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HAT the game was up, that the
g mnau,lder of his young life
mlghT be coumed in houn, if
not in minutes, would have
seemed a surc thing to anyon(, bur the
Rioc Kid. And even the Xid doubted,
thongh without the slightest slad\enmg
of his nerve, or diminution of his
courage. The Kid had always held life
lightly, in the. old days, on the lanos
of Texas, and now in the gold moun-

tains of Arizouna. All he knew for
certain was, that he was going to fight
to the last cartridge, and the future

was on the knees of the gods.

Deep in the tunnel of the Gambusino
Mine, in the Golden Canyon of the
Gila Mountains, the Kid wacoheu and
waited. He was hemmed in by un-
numbered foes; but they did not seem
in a hurry to’ come to grips, Almost
a day had passed since the gang of gun-
men from Los Pinos had attempted o
rush the tunnel, and had broken and
fled before the hld’s barking six-guus.
The Kid was confident of stwlhng off
any attack, regardless of the numbers;
but  getting out of the mine and
making his own escape was a different
matter. Neither was he willing to hit
the trail and leave the mine to the
greedy clutches of his cnemies. It was
his benanza; he had fcund it, he had
fought almost to the death with the
apaches of the desert in tinding it;
and ho had no thought of <ur1(‘ndcv1 g
it. He was r*mmly determined not even
to save his life by escaping and
leaving the mine to his foes.

From where he waiched
barricade of stacked ore
the tunnel, the Kid could see the open-
ing of the adit far in front of him, with
a glare of sunshine there, contrasting
with the shadow of the deep tunnel
where he was camped. J‘\ory stick of
timber had heen burned away; the
mine buildings lay in ashes: the tunnel
was open to the hot wind from the
Red Desert, Oceasionally a  bullet
whizzed in from some restlexs rifleinan,
and ricochetted along the walls, and
dropped, spent, among the ore that had
been dug out when the wmine
last been working, B ]
bullet had little chance of frnd

id.  Ee did nob waste
powder on ranaorri firing ;
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were silent till he should see a target.
The solitude of the tunnel did not
trouble the Kid; he had spent many
solitary days and nights on the llanos
and in the chaparral, but he had
never been in a tlohtnl corner than he
was in uow, as he well knew. But
when a voice hailed him from the
mouth of the tunnel, the Kid answered,
in tones that rang as cheery and care-
free as of old.

“Kid Carfax!”

“Hallo!” called the Kid.

“Will you respect a flag of try

it you don’t try to put
thing over.”

A slim, well-dressed man iIn store
clothes stepped out of the blaze of sun-
shine into the shadow of the tunnel.
The Kid’s eyes gleamed, and he half
repented of his promise to respect the
white flag that the man carried in his
hand. For the black-coated man in the
spotless white shirt was Jas Drew, the
agent of the Arizona Consolidated
\Iiniurr COnlpdl)‘y of Tombstone; the
man who had pulled the string behind
the secenes, and brought about the dis-
aster that had overwhelmed the owner
of the Gambusino Mine. But the Kid
was a slave to his word: and though
he grasped a gun he did not lift 1it,
and the agent of the Arizona Con
walked up the avenue towards him,
holding the wh flag, unharmed.
And the Kid admired his perve a
little, too: only the Kid's word stood
between Jas Drew and sudden death

wce 7
any-

“Bure,

and he trusted his life to the Kid's
word.

“Hali right there?” said the Kid,
when the agent was within a dozen feet
of the barrier. gness tha near
enough for chewing {he rag.”

The ageni s )

In the dim of the mine
tunnel he sta

red ab the KM

~ hand
o tue stacked wa i
cool and calmn; oundrel as he

o Kid vowed he would never
gold mine fall inté the hands
nd when the moment of final

he had a nerve of iron.
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“Well, what’s
drawled