold.”

« I‘mgd, it, feller!” grinned the Kid.
“You ain't bmted 1nt0 a rustler or a
hold-up man, suve.”

The gambusino lay silent for a long
time, his black eyes fixed strangely on
the XKid.

He spoke again at la

*You are right, senor: I have struck
it rich in the sierra., And xou——\\hat
are you doing hele in the desert?”

“I reckon YT'm heading for the
mines,” answered the Xid. “I'm goin’
to try my luck prospecting!”

“You are a Gringo, and I am
Mexicano, ’said the man in the blankets.
“But you have saved me. Half of what
I have shall be yours.”

The Kid shiook his head.

“Yorget it!” he answered.

“But I am in earnest,senor,” said the
gambusino. “Y have a fortu in this
de‘\ and in the Golden Canyon is the
mine I have found. I ha\c the map
in my beli—without that even Y should
never find 1t again—a lonely Lanxon on
the border of the Jornada de la Muerte.
It is the richest strike ever made in
Arizona.” His eves gleamed: 1 shall
and wvou shall be

sack

15 that sack.

righi way

be rich, senor, rich
for saving e hom the vultures of the
desert. Amls

He stretched ouL hiz hand, aund the

Kid took it lightly. He had not
expected much gummde from a
Greaser; and it was not in the Kid’s

mind to accept the generous offer the
gambusino had made. The Kid wanted
no reward for what he had done.

But he smiled cheerily.

“A_migo‘: " he assented. “I reckon
yowd better get some sleep now, and
in the mormng we'll hit the trail for
Los Pinos.”

The Mexican nodded.

He lay down in the blankets again,
and the Kid retired to his resting-place
Ey the vock on the other side of the

re,

The night was cold; but the Kid had
thought nothmg of giving up his
blankets to the man who was stilt weak
from his terrible experience.

The Kid slept.

It was a stirring of his wustang that
awakened him, and he az‘.akcned \u”)
all his senses on the alert, and hiz hand
on a six-gun.

rp ving of o wvifle rolled like
thunder through the silence of the
canyon, .
There
Mexican,
‘M\ the fires
“Trampling [eet

was a faint cry  from the
volled in the Kid's blankets
One cry; and silence!
rang on the rocks.

haggard

hgi o
azing

,b»

poed nal.
ishad into the
His face wa

Ab
with lor
of the cunp “fire.
“nh trivmph.

“I got you at lasi, puz;ch»’-r‘
Dave Butt.

For an instant, the Rio Kid lay sfill
in the shadow of the rock beside his
mustang. It was Dave Butt, the gun-
man of Salt Lick:; and he had trailed
down the Rio Kid—the Kid who had
almost forgotten his existence, For
long days and nights the gunman had
been on the trail, and the glare of the
camp-five, cudcnt ¥. had drawn him to
the camp in the canyon; and he had
shot the sleeping man in the blankets
from cover before he rushied into the
camp. The Xid's teetir set hard—
eudonth the gunman knew nothing
of his companion, and ke had shot the

velled

sleeping Mexican in mistake for the
Kid.

“Y got you!” the gunman was
velling.  “You \\ipod cut my pards,

you uumod puntcher, bui I got you at
iast.’
They were Dave Butr's

Bang!

The Rio Kid's six-gun roared, and
the gunman spun round and {fell
heavily on the vocks, dead before he

touched the ground.
“You durned gink
savagely.
He sprang up and ran across to the
Mexican. ’

sheuted the Eid

ambusine was
elbow, staring at the
lay in the moonhrrht
deadly shite.

“You're hi

b
¢
02

Kid.

panted the

face was ablaze with rage; had Da\v
Butt had a hondred lives,  the
would have tal\en them all at

moment.
The gambusino groaned.
“1 am struck to death, senor!” .
The Kid knew it. He knew that the

gunman had waited and watched, and
dwelt on his aiw, and taken every
cunning care, befo },c &hov'ed himself.
He had trailed down me Rio Kid, but
it was a stranger who had fallen to
his bullet; and the gunman’s life had
paid for it. DBut the lif“ was ebbing

from the face of the gammbusiuo,

The Xid knelt beside hlm—he Would
have exawmined the wound, mou\,“ “ho
knew it was useless.

The gambusino made a gosture,

“It 15 useless, senor! Adios! You
saved mo—bhuat it was my fate to die in
the sierra! There Is noro of mwy blood
to survive me—iake the sack—take the
map from my belt—I1 give you all—=""

Hiz voice trailed away.

. . N . . . .

In the light of dawn, the Rio Kid
made a grave of rocks for the Mexican
gambusino, whose life he had saved
in the desert, and who had so strangely
and terribly saved the Kid‘s life in his
turn, With a clouded face the Kid
mounted his mustang -and rode out of
the canyon, In the vising sunlight, the
desert streiched before his guze. the
Jornada de la DMuerte, fatal to so
many—almost fatal to the Rio Xid.
With a black brow "he gazed over the
desert, hating it as if & weve a Ii
enemy; but he curned his back
at last, and rode aw

¥ on it
away, grim and silent
through the echoing hills ’

THY EXND.

{(The Rio Kid scis out in search

of the
Golden C(vnr/on

ut many obstacles lic

in his p(u'n before i:c strikes gold. See
nexé week ale of this omazing
hoy. o : “THE RIO

KID'S BO:




