3:
ey

PIAYED. SIR/




THE KID IN BOT WA

there is no rest for the Kid. There is,
out his bright future !

This week:

 THE HIDDEN HAND!”

THE FIiRST CHAPTER.
Whipped !
HAT the Ric Kid was Luniing

E trouble, xno one would have

guessed from his looks.

-He leaned his elbows on the
bar in Cassidy’s place in Los Pinos, and
surveyed the crowded saloon with a
smile on his tanned face.

Occasionally e sipped at the gl
lemonade that stood on the lead counter
at his side.

Hardly a raan in Los Pinos tool
drinks; it was seldom that Cassidy
his bar:tenders were asked to. pass any-
thing of the sort across the bsr.
Indeed, it was scarcely safe for & man
to ask for soft drinks in Cassidy’s.
Such a sign of softness was liable to
draw upon him rough je =z, likels
enough to be followed by rough hand-
Iing. But the Rio Kid never took any-
thing else, and the Los Pinos men knew
better than to jeer him.  The boy
puncher who disdained whisky, and
sipped lemonade in the sight of all the
town, had shot up Two-zun Peters, the
most dreaded gunman in Yos Pinos;
after which Le could drink anythine he
pleased without adverse comment, TFor
the id, cheery !
looked,

packed

wanted them;
he could shoot

u Peters on

in the Red

» soft drink

eibow, he was

to turn his face away before
grinned.

The Kid had his aquirt under his arm.
Tn his chaps and high-heeled boots and
clinking spurs, the Kid looked the cow-
puncher he was—and unot at all the suc-
sful mine-owner that he also was. A
d puncher from s they called him

in  Los Pinos—Kid Carfax of the
Gambusino Mine—ncver dreaming that
Lo had been known ng  the Rio

Grande as the Rio Kid, with a price

on his handsome head. Los Pincs, in
the mountains of Avizona, was a far

cry from Texas; and the ¥id had left
hiz name and his fame behind him on
the other zide of New Mexico.

He had vesolved fo feave trouhle and

gun-play behind him, too, if le counld;
but that had been in hix power,
Trouble haunt the footsteps of the
Rio Kid, And, in :pitc of his careless
manner his pl smile Kid
was hunting mere trouble at s very

moment, and that with the
ful man in Los Pincs—Jas Drew, the
agent  of the Arizona Consolidated
Crold-Mining Company of Tombstone.
The mills in Los Pinos  had closed
down for the day. zave for the grave-
vard shift at the Yellow Dog Mine,
which kept on an u ing roar. Men
from the mines crov in at the Red
Eye saloon, rough men from the stamp
mills, rvough teamsters from the trails;
s mien in store
on Main Street,

105t power-

and
oshes from the offic:
loafers and loungers of all sorts. A
motley erowd. Rube MeCoy, the town
marshal, stood looking at the faro lay-
out, which it was his duty as town

mavrshal to suppress—: r that Ml
never dreamed PN
faro lay-out did not tempt the Rio Kid,
He was a rich man now, since hs had
'k the G ino DMine in Golden

The Rio Kid, ‘ :
miner, looks round to enjoy lite,
in faci, a whole thunder-storm of trouble blotting

BOY OUTLAW,

‘portant a man ito be left

13

a successful golds
But

now

THE RIOG KID,

a gaming table. The rest of the crowd
were at the Red Eye for pleasure—or
what they called pleasure—but the Kid
was there on business, And occasion-
ally Le glanced up at the big gilt clock
over Cassidy’s bar. At nine o'clock
Jas Drew wag accustomed to lounge
into the Red Bye; and it was close on
nine now.

There was 2 stir and & rurmur when
the agent of the Arizona Con appeared
in the dporway, and the Kid's cyes
glinted.

Jasper Drew, slim and well-dreszed in
store clothes, with the whitest boiled
shirt in Los Pinos, sauntered in. His
hard, keen face was almost expression-
but little

of
|4

less, as it gonerally was; : |
interest as he seemed to take in -his
surroundings, few things escaped his

keen eyes. Almost his firsi glance fell
upon the boy puncher idling at the bar,
and a gleam shot into his black eyes
for a second. Bub he took no open heed
of the Kid’s .presencc; certainly he
never dreamed that Kid Carfax had
come there speeially to hunt for trouble
with him. Men made way for the
agent, svho controlled Dalf the mines
in the vicinity of Loz Pinos, and whose
company “owned most of the buildings
in the town. ;

Jas Drew’s word was law in Loz
Pinos. He ran the town, and he ran
the town marshal: and if he was hated
and feared miore than he was liked, at
least no one ventured to display hatred
openly. Slim, well-dressed, debonair,
quiet in his manners, the agent carried
no gun that could be seen; but somg
knew that he packed @ six-shooter in
his breast-pocket, and that on occasion
he could draw as fast ag any gunmal.
in the mountains,

Drew was greeted o all sides, and
he nodded to many acquaintances as ho
strolled across to the bar. Cassidy
hurried to serve hira—he was too 1m-
to a bar-

tender. )

The agent leaned an eibow on the
lead har, and glanced over the motley
azcombly in the saloon. nuietly, bat with

) Trx PorULar,—No. 487,



14 THE LEADING BCYS

STORY PAPER.

he surveyed. And the Rio Kid
neelf from the bay) rm*,[u
his ltmonadc, and
to where the agent stood, his
r cool and cme!eba, but a moec
1zw gleam in his eye, : 3
uneler his arm ready to s
his hand.

< Byenin’, feller!” said the Kid.

AH eyws were upon him gb onee.

oasper Drew bm.m_ctl at him.

¥e gave a brief nod, without answes-
ing thc greeting.

“I suwess Dve ridden into town io
gpoak “to- you, hombre,” went on the
owner of the ()fmmusmo Mine.

Drew raised his eye
' Blﬂmpss [ -

i

“(;oxm. to my ofice to-morrow y

said  Drew. “I don’t do business in
here in- the evening, Pm)crwl.
I guess my businé \»cn towa
1 guess it must wait.
“That's where you ahp up on ig,”
declared the Rio Kid. “Fact is, I want
ail ithese galoots to hear my DLusiness
with you, Jas Drow.”

There was a buzz of voices
gfzthcrmg round. Poker games stopped
at the little tables; even “the dealer at
the faro lay-out paused as the players
ied from the game io stare at the
two men at the bar. It was seen ab
onze that Kid Carfax was looking for
trnublc,‘—amd it almost took away the
breathr of the Red Eye crowd. There

and a

ware “bad ” men in Los Pinos, plenty
of them; but the most reckless of the

bunch never sought for treuble with the
agent of the Arizona Con.  And this

:‘:!QRSE-WHIPPED iN FUBL!C The next moment the Kid’s
e agent, and the heavy quirt lashed through the air.
rew struggled and squirmed like a wildcat, but in tha Wi

grasp he was powarloss,

Jasper D

Tire I’OrLLAR.—\’o 487.

mni:“ﬂmblu a.h of being monavch

a3 was asking for

«ino \Imc ono ud'\, dnd madc e an
o \a'd the Kld

the Lon \vautnd to va \\Cl"
mees with accidents.”

{2 man to hcave a donick on my cabeza,
‘nt mmhd tamtly.

» You l‘ﬁrcd greaser (o shool me up in

said the Kid dgrcnab!\
that I came mlﬂhw near
er a ka; ing roc kP

and gave the Kid no
the ‘Kid’s volce went o

*After that a grea
at mo at the door of my hou
was sure a close ¢all”

No sign from Drew.

“Then this very

Drew’s eyes 21&,'—11:10(}.
“So I ﬁmue it ou

'OI /& Cowpune LIL‘

grip was upon

(Sez Chapter 1.3

know-
hout y-m.x accidents, My,
ed Drsw cox“u.n ntuously.

od,
s no galoot has ever heen able

he Kid la
“I eu

3 g«i@ ihe goods on the Avizona Cou,
i Mr. Drew, so far as legal proofs go.

The facts are enough for me. You put

niy owi

. and- you sentf s ounman
- Yowre a double-crosser,
and a yellow hound! Gei

The woeds were barvely out of the
Kid’s mouth when there was a surging
back of the crov cut of the line of
“For a tenth part so much offence
Loz Pinos knew that Jas Drew would
shcot ~ & man  dead in  his -tracks.
onishinent at the defiance scemed o
hold  the agent dwnb and «till for a
second. Then bis hand flashed into the

reast of his coat.

The hidden revolver o
cas fired almost in the sam:
Bm, the Kid knew wi
him,

Iie did not-tovch o gun. ¢ had not
come to '!w Red Eve for gui- Dlav H1~
up, arm the gun \\ent spin:
fx_om the agent’s hand even as the
was pulled. The bullet crashed
he ceiling ; the gun cianged on tho

¥or a moment the 're,nt stood!
‘med, panting, glaring af the Kid,
mask . of cahm‘ CompleLel\'
dzopn“d his 1 convulsed  wit)
The next moment the Kid’s grip
o lim, and the agent was

oul, and
moment.

l”ll”

strugg.

5 Hng, Bot the grip of the puncher
Irom Texas was like iron. and the ageut

crumpled up in it, and the heavy quirty
in the Kid's »ight hand rese and felt
with fierco lashes.
Lash, lash. las
Jaspar Dy

and siragpicd
and fought like i-cal, but the fHevee
vain of blows LC”t”X d without a pause.

There was a rouar in the Red Eve, "
g oven ibe tdrinks on
forgoiten siow.  With
Los Pinos men
owded rouid, gazing spelibound at the
seone. Jas Dre the most powerfal
man in the Los Pinos valley, the boss
of the trown i ihe dhcuu wWas
crumpling and ng in the grasp
inking and howl-

ing under a v
3 v \\"4

.l.he ]_xid was not smiling now; his
handsomie face was hard and set. He
las shed and lashed again without moerey.
The heavy cattle-whip fairly rang
the \q*.mmmg, velling man. Cassidy
stared across the bar like a man in a
dream.  The erowd had fallen silent;
7“(‘ on with eyes almost bulging.

s hand sought a ;va, but he dul
nof dmw i, Tt would have been difii-

‘cuib to shoot without as much risk of

gent as the Kid: and even
the town mavshal, oo, dared not out-
rage 1 Mic opinion too far. There was
iit,ik law in Los Pincs; bub thexe was
I¥nch law jor a man who shot down a
pilgrim unay \Td oy locked on
grimiy. AMingled with ihe smazement
in many faces was a grim satisfaction :
Jas Drew was feared, and no man dared
to 55 him, but e had more secrcs
enamics 'cna- in the Crowd.
There were many who were giad (9 sce

hitting the
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the puncher “beat up”
the man who held Los
Pings in the hollow of
his hand. ’

Jas Drew was
screaming  now, help-
less in the puncher’s
iron grip, dazed and
tortured by the rain of
blows from the heavy
quirt,

The Kid fung . him
away at last, and he
crumpled up  against
e bar, panting, ex-
rausted;,  white as  a
sheet, helpless.

The K‘id’s eyes wers

Q O sim.
“1 guess you've got
what was. coming  to
you, Jas Drew,” e

sald quietly and clear-
Iy.. “If you woant gun-
play you know where
to find me, and you'll
Hnd me home. 1
gucss I've warned you .
now not to set any of
your hired killers after
ime; and you. can chew
on it that you’l never
got hold of the Gani-
busino. Mine; I guess
I’d blow it sky-high N
before T'd let the Arizona Con zot o
grip on it.”

The Kid's quirt
again now; his hahds hung lcose ne
the walnut butts of his low-slung guns.
He was ready for gun-play if Drow’s
friends chose to chip in.”  But not a
hand was raised. It was vemembered
only too wéll how Two-gun Peters had
gone down nndeér the Kid’s fire in ihe
Red Eye.” The Kid glanced round and
smiled. )

“@Gents, the circus is over! I want
all Los Pinos to know that that lobo-
wolf Drew sent his hired killers on my
trail, and T've quirted him as a warn-
ing to let up on that game. Gents,
there’s the bar—and the drinks are on
we.”

The Kid tossed a bag of gold-dust on
the bar, and there was a crowding up
1o accept the invitation. Jas Drew
stagpered to his feet, his face colp\ less,
his eves burning, his mouth twiiching.
McCoy made a movement; his
pression was that the agent wanted to
borrow a gun. But Drew did not heed
him. Under the stare of all the saloon
he limped to the door, and a huzz of
amazement followed hirm.

“Taken water breathed Cassidy.
“Jas Drew’s taken watcr—afore o kid
puncher from Texas! Waal carvy me
home to die!” . )

And the Rio Xid rode bomeward to

ey
14y

W s Ulld()l’ }1i5 arm

e

‘his camp under the stars, humming a

inne, and . wondering whether the
trouble with the Arizona Con was over,
or whether it was only just beginning.

Kid’s {frame house, witli a desp

frown on his brow.

The Rio Kid, seated in a rocker by
the window that gave a view of the
camp, was cleaning a six-gun.

He glanced up at Jud and smiled.

“What’s wrong at the mnine, Jud?”

Jud Clay slumped into’ a:seat.

“Trouble,”- he said briefly. .

“You looked it,” smiled the Kid.

cin petering ont?” :
The toreman shook his head.
“I guess you can tell me, il my ten-

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Trouble at the Mine!
UD CLAY, foreman of the Gam-
busino Mine, tramped into the

THE KIR CLOSES HIS MINE!
notice on the wall !

NO HANDS| |
WANTEDL

- NO HANDS WANTED !

b oso slldired vesy as T
? grivned the Kid, © ess 1
that these surface i don’t

ys paie oub good ab deptin’
“There's nothing wrong with your
mine, My, Carfax,” said Jud. “Iv’s the

richest strike ever made in this pars of
Arizona, and the deeper we drive, the

richer the vein.”
‘Yon sure sing
d the Kid.
1o oatn’s that,” said Jud.
Lands.”
“Trouble with the mine
“Yop.?

a good tune, feller,”

The Kid looked frow {he window.

In a few short weeks a camp, almos
a town, had grown up facing the Gam-
busino Mine. A hundred or mers log
cabins  and shacl ‘o salooms, a
tluruber hotel, a b sinicth’s forge, a
store, and muny other buildings, ranged

t
1

along the canyon, where a. few shor
weeks before all had been solitary, 2
the Kid had fought the thief-
Apaches from the Red Desert. A
“boom 7 town in the mining country
does not take long to grow; and the
Gambusgino Dboom was ab its height.
Already the camp had a name, and was
on its way to becoming a town rivalling
Los Pincs itsell. A stammp mill was in
the course of consiruction; the Xid
aimed to do his own crushing, all the
more because he knew that Jss Drew
had ihe power to close the J.os Pinos
stamp nills against him if he cared.
Gold Brick was the name of the camp—
an allusion to the rich nuggets that were
constantly -taken out of the (Gambusino
Mine. Fifty men worked in the mine
fiow, and of all the half-hundred pot
one had any cause of complaini. Miners’
wages were high in the sierra; but the
Kid, growing richer day by day, paid
higher rates thanany other mine; twice
the men had demanded higher pay, and
the Kid had cornceded. i1t. Now he
wondered if the trouble mednt o fresh
demand; which
concede. Careless good-nature was very
casily mistaken for weakn snd thy
Kid did not mean to have his mine run
by anybody but himself.

. The Kid roticed now that the miners
were not ab work; they were gathered
in & crowd before the Gold Brick Hotel,
and a man in a red shirt, mounted on o

Y

3 “ This mine is closing down, Jud,” said the Kid.
The notice was pinned up for all Gold Brick to see and read :
(See Chapter 5.)

he did not” intend to

¢ Put up the
SHUT DOWN!

ing them.  Theio
that was elear; .
did " not seem con-

barre]l, was haran

was trouble brewiug,
but

the Rio Kid

ed,  Sometimes he thought that he',
ed on trouble, :
glanco  turned  bhack 1o the

troubled brow of the foreman.

“Spill i, Jud!” he said cheerily.

“1 guess it’s a strike.”

“What do they want now?” smiled
the  Kid.  “They’re  drawing  two
dollars a day mere than any mine erowd
at Los Pinos.”

“It’s the greaser.” :

“The greaser!” repeated the Kid. .

“That's it. -They sure allow they
won't have a greaser In this ecamp.”

* Feller that does the choves here?”

“Yep!”

The Kid lzughed. .

“That’s thin,” he said. “They was
to give trouble, and they’re hunti
for an excuse.” ' ' .

“Bure,” assented Jud Clay. “They've
been got at, of course... A man was beas
up last night and robbed, and they alle
that your greaser did it.”
_ “Jose hasn’t the grit io heat up w
jack-rabbit,” chuckled the IKid.

“That’s a cinch. Bui - they wans
trouble; and they allow that they won
handle” a Singlejack in the mine agin
till the greaser iz fired!??

The Kid's jaw squared.

“Who's stirring up the trouble?” lLe
asked. - -

“The ringleader’s Big IHank Carter:
put I guess there’s a man behind him
pulling the strings.”

“Jas Drew?”

“For sure.””

The Kid looked through the windew
again at Josc the Mezican, who was
rubbing down a horse. He smilad
grimly. Jose did the chores in the Kid's
frame house, and he was the most in-
.offensive greaser that the I{id had ever
seen. - .

“They’re coming to see you about if,
Mr. Carfax,” said Jud Clay. “They
allow you've got to fire the greaser.
"And if you five -him therc’ll be some-
thing else to-morrow. Drew's PUH“‘f}T
the strings, and he’s out for trouble. I

uess half the hands are in his pay
‘already; and the other half’s led by the
nose.  Work’s stopped at the mine,”

5

The Kid nodded ihoughtinhiy.
fie POPULAR.—Na. 487,
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is: THE LEADING BOYS
Since he had quirted the Arizoua back in Texas. Carter! Now yowve told  Big Hank stared at him, quite taken
Cousolidated agent at Los Pinos thereme the news, get ou:1 And chew on d.u&.(lx\. But the sullen looks of his fol-
had been no more accidents, no more | this—il there's amr shiooting in Gold i lowers were clearing. The bone of con-

trailing of Kid Carfax. Open hostility
seemed to have ceased. But tampering
Wlfh trm hands that worked at the Gam-
busino 3ine waz a new move, and it was
easy P-xo\wh to stir up trouble there.
“They’re coming !” said Jud, with a
ax:pmwd glance from the window,

“Let ’em come!” said the Kid.
‘The Gambusino men were coming
across to the house in a straggling

crowd. PBig Hank-Carter, the man  in
tr\ﬂ red shirt, led them.

The Kid lounged out into the oorch t
meet them.

Talto, youwuns!” he called out
lv, as the stnkm‘s came to a halt
sefore the -porch.  Jose the Mexican,
vith onc scared look at the crowd,
olted intoc the house like a rabbit into
a burrow.

O

123

The Gambusino crowd cyed the Kid

a3 he stood in the porch, smiling and
I-tempered.

i i fedc:=!" the Xid.

sal
>

strode forward.
“You've got to fire that grcaser

vours, My, Carfax!” he said.

The Kid's eyes gleamed.

“Got to?” he repeated.

¢ That’s the ticket! Wo allow that he
beat up a man last night. and we ain’t
gone on greasers, anyhow., We don't
want the man in C&mp and we sure
ain't letting him stay! You get me?”
I get ‘you!” assented

of

the  Kid.
“AWell, I ain’t sacking Jose, and you can
put that in your pipe and smoke 1t.”
There was a grow! from the crowd.
“Jose never beat up a man in his
life,” zaid the Kid. “Lu. if you've. gob
any ov idence, Land it out.
“I guess he never callod in any galoot

{0 see him doing if,” snorted Carter.
“He's & greascr, anvhom, and he's
vomcr

#1 guess not!

“You hear tlmt boys?”  roared
Cacter. “He's keemnw on that greaser

who beals up white men after dark
There was another growl. .
“You mean that, Mr. Carfax?”
manded Big Hank.
“Sure!’”” said the Xid coutemptuously.
**Then not a man handles a pick in the
m mn agin!”
“I guess you're not the only crowd
of xmgle]aek }mndlels in Ar170na“’ said
the Kid coolly. “Get out, if you choose;

de-

I can sure get o fresh crowd from Los
UIO 3.

You \\'on( geb nary a man from Los

Pinos,” said Carter. “That's all fixed

’\’Tr. Ca.rfa‘{ 1

up on \‘OLI

“IH cret a fmdx
; I have to bring ‘em in cais
irom Tombstone !”

There was a roar at that. The rough
crowd surged neares to the porch, and

th rcﬂuunn glances werc cast on the
Kid,

5 s .

The Xid stood without flinching. A

;(-omhd stile played over his handb\)me
ace

¥. _you. Carter, what has Jas
Drew pdld you for stirring up trouble at
my mine 7”7 he asked coolly.
“Is that greaser going "
Larter.
Nope.”
4 Iheu no man in Gold Brick handles
& pick again in the mine, and we sure
won't et any new cm\\d handle a pick,
either!” said Carter. “You bring vour
fresh crowd from Tombctom‘ 1\11 Ca
fax,
camp. You heal me shout!”
“Hearch me!” said the Kid chw;il“
guess I could hicar you if I was wa
Tag Porvrar.—No, 487.

roared

and there will be shooting in this:

but no other sign of Jose.

Brick, I can sure han d a gun myself,
and I shall be there when the fur bevun
to fly. Now git!”

“What 7 roared Big Ha
“GIet prated t with a
, : - s

gleam in his eres. “You surc malke mo

tived. Vumoosn the ranch, the whole
bmeh of you!

The Kid's hands d?‘op' od on his guns
and his eyes flashed me More than one
hand in the rough crowd had dropped on
a weavon ; but the flashi ing wlancL of the
Kid daunted then:, and :-lo\\l} the angry
crowd surged back, across the street to
the Gilt Kdge Saloon.

The Kid went back into the house. his
brow thoughtful. The Rio Kid was a
man of rvesource; but for the motuent,
at least, he did not see bow he was
going to counter this new move of the
Arizona Con.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Kid Puts His Foot Down!

Y OosE
3 The Xid shouted,
shouted in voin.
Jose, the greaser, always in-

dustrious at hh chores, prompt to obey
hisx master's (,a‘l. did not reply.

It was time for the Kid's dinner; and
he shouted thrice. Then he went to
look for the Mexican,

He did not find him.

The kitchen was vacant, the stove
cold. e looked in the Mexican's voom,
and saw signs there of hurried packing,
The Xid

burst into a laugh.
“Vamoosed. 1 reckoun.
The Kid cooked beans and bacon
his dinner with his own hands, as
had often done on the trail. Jud Flax
came in to dinner and found him thus

”

engaged. ;
“What's the matter ith  your
galoot ?” he asked, in surprize.
T “Te's beat it!” grinued the Kid. “I

guess that mob this. morning scmed him
stiff ; he figured that there would he a
necktie party if he stayed. I reckon he's
half-way to Mexico by this time.”
Jud whistled.
“T guess if he's
that erowd ov er g
“I'tl put ’em
grinned the Kid.

t lets down
7 he said.
r dinner,”

And after dinner the Kid strolled
across the street to the Giit Hdge
saloon, the headquarters of the strilers.

He found Big Hank Carter haranguing
his followers there, mounted on the
barrel outside the saloon. Carter was a
skilful hand at stirring up  labour
troubles, and the Kid casily guessed
that Jasper Drew had hired hun for
that very reason.

Dark fogks were turned on the Kid
as he came up. Many of the crowd were
in Drew’s pay: but the greater number
were led away bx the agitator’s rough
eloguence. Kid Carfax was g man who
backed up murdering greasers was the
burden of his song, and it was a popular
topic

That the Kid would submit te dicta-
tion in his own houschold Carter knew
Was very unukeh and for that reason
he fancied that e had the Kid in the
hollow of his hand. The Kid nodded
and smiled in response to the black
loo ks that greeted him. *

“I guess you-uns don’f
greaser in Gold Brick,” he
ve mozeved in to tell you k
'(‘ono' *“repeated Carfer.
“Lit out hLo he was sent for!”

want  my
remarked.

5 o
gone.

snaited

the Wid.  “If yowuns are tired of
trouble, you can get back to the mine.
That greaser sure will never be seen in

Cold B’. ek again!®™

tention was rnmow‘d the pretext for the

sirike was gone. Carter, with a single
glance round, saw that his hold on his
duyes was weakening.

“ I guess you kn\_w vou had to toe the
line, Mr. (/&rf he jeered. “I guess
I knew you'd sack the greaser and come
over to talk turkey to st

“You knew a lot, didn’t you?’
the Kid plea:.autly. “You-uns
up at the mine again?”

““Sure!” said a dozen voices.
“We got to have this straight firse,
said Carter. “You don't have no morc
greasers in this camp. My, Carfax. That

so. boys ?”
Thelﬂ was & bhoux’; of assent. -
“That goes,” said the Xid, with un-
diminished p‘oasantne “No more
greasers—if you boys want me to cook
my own bacon and beans, T’'ll sure do
it to oblige you.’

said
lining

There was a laugh at that.
“And no victimisation,” said Big
Hank. “ Every man that came ouf goes

back to his job.”

The Kid paused for a second. E
hands were aching to be.on the paid
agitator, to roll him off his rostrum,.
and beat him wvp. But it was only
a second that he paused.

“Frery man!” he assented.

“Meaning me?” persisted Carter.

“Sure!”

The strike

leader w $ at the end of
Lis resources. He was left not a single
pretext for trouble; and those in t} e
Gambusino crowd who were his dupes.
were already turning away from him.
The dozen or 50w ho like himself, were
in the pay of Jas Drew, looked to him
for guidance, There was nothing doing,
and he knew 1 most of the crowd
were already starting for the mine.
“It’s a cinch, then,” he said. “We-
only want fair play, Mr. Carfax.”
“I guess I know what you want,”
assented the XKid, and he turned his

back on Big Hank, and walked back
to his house

That. afternoon, - pick and shovel
clanged agairn in the deep, golden-

ribbed adit of the Gambusino Mine.

The trouble seemed to be over.

That i was not over, the Kid knew
only too well. Big Hank had lost the
first round; but he was not beaten. A
strike at the Gambusino Mine was the
card that Jas Drew was playing, from
his office on Main Street at Los Pinos;
and he was not likely to give up at
the first rebuff.

But for several days there was peace
at Gold Brick; the picks rang cheerily
in' the adit, the waggons stacked with
ore trundled away down the canyen to
Los Pinos and the stamp-mills,

The Kid wondered what the next
move would be; and in.the meantime,
he waited patieatly. The next move
was not long in coming. From Jud
Clay, he learned that Big Hank was
giving trouble in the mine; more and
more trouble and more and more in-
solence; till bzeakmg point came ab

Jdast, and one morning Big Hank lefi

the mine office sprawling, with Jud
Clay’s heavy boot behind him, and was
kicked all the way across the street

hefore the enraged foreman let up on
him. .

