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FTHEE RID KID AT BAYI

One desperate boy against a hundred tierce
men —that’s the situation in which the Rio

Kid finds himself as a result of refusing to sell his gold mine to & ruthless company. But
the Kid is not daunted by the odds, hopeless as they seem ! .

This Week:
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
‘The Strike at Gold Brick !

E fuil round moon sailed high
over the Gila Mountains and the
Red Desert of Ari

It was long past midnicht,
ae one slumbered in the camp of Gold
Brick. 4

"The naphtha lamps of the Gilt-Edge
Saloon threw up a luvid light aguinst
the silver glimmer of the moon. .
with

The saloon  was  swarming
esciied men—growing more and move | i
oxeited as the voient fire-waler clreu-
the Thuiiding was another
sod round an v
barrel, upon which od an [p 5
orator, in a red shivt, with a Stetson

hat ou the back of his head.
Across  the ide, unpaved,
street stood the office aud buildings of
the Gambusina Mine, enclosed by fence
and zate.
Within the
tooking acro

YROoed
rugoed

W

gate was the Rie Kid,
at the flare of the saloon
aud the surging crowd, listening to the
roav of voices, thai grew every momeoent
londer and mere “hrcuiening
There was o grim expr
Kid’s face.
ITe stood in silence, wate
No man in Gold Brick w
of sleep that night—and :e
-ng Kid, owner of ihe Gambusine Mine.
There was a step hehind the Eid. and
Jud Clay, the foreman of the iine.
TrE PoerLar.--No. 483,

joined him, with a Winchester under his

Lt |

JANOTHER ROARING WESTERN
THE BOY

ari.

He looked over the
his brows.

1 guess they won't
said.

The Kid nodded.

“ Any minuie, I reckon,” he drawled.
“Youre standing them off, M

33

gate and knisted

be long now,” he

“Yon bet!”

“You don’t veckon youwil get away
with it?7

The Kid shrugged his shoulders.

“Quien sabe?” he sald carclessly. “1
guess no man puts a hoof on my gronnd
| without walking over my gun first ! But
look here, Jud, this isn’t your rookus.
I yowre a wize man you'll hop over
the fence while there’s time, and go for
your cay and vamoose the ranch.”

Jud shook his head without replying.

A roar from the crowd in the distance
came Joud and threatcuing.

“Burn ‘em out!”
. Theve was a movewwnt of ilie swairm
" towards the mine, and the Rio Kid's
hands dropped on his guns.

But the attack did nob come yet.
=1 guess they know there’ll be shoot-
drawled the Kid. “They’ll shift

some wmore tangleloos belore they wade
. to et their courage up. 1 sure hope
vhat galoot Cavter will be in the lead !
“He sure won't!” said Jud. “He's
paid by Jus Drew, in Los Pinos, to suis
up frouble; bui I guess he ain’t looking
for hot lead. You won't
the reokus begins.”

“1 guess not!

He coutinued to w

sighed the Kid,
Big Ifank

Carter was still  eddre the mob
from the top of the | The Kid
could have “‘got” him easily enongl

of light from the Gilt-
: tempted to put an end

then, i the far
dge, and he

#o the paid agirator’s eloquence with a
5 £ But he would nob be ithe Gust
to pull frigger in the trouble hoat was

coring,

And it was coming fust now.
Fiftv men in Gold Brick had heen on

ofl at the

n
10: in on peaceable lines. Bui in thoe
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TALE, STARRING THE RIO IiiD,
OUTLAT!

Ferowd In
were not o
More men. vhe loafer:
that had drifted into the new mining-
| camp had gathered rhere in the hope of
oot if the mine was aitacked, and to
share in the hootleg whisky that was
freely civeulating. ~ And there was o
erowd of siran in the camp~men
from Los Pinos—sympathisers with the

Cilt-Edge tlore
but a hundred
and riff-ratf

5

sivikers, as they gave it out. But.ihn
Rio Kid knew well enough that they hag

been sent into the camp by Jas Drew,
the agent. of the Arizona Consolidated
Gold-Mining Co.. of Tombstone. = Ife
recognised :onie of them—Bud Starbuck,
- the gunman, with his arm in a sling;
Two-gun Peters, with a bandaged hand
—both of whom had scores to settle with
the boy puncher who owned the Gam-
busino Mine. '

I'm taking

! Jud Clay
at when come, the
- game’s up. If there’s shooting, they

won't be satistied with burning the mine

office. It will miean iynching.” He
raused. “Jas Drew has worked the

“\Vholq riffie, and I reekon it’s not too
late for you o get him to call it off.
The Arizona Cen sure mean to get hold
of this mine, and they've planted this
an you because you won'i sell. I guess
if you got word to Drew even now he
ﬂll';vﬁi those bulldozers and make
do.! :

it, feller!” said the Xid
‘m not seiling the mine to
zona Conszolidated, or any other
g of gold-squeezers. And I guess
wh come to terms, either—
iiim before all Los Pincs
v over there. He’s sure
got it in for me now. personal, as well
as for his company. Forget it !”

The foreman was silent.

“Look at ihat crew,” -went on the
Kid. “IFiflty men are on strike here
Kid iy o e on strike :
and therc’s a bundred and fifty in that
aboedle. FLoafers and gunmen, most of
them—and they’re paid for their trouble,
Yomehody’s paying for the bootleg stuff

<.
(a1
“«

aw wolde

that’s flowing like water yonder.

b oovnss s roolkus is costing the Arizona

Con a heap dollars. They figure on
. i 2

ount of my benanza.




Every Tuesday.

THE PO

PULAR.

Price 2d. 3

The Kid’s eres gicamed. “Why, fellor,
ii they peabt us to i, and there's no
f\th(zr way of & stall m off, o

fradf the cup

\"tn it!
th lcoked af Jud
‘I mean th ¢S T he s .,me quie
“If we go up, the goes up, “““i
gvery =bick of «l\xA \"o'vc "').. o'

{ \\’Ily d(“"
16 Mexico. Tva*\, the programme,
Jud; and 1f you wan: to puil out before
lue "band plam,. I reckon you'l show

P
way,

von ail ihe

«tmmw in the uo.\d
wmen inside the 'zuoOh
joining the crowd who »
red- mu"cd orator on tae

'.[her
.)J&UL
roured out.
vounded the

The

parrel.  Ficts wwere shaken ot the gate
where the Rio Kid si00d \'uh Jud, “and
five or six e*'ouob harxzed into Um
aie, There vas a seal £ rward
movement. and  Jad + Win-
e But even vet ¢ not the !

The mob sia r'*cd acrogs  the

ds the mine; but Big
Hank (.)a,wr fed the way. with a hand
Levchief tied to a barrelstave by wa
of a flag of truce. And the mob hLal rnd
and swaved within-a dozen feer of {he
¥ while their lecder waved tne flag.
fax ™ he roaved.
answered the Kid

ot

Rio

“Show
shouted Divk Rwur
The Kid stood wn a bench inside the

vourself, you ain't afraid!

gate and looked wver the top, with a
cool, eonternpiucus fuce.
“T guess I'm to home, fellers!™ le

wiiawled. “V1 tell a4 man youw're keep-
1 me awake late with your durned
iamboree! Anyihin wantedi”

And the rear died away to a murmur
as the mob s 1 at the cool, handsome

face that look scornfuliy and fear-

lessly over the gate.
T men faced him, all of them
arraed. Al any momens some
_pxeited man might have loosed off a
bullet, hut the Kid seemed as uncon-
scious of danger az of fear,
Big Hunk, catching the gleaming eye
of the Kid fixed ou Limn. made a gesture
with his white Hag.

VR

——rm

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Attack on the Mine !
HE Rio Kid waited.
More than o hundred eoxciled

“This hyer is a flag of iruce, Mr
Clarfax,”’ he hastencd io say, )
“If you want to chew the rag, Carter,

vou can sure get cn with it said the
Kid. *What's the news?”

“The men who are on_strike at this
wine have elected me leader——"

“And that gang of gunmen from Los

} inos ?™ leercd the Kid, “What's their
troubl
“I've come to talk turkey to you, Mr.
Carfax. The boys here will give vou 2
c"mnce to come te larms.”

“Let ’em wait till T agk for it,” sug
gosted the Kid. "My terms are thc
same as beloro—t men cen sign on fo-
Torrow, if they like. But not you, big

Ilank, or that other durned fre-bug,

foper. You can go back to Jas Drew iy
Tos Pinos, and tell him you're fired
{rom here !I”

“Then vou ain’t coming to terms?™
ropred- Car .

“Bumn Lim out!” yelled a dozen
voiges,

'I‘ht‘ Xid Jmmheu.

EThere'll Dehomme shooting Lefore you

burp ma out,

' 1

] Y04 pesky unyoies Y he
said.  “Bur vouw'r: coweltong (o
try.”

“Heold on!™ exclaiwed Big ITank, a=
several -of hix folin 2 ed wons
’f'he‘arz"‘aror did not want the slu,n.«u),

begin while be was in tu L rank,
"Fl‘\"' of tr uu. ho‘,al We’ Coxm\ here
to give th von

or ali,

S s

1ve gog to
“Cut it out
sure lknow  that
worked by Jas
and L miUhL five
15 would bt‘ffw
Jas pa
Carter?
ig Haunk
svitus.
o Next,” he weni
back Lo his job. Tt
stand fm‘ vict num'i
The Kid's lip curle
“Forget 1f,” he ax
“1f you refu
“Pake it ns read’
T T tell
is going io do ™
going fo take
d xu\e ikt Jud

Dre
Jud
a

g3
(431

on

&ovx . WANE ONE
Xl‘u if rho* 1o

- ap o
“tt bu;:z‘f po\‘.ﬁlen"‘

“You want to rope
“1'v 113 aa1{1

mosure waill
rag

sald the Kid

for you to quit chew

nes

on, o

a dozen

in. Haw

] ll“‘L
),
d,

[

gested th

canmp

outer

T sald
wny

oting.”
a e
in ihat

ing the

come down to cazes,”

G (3
Roper
“()n, suucl
There was
“Have }wm ouf

Iynching if
5 5“
@ roar.

13

yeu

2

shcot 17

jeered the Wid,

£ Mo,

give you one minute
back across the street.  Alter
begin to burn po“dnr Now,

And the Kid Ii

There was a sw : .
the two Colts looked over the gate, the |
Kid's gleaming eves bekind then:.

Guns were &\:a.,ped on all \sdt,

“Drop vour flag of tumo and come
on, Dig Hank i the  Wid,
“Vou'ra L“‘\\‘\‘!‘\n Tan'e nay

rizen:
for sticring up this rookus.
and earn i, rou durned ye

Bang!

Two-gun Peie:
the bandsome fac
nothing e-cz\pvn the
fired betore
bead, and Two.gun
\\iih a crash, hiz rov

\

How ¢

lilted a gui o five
oveyr the

l\.(‘(‘ﬂ @y

Peters went
olver explio

t e I\’n]

mi
2 vou for Tooling those suck

Lhswelr

wed to your
you Jisien

saie.

shat

an goes

o Kit

Vere
JOPR AT
o &

Cartoer.
zaloot

oaloot

ana

o
shouiod

chiiz-

10
tlat

et

L

pronto

Clome” on

sote [

.“

B

[N d

e gun man conld gat a2

down
ing as

he feil, and wounding a man bestde him.
The Kid steppel wown,

He was only in ti:

qe, for a T

oar oI

firing broke 0\\\. and builets erashed on

the gote and whizzed
“

Peoters
Hank. sta
Los Pinos
from Texas
him !

has shot

Lynv‘x bhim (" vosc

There was a v
the gate. The wh
atiack

ﬁe"c hitn outl”

¢ Lynel his 17
“Break in

the
sh, c¢ra

ks and

2

ihie trou
paid,” drawhed  the

'L“\(*(I across to the
can's hdld toe Lo

as got his!

d and
sie mob rished to the

over ik,
)

ap Peters!

'.0(. .
furious o

AXes fany

€or
d Iid,
mine office.

ble

ning

exclaimed Big
ng dowa &t tha gunman from
© Bovs., that dirned fire-bug

Lineh

“enshe at

on ihe

old
he

D7

as
'

Get in hove”

Wet

e 1NOL

Wis 100 exien:
an o atiuek  in nambers,
lfml\ TR WEre
- wuiking for
The I\“‘ and s forst
into the mips office
'uoutb'of t!
Tt &mk at tm
TR (u)l‘x?‘uu
‘That tul\n

fommdc the mob
hu' laing=, Alreads,

ihe Kid bad stacked f
the s of ¢y that waz used
1_01 blasting the rocks, Ife was vueenarod
for a fghi to tho deatl:, if i cn_m t
vhat; bt be wes not prepared for sue-

H

decp in the
wad and water,

Vesnder, whatever might Kuppen.
|
The e fell erashing, wnd the mob
dd inte ke enclosure. Men were

mwh toe fomrce on aH sides.
Was et o it fore
‘mm. and Lo was

back

pradentiy irom the storrm
he had ;.‘n ec. Frowm the shuttered
windows of the mineoflice, the Jxm
warched the evowd, gun in hand, Pub
he hestuated to shoot, '
The yard swarmed with strikers; hut,
madly  escited  and vengeild ws thew
o hey were merely tools
in ihe enamies, worked up

to this of firy for purposes o
wh u’h nothing. ‘c(“—l@i“
i - the turs

tant-bugted mm:

ho lfl«p[\t‘(\ in hischands, Buob as ])1m

Roper camne dm\mmh!l\ suio che tine of
Cfve, swept on by @ rusk of the miners,
the Kid pelled trigges, and Ropm‘ went

spinning over with & bullet through lis

o d—
“Have (hem oa ! cume & wild roai.
The m-cﬁxc.: was :‘a'\'"l‘O\lL\d\"{ —fierez

blows shook doc The

fime of nesitation was pas .
];|1~mo miners were mixed m\d mi
\...'1 the huurl gunmen from Los inos,

and life and death ere in the balance,
()n(e that wild mob luig hzu\u) on the

| Rie Kid, Iyneh law would do the rest
And the Kid, reluctantly, but noollg/,
and wizh deadly aim. mu“pod bullels
from lis six-puns jvio the wob thab
roaved .md surged u:nmu ﬂ)p log Puild-
ul Sy duu v\u\i ‘)x.h ullkl :;uuk“\a -A.xw:
he «L\\ falls followed.

T-mm. one  window Jud
pumping bnﬂ(h irom lnx W tee;
from another, the Kid's gung roared,
anG thin }o«‘ lead pou red Th oh the
mob. whievs steashed awd ed on
the walle: but the thick logs stopped
then. .

The beating on the door of the mine
office (pgm\d' there  was a backward

The fire was too hot

siege of the ob.
ev swayed and batked,

for ‘rnom, and th

and at last broki and dashed ioe cover,
jcaving a dozen meR sprawing oo 1he

gronnd,
+*HE THIRD CHAPTER.
tn the Tuanel!
6 TURN him ont{?
l “Pire the ofﬁ(’o
“Lench him !
The astack had stoppe
ihe moment; bub bivod was at_bol
point now. Tha Om‘ugcd U0, Imnore
enraged than ever, had no tuouﬂhr of
retreat. They crouched in cover hehind
fences and wagons and uenuumd thay
con'd sereen #hiern froms Lullets, .‘).t tie
same time keeping up a heavy fire oo
| the rnine-office,  Over the wibdd mevnn tule
{moon sailed Lright as siiver. in A darx
Lelue sky dveny mlh light ¢louds.
) A A TR IR o.
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From a little distance a flare of danc
ing Hame rose wildly in the air. The
Kid's frame house had been set on firc
and swas burning like a torch. And the
mob were yelling to one another to fire
the mine-ofice. The scene was now 2
earnival of hatred and fury. .

“1 guess they'll beat us to 1f Jud,
drawled the Kid. “They've got gaso-
line der.”
m}‘f‘lggnus for the tunnel!” muttered the
foremarn.

* Sure 7

“Your shebang has sure gone up, Mr,
Carfax,” said Jud, staring through a
chink in & shutﬁer at the blaze of the

ing frame house. i
bu“rietbit go up,” said the Kid indiffer-
ently. I guess I'll get another shebang
X e 2 demnd mmcdarn A cea el ek F

up in short crder, if sve pull out of

They sure won’t be long in firing

FRRES
this.
these logs, Jud . ,
There was 2 swishing in the air.
From thoe cover of a stack of overturned
mine-wagons, a bunch of strikers were
pumping petrol, and the inflammable
finid dropped in a shower over the log
Building at the mouth of the tunnel,
It sounded almost like rain on the
to the Xid and Jud as they
ned.
“YWhen they get a maich to that,
there will sure be some blaze,” grinned
the Kid.
A torch

soaked in petrol and l_ighted,

cared through’ the air, deseribing an
are of flame. ) L
T+ landed fairly on the rooi of the

mine office.

There was o wild rush of flame, soar-
ing to the sky like a pillar of fire.

Fierce crackling came from the logs
and planks; flame and sparks and smoke
fGiled the air. L

“1 guess this is where we git!” re-
marked. the Rio Kid coolly.

Pullets were crashing into the burn-
ing building; but the smoke and the
Hames and the flerce blaze of heat pre-
vented 2 rush. The Kid quietly un-
barred the door that gave on to the mine
tunnel, and passed through, followed by
Jud.  He stopped to light & mine
lamp—the tunnel was black as pitch.
Behind them the fire roared
crackled, the roof of the mine office fall-
ing in amid streams of sparks. The
Kid and Jud stumbled along the rails
on which the ore trucks ran in the
tunnel. Idle trucks were still standing
on the rails, some of them loaded with
ore ready for shipment in the wagons
that went down the canyon to the
stamp miils at Los Pinos.

At a good distance from the mouth
of the tunnel the Rio Kid and Jud
stacked ore trucks across the way,
forming a barricade that wonld easily
ltave stopped any rush of the crowd into
the tunnel, N

“I guess we can hold the mine till
the cows come home, if we want,” the
Xid remarked. “I reckon those jaspers
will cool down in the morning, Jud. I'm
for bedding down.”

The Xid rolled himself in his blankets
and lay down to rest.

Jud stared at him in the glimmer of
the miner’s lamp.

The Kid’s eyes closed, and in a few
The mouth of the sebing poacofully. At
: bhe tunnel the mine build-
ing, fence, and gates were going up
1n smoke and flame; and througﬁ the
roar of theo fire came the intermittent
evackling of revolvers. The din was
deafening; but it did not disturb f}(m
Rio Kid. But there was 1 for
Jud; his nerves were mnot 1?)? tse;?p foﬁ
stoel like the Kids, - PELE
-He - waited *and . watched

i 1
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.would be.

imer of the lamp, the rifle across his

in

No attack came on the tunnel.

The blaze of the fire at the mouth of
the tunnel kept the enemy off. Until
it died down they could not follow onj
and it was not likely to die down until
every stick of timber was consumed to
ashes,

The last hours of the wild night wore
away.

Dawn was creeping over the Golden
Canyon, when the fire died at last, and
all the woodwork at the mouth of the
tunnel had been reduced to smoulder-
ing, smoking ashes.

By that time many of the crowd had
withdrawn. some tired out with the wild
excitement of the night, others -over-
coime by e Cugoei T Udior suab taed
been liberally served out at the Gilt-
Edge. *

As the sun rose higher, and a glimmer
of daylight penetrated into the mine,
the Kid opened his eyes and yawned.
He grinned cheerily at Jud.

“You ain’t slept 77

) ss yow'd better snooze a spell
while I keep an eye open for those

rubes. You'll want it.” .
Jud nodded, and lay down on his
blankets.

The Kid extinguished the lamp. Now
that the timber was burned away, the
great cavity in the hiiiside which was
the mouth of the mine, was open and
unsheltered, open to the sun and wind,
and to attack,

Only a faint glimmer of light pene-
trated as far as the spot where the
tunnel was bared with overturned ore
trucks. :

The Kid watched coolly.

If the cnemy came on they would be
in the full light, under his fire, and he
would have undertaken to hold such a
pesition agalnst an .army, 30 long as his
cartridges held out.  He had not the
faintest misgiving that the barricade in
the tuanel could be rushed. Neither
could the defenders of the mine be
starve ut; the Kid had taken pre-
cautions against that. An attack in
force wag likely to cost the assailants
so dear, that he had little expectation
of ib. .

He wondered what the next

move
The sitrikers had done their
worst; they had wreaked their fury on
the Kid’s property. And the Kid was
out of their reach; and they were very

unlikely to sit down before the tunnel

“PENALTY!”
By Charles Wentworth.

This corking long complete yarn
deals with the amazing adventures of
the Blue Crusaders on a close-seasen
tour in Africa, They've fallen into
the hands of a mysterious race of
blacks who live in a marvellous
ruined city right in the heart of the
jungle. Read how they are hemmed
in by savages, fighting all day with-
out food or water, knowing that if
they do not win the penalty will be
death! This gripping yarn is out on
Wednesday in |
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_Other contents of the REALM
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to besiege him for days—or for weeks.
The strikers, the Kid sagely opined,
would throw the game ups but it was
quite otherwise with the gang of gun-

men who were backing them wp. The.

men who were in the pay of the
Arizona Consolidated were there to
“get ” the Kid, and they were sure not
to let up. But the Kid, as he ate a
cheery breakfast. of cold flapjacks,
d down by cool water, wondered
n and how they would come dowp-o
business,

It was close on noon beifore he knew.

Then a shouting voice teverberated
along the tunnel from the entrance.

“Pay, My, Carfax!”

“Hallo!” chirruped the Kid.

“You don’t want to burn powder—it's
MeCuy speakiog—iown mavsiul of Los
Pinos.”

A burly figure appeared in the open-
ing of the tunnel.

“I guess I want a word with you, Mr.
Carfax.”

The Xid
barricade.

“¥ou ‘gan
come alone.”

“Sure P’

And Rube McCoy, town marshal of
Los Pinos, strode into the tunnel, and
came along the rails to the spot where
the barricade stopped him, a

eyed him acvoss the

come on, AMr. McCoy—Dbut

———

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

The Goods on the Kid!
T UBE McCOY halted, blinking. in
the dim twilight of the tunnel.
B The Rio Kid sat on one of the
: org trucks, and gave him a nod
and a smile. Jud Clay rose from his
blankets and picked up his Winchester.
The Kid was not touching "a weapon;
but his eye was alertly on McCoy, and

his- hand was within easy reach of a

gun.

* Morning, marshal!” he said cheerily.
“I guess you hecard in Los Pinos that
there was a rookus going on here at
Gold Brick?” )

“1 sure did,”. assented the marshal,
eyeing the Kid keenly and_ curiously.

2

“A good many galoots came loping into -

town for the doe.”

The Kid laughed.

“Yep; guess some of them must
have wanted the doe,” he agreed.
“And you came over ‘at once to restore
order, marshal, and to put down that

gang of gunmen who are running my -

camp.”
The Kid smiled as he spoke.

He was -

well aware--as all Los Pinos was aware

—that the town marshal was in the pay
of the Arizona Consclidated, and per-

formed his dutles—or left them unper- *

formed—-at the behest of Jag Drew.

“I've sure come to restore order,”
admitied the marshal.  “You're safe
under my protection, Mr. Carfax.”

“I guess 'm safe under my own,”
drawled the Kid. “But
the same, feller.”

“There’s sure been some rockus here,”
went on McCoy.
galoots have stopped lead.”

“Sure,” said the Kid.

thanks all -

“A hull crowd ofw

“I guess you

know there was a strike here, and the

whole caboodle attacked the mine.”
“That isn’t how Tve heard

the
story,” said McCoy.

“The men out*

there tell me that your side started tne

shooting.” :

“But you know better ?” suggested -

the Kid, still smiling.
“Nobt a lheap,”
“According to what I hear, @ man
named Peters got his, first pop, and it
was you drepped him.” S
“He was pulling on me, marshal:”
X The other galoois didn"p sé¢.: Him

answered McCoy. *
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pull,” said the marshal. “Duf
if .you're giving me the
stralght goods, you've sure
zot plenty of witnesses. There
was & hundred galoots on the
spot, 6r more.”

The Kid’s eves danced with
amusement.

“1 guess they won't feel
ilje witnessing in my favour,

wal, as they and Peters
were all in the gang attack-
ing the mine.”

“That’s your say-so.” said
McCoy. “1It ain’t for me to
judge; I guess I'm here to
vestore order. I want you to
come to Los Pinos with me,
Mre. Carfax.”

“You do?”

K:Yep“”

“And you want me to hand
over my guns?” suggested
the Kid.

« SU!‘E.”

“And vou'll sure see that
when I've handed them over,
and stepped out of the mine,
those gaioots don't make &
rush and string me up to the
branch of a cottonwood ?”

“Rely on me, Mr. Carfax,
to seg thab you come to no
harm.”

“I guess I'd rather rely on
my guns,” smiled the Kid.
“You mightn't be able to
off =a
o

i ¥

The marshal compressed his
{ins.

“I guess you savvy, Mr.
‘@i, that represent the
aw here?” he spapped.

“1 sure opined that you
represented the Arizona Con,”
ieered the Kid. *I sure
reckoned you was sent here by
Jas Drew to get me where he
wants me !”

Rube McCoy flushed crim-
son.

“That sort of talk won’t
help you, Kid Carfax,” he
rapped, “1 guess I order you,
a5 town marshal of Los Pinos,
to hand over your guns and
come along. If you fired in self-defence,
as you allow, you can sure prove it—the
whole camp witnessed the rookus. I've
got an affidavit frem Hank Carter that
you shot down Two-Gun Peters when he
was looking on peaceable, you having
had some old .trouble with him at the
Red-Eye in Los Pinos. You've got to
answer that charge, Kid Carfax.”

The Kid chuckled.

Bang !

“I sure do admire Jas Drew,” he
said, ‘““He’s some hombre when it
comes to laying out a gun-game. If I

hadn’t burped powder last night I'd
have been lynched by that crowd, and
the Arizona Con would have snooped up
%fis mine while I was ornamenting the
branch of a tree. And if I burned
powder I was to be charged with shoot-
ing down @ galoot and hanged, accord-
ing to law. I guess all the law there
is i Los Pinos is in Jas Drew's pocket,
marshal. I sllow he's laid it out well.
Why, you durned pesky coyvote, do you
figure that I don’t know you’re hand-
in-gloye with Jas Drew, and that you've
come over to hook me out of the mine
Liecause your rough-necks slipped up on
it last night?”
McCoy's eyes glittered.

“That’s enough, Kid Carfax! You're
my prisoner.”
1% 19 ~

ik guess notl”
“Watch out ! said the marshal of Los

HOLDING THE MINE! Theras came a sudden rush, and the mouth of the tunnsi was
black against the sunlight with the crowd of gunmen and strikers. They fired as they came.
The Kid’s guns rang out from bkehind the "barricade, and bullets

Bang! Bang!

N
N

tors through the rushing crowd. (See Chapter 5.)

Pinos. “I'm bound to take you, and I
romise you protection.”

The Kid snapped his fingers
marshal’s face.

“That for you and youvr protection!”
he answered.

“If you don't surrender,” said McCox,
in a grinding voice, “*I'll swear in
every man in the camp as a member of
my posse, and if you pull trigger when
they come for you, you'll be pulling
trigger against the law, Kid Carfax.
You want to think first.” ;

“Y guess I’ve answered you,” said the
Kid contemptucus “What sort of a
sucker do you take me for? If 1 walk
out of this mine with yon, and without
my guns I guess I shall have about ten
seconds before I go up a branch. Aund
yowil tell TLos Pinos that you were
rushed by a mob and couldn's save me.
Forget it, feller!”

The marshal gritted his teeth.

“X give you one hour to come out and
surrender,” he said. “After that the
mine will be entered by my men; and
if you pull trigger you'H be an cutlaw.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Kid.

That Kid Carfax had been an outlaw
on the Rio Grande, in far-off Texas, was
unknown to any man in Arizona. The
marshal stered him, puzzled and

angered by his amusement.

in the

at

“You Jud Clay !” McCoy pecred over
the barricade at the foreman of the
mine. “Yowve backed up vour
employer, and no galoot iz going to
blame you for that. But if ypu back
him up any furfher you'll be breaking
the law, and you’ll be outlawed along
with him. Step out, while the stepping’s
good.”

Jud shook his head.

“That’s good advice, Jud,” said the
Kid soberly. “They've gob the goods
on nie, old-tirner—they sure have!”

“Jt ain’t vet too late to sell out fo
the Con, Mr. Carfax,” breathed Jud.
“Fhey've got the goods on vou, like
[ warned you they would have.”

“T guess I ain’t selling.”

“You can hold the mine,” whispered
Jud, ““against a mob of ‘strikers an,d
gunmen, yves; but when the marshal’s
sworn them in they ain’t gunmen any
more—they’re special constables, and if
vou drop a galoot of them it will be
called murder.”

“TI'm wise to that, Jud.” )

“Tt ain’t good enough, sir,” said f‘h}f
foreman earnestly. “An outlaw can’t
own a mine and work it—yon anW t(h_‘at- .
The mine goes derelict. and the t.?:
will get a grip on it. [That’s been th
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game all along. Take what Jyou can

nd step out, Mr. Carfax.”
T o not solling the mi
Juids Bm they’re going to make me an
outlaw, sure, ior °t1c ing to my own
mo*u s and I don'’t s ant you to be
in the soup \ntn me. You walk out
pLO}an- luey ve nothing against you

if vou don't back me up, and you can't
help me further.”
Jud did not answ
“Phai’s sure good talk, Jud Cla"’
{.the marshal. “T1ll see you saie to
ur horse if you step out.”
You're fired, Jud!” g inned the Kid.
1e way things are shaping, I suve
don’t wanb . a fmeman anv longer
Youre fired, feller!
Jud Clay laid domn t!
“1l stand by
shal or no marshal, if ¥
A Carfax,” he said.
The Xid shook his head.
What's the use, feller?
vow're fired!”
“That goes,
Jud chmuf\d over
ore t@ He shook bands with the
Kid and w callod away with the marshel
of Loz Pinos to the mouth of the tunnel
and disappeared with him.
The Rio Kid svas left alone.

er,

)

oG

you sav the’ word,

I tell you

then 17
the barricade of

THE EIFTH CHAPTER.
The Kid Faces the Music i
FEVHE Kid stood very st
g on the pateh of daylizht af the
mouth of the tuanel.
He was glad that Jud had
gone.

In the abyss that had opened hefore
him the Kid did not want to drac

another man down.

oo warned him
that the Axizena Cons ol dated would be
too strong for him, that if he defled tpm
powerful company they would get th
goods on him.