“I guess I had to fire him, My,
Carfax,” sald Jud. “He asked for it

a round dozen times afore I let fiy at

him.”

uess  so,” aszsented the Kid.
“That the next move in the game.
Man howla for houble and when he
gets it, and then the
whole bunch roar for a strike.”

e 0Q
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“That’s the tickef,” said Jud rue-

fully.” “Trouble’s coming.”
It did not take long to come. In

the red sunset, a crowd of griun-faced
men gathered before the Kid's frame
house, and roared for him to come out.
Carter was not with them this time;
the lead was taken by one of his asso-
clates, Di Roper. The Kid stepped
out cheerily.

“What's the
asked. i

“Vou figure that you can pob in a
foreman to kick a galoct across
street?”  demanded  Roper.
bunch has decided not to work under
that Jud Clay, not another stroke of
a singlejack. We want you to fire
-Jud Clay !

wp o B
said the Rio Kid.

“That goes! You fire Jud Clay, or
not a man steps into the CGambusino
AMine agin, and we sure won't let any
other galoots step in  either, Mr.
Carfax!”

The Kid laughed softiy.

“T reckon I've given you-uns all the
rope I'm letting out,” he said. *“Now
vou listen fo me a spell. I ain’t firing
Jud Clay, not if I know ir. Hank
Carter's fired and he stays fired. You're
ired too, Roper.”

“Me !

“You,” assented the Kid, “and every
man that isn’t on time in the morning.
in 1his bunch, will be fired the same.
Got that?”

There was a roar of wrath.

“Oh, get over to the Gilv Ldge,
vou want to howl like coyotes,” sald
the Rio Kid contemptuously. “Chew
on what I've said—every man who
stands off fo-morrow morning, stands
off for keeps. Ill close the mine dowsn
before I go back on that. Now git.”

With a deep growl of rage, the
~trikers surged away; and that even-
ing the fire-water flowed freely at the

WWOrry now,
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(ilt Edge saloon, and Big Hank
Carter and Roper harangued the

strikers till their throats were husky;
and at midnight a wild cowd gath-
ered outside the Kid’s frame house, and
there was a roar of angry volces, and
ihreats of burning him out. - Five or
<ix guns were fired, and bullets eracked
the windows. The Rio Kid gave no
sign; bub his gun was ready if the
mob should attempt to rush the house.
But the strikers stopped short of that,
and at a late hour they tramped away,
and there was quiet at last in Gold
Brick camp.

The Kid turned in then, and the
ywoisy erowd still buzzing at the Gilt
Iidge saloon would probably bave been
surprised had they seen how calm his
slumbers were. - The noise died away
at last; but before it died away, the
Rio Kid was sleeping as soundly as he
had ever slept in the old bunk-house
at the Double-Bar ranch. .

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
QGun Talk!

g §RIGHT and early in the moining

the Rio Kid turned out. After

an early breakfast, which he ate

with his usual good appetite, the
Kid walked acros: to the mine.

The mine office, and Judson Clay’s
dwelling, were the same building; a
timmber shack at the mouth of the
tunnel. The foreman grected the Kid
with 2 gloomy brow. Obviously, he
Lhad no expectation of seeing the hands
carn up to work that morning; neither
did he believe that the strike at tne
Gambusino Mine would be conducted
peaceably. All this was new to the
Kid, t adapting himself

Lol o e o
iG, TAacuga he Wwas

.mine office

to strange swrroundings very rapidly. 7
But Jud had besn throagh gold-miz
strikes  before—he 1} CroW
a.med with revolve
attacking mine buildin
unpopular mine oilicials
the branch of a tree;

it

up
had seen

he
Btate troops turn machine-guns on roar-

Mg mobs ot. {renzied scrieers, wid
that he knew of labour troubles in the
wild West occurred to his mind nos s
and darkened his brow with gloom.
Gold Brck w . lrom the JL:,,.A s
la_w«-it was fifteen miles from Tos

Pincs, and Los Pinos was a wild town
i pocket of Jas Drew of the
Arizopa  Consolidated ; Tty miics

away was the neavest sheriff who could
have afforded protecticn, and that
shonf wes Likely o o Lty
miles with his posse to keep order au
the Gambusine Mine. Not that the
Kid would bhave wanted it. He had
had too much trouble with sheriffs in
the old days, to think of calling on one

PoSiCTioy LiGS

for aid.

The cards werse stacked against the
Rio Kid,  Jus Drew, in his office in
Los Pinos, pulled the strings. In the

wild camps of ths Gila Mountains a
strike mob was Hable to turn info &
yuch mob at a moment’s notice, and
well Jud knew it.  He could not nnder-
the smiling cheeriness of the Rio
Kid as_the latter walked into the mine
office.  Jud had liitle expectation of
seeing the sun set that day, unless he
turned craven and rode away for his
skin, leaving his young boss to face the
music aione. And that the Gambusino
foreman did not think of doing.