They had got the goods on him now,
with a vengeance.

In other days the Rio Kid had been
cm\ en into oudawry in his own country
by Lm] st suspicion, injustice piled on
injustice. He had ridden a long trail
from Texas, throwing the past Tehind
hiny, determined that in a new country
he would lead a new life. Pub fortune

had given him another fall. By no fault
of hiz own he was to be made an
outlawv in  Arizogna. His mind was

quite clear on that point. 'They had
got the goods on hi If he abided by
the la s represented by Rube MeCoy,
id be lynched as soon as he set his
ide Gambusino Mine. If
as represented by
was an outlaw, his
man’s and every
hond againss him. The Arizona
ton strong for him. He
had been warned, and he had scoffed at
the warning —rhourﬂx had he heeded
them the outcome would have been the
same. He had \er out to fight a power-
ful and unsernpulous company, and they
had beaten him to a frazzle. The quirt
had lashed Jas Drew, the agent of the
company, as a warning to step clear;
and the resuit that the agent almed
at his life, ag hig mir and was
oetting away with i, "‘ho town marshal
was his paid tool. In his o‘hm at Los
inos the
pulled 1
tune—1i

+ 1
tie

the law,
he

defied
Rube McCoy,

1
e

man’s
Con had been

as
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What ’\/IcC oy had threatened, he could

I would make good. The' gang of
gunmen and the crov.‘d of disgruntled
rs would be sworn In as special

constables to assist the marshal in secur-
ing 2 law-breaker. In any law-court the
Kid would have had no fear of the
resuls; and for that very reason he
\'OL’Id be lynched out of }\and Los
Pinos would talk and whisper of one

more gold-finder who had bucked
against the Arizona Con, and had
been broken by them. Ouiside " the

Los Pinos Couwtry nothing would be
known, unless it was a tale told by his
cnemies, figuring hxm as a reckless gun-
m‘.n. who bad been lynched for his wild

leeds. They l‘ad gof the goods on him,
and rhe Kid knew it. He had seb out

<y Low 10ig 161
ten to it.
grimmer grew his face.
was beaten to it—but they had not
be mine \u ’Tuey never should
the mine He had Se"lt his last
friend away, to save him. He wanted to
be alone at the finish, to face hls wild
sing They bad Uc&t\.ﬂ him to
;t; but the Rio Kid was 2 bad man
Lo ¢row (1.

Sixty minutes passed
when the hour of grace was up, a figure
appeared In the mouth of the mine,
holding a white fag. It was the marshal
of Los Pinos.

IS HZ80 A powWor thab was

hirz, and he had been bea

Harder and
He
gos t

ger

and’ promptly,

Rube McCoy did noi advance into the
tunnel,

He shouted to the Kid from

stood, and his voice rever-
ike thwuinder through vhe hollows

of the mine. :

“Carfax }”’

“Yallo t”

“Your

arshal,

chance!” shouted the
vie escort to Lics Pinos

vou step out—without your guns.”
Forget it!” jeered the Kid. -~
ow’ll be taken by ferce.”
'l be to h-omo when it's

083
done.” replied the Kid., “I give you
one second to hop out, marshal!”

One second was enough  for the
marshal of Los Pinos. He vanished

from sight with a bound
Now for the rookus

Kid.

He stood behind the barrier,

in in either hand,

murmured the

a six-
a gleam in his eyes.

Minute followed minute; the Kid
waiched and walted. Then there canie
o sudden rush, and the mouth of the

¢+ i

was black against the sunlight
b a crowd of gunmen and rough-
necks.  There was a roar of firing as
they rushed into the tunnel.

Bang, bang, bang!

The Kid's guns rang, and the bullets
tore through the rushing crowd. Men
reeled to right and left. The Kid was
in cover, and the assailonts, with the
daylight behind them, were an casy prey
to the guns -that never missed. For two
or three wild minutes the tunnel was

ndemonium, bheooming with wild eries
and the cracking of firearms, thick with
smoke from the guns. But the wild rush
did not reach the barricade behing
which the Rio Kid stood pumping out
bullets. It failed and broke, and the
assailants fled frantically for the open,
velling and panting. Behind them
sounded the roar of the Rio Kid’s six-
guns till the tunnel was clear. And at
the mouth of the tununel, still and silent,
lay Rube McCoy, town marshal of Los
Pinos, shot through the heart.

THE END.

(Wil the Rio Kid save his-mine, or-
will he lose it to the enemy? See next
week's voaring tale of this amazing Boy

Qutlaw.)