“Any galoot on time, Jud?” the Kid
greeted.

“Nary a geleot.”

Then they mean
“You bet.”
The Kid stcod in the doorway of the
and loocked on the sunny
street. At a distance, ouiside the Gilt
Edge Saloon, a crowd was gathering.
Big Hank Carter was already on the
orator’s barrcel. Miners and loafers,
the workers and the scum of Gold
Brick, were gathering round him, listen-
ing to fierce and fiery words.

He had been fired—so ran his tale—
for standing up for the rights of labour.
Were the men of Gold Brick going to
tand by and see him wronged, vie-
timised?  An cnraged roar answered
him in the negative. Move than half
his hearers were honest, hard-working
men.  The word ‘“victimisation” was
enough to inflame their passions.
Loyalty to a comrade engaged them to
stand by a comradc whoe had been
victimised. It was easy for a cunning
trickster to play on the simple chivalrie
feelings of simple men. " The K
looked long and carnestly at the crowd
across the street, and notéd the grow-
ing execitement, and turned back at last
to his foreman.

“They're sure gettin® thelr mad up;
feller,” he remarked. *But it's got to
come to a grip. I gave them enough
rope, and if I gave them more it would
come to the same thing, .with a durned
skunk behind the scenes pulling the
wires to make them dance. The poor
fish reckon this is a strike. They"ll|
never tumble that they're being use
to help a big corporation get hold of
this mine, Jud, old scout, if you want

I
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to light out while the gomg's good, I
guess I shan’t hold 1t

The
head.

against you.”

shook his

TH

Gambusino foreman

you fire me. Mr. Carfax,
s Kid chuckled.
ary a fire, oid hoss.  Shu
dida* I pus o ball chrough
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Drew i

tead of quirting him? I guess
i been too casy for my own
but I sure hate to wipe
; I reckon I'll muake it
square h Mister Drew another time,
n ain't guitiing ?”

guess we'll pull through all right,”
the Kid confidently.  “They can

ous, and be durned to their
T'll get new men from Tomb-
stone, awnd shut down the mine (333
they come. And if they want to

damage the mine, Jud, I reckon they’il
have fo walk up my gun to do it.”

“Tm  with you, Mr. Carfax,” said
Jud. “And I guess Do the only man
in Gold Drick that is! Hoere they coma!”

There was a roar from the crowd
scrass the streel, o vraching of hal
dozen guns fired in the air, and then
the strike mob came across towards the
mine office In a surging crowd.

The Rio Kid stepped out to face
them. -
“You-"uns
queried

L
el &

coming back to work?”
miling. “T gue Juad
g ready to sign you on.”

There was a roar.

“You fired that Jud Clay?” shoutsd
Big Hank Carter.

*“Nope.”

“You going to fire him?”

“Not by a jugfall?

“Phen we'll have him out, and ride
him on a rail outer camp, and you arter:
him !” roared Carter. “ Rush the office,
boys!” :

There was a forward swipg of the
erowd, more than seventy men, with a
fringe of loafers behind, ready to enjoy
trouble, and join in any looting
that was started. Up from his holsters
flashed two six-guns in the grip of the
Rio Kid, and over the levelled barrels
his eyes gleamed like steel. N

“Go slow ! he rapped.

“Vou burn powder here, and we'll
lyneh you and vour foreman along with
you I’ roared Big Hank.

“Git!”  said  the - Kid. “You're
standing on my property, and if you
ain’t here to work you're trespassing.
(:it, before I pull trigger and let day-
light through the whole buich of you [

Behind the Kid stood Jud, with a
Winchester in his hands. But 1t was
the flashing eyes and levelled guns of
the Kid that daunted the mob. They
ceased to surge on. They backed—and
thev backed farther, Their  leaders
could have led them on in face of the
threatening guns, but their leaders were
“iwise ” to it that they would get the
Grst lead that flew, and they backed
faster than their followers. There was
a wild swayiug, and furious hesitation,
and then the swhole mob surged away
across the strect, yelling as they went;
and the Xid smiled and dropped. his
guns back into their holsters. He had
stalled off the attack on the mine—for
the present, at least. .

“Them galocts sure dou't like gun-
talk, Jud.” he chuckled. “This mine &
closed down, feller. Put up the notice
on the wall.” - .

Ten minutes later there was a notice

on the wall for a!l Gold Brick to read :

«“SHUT DOWN! NO HANDS
WANTED
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It was oil to the flames, and all day
long a wild mob paraded and roared in
the camp; and every man knew th-?,"
when night came there would be wild
work in the Golden Canyon.
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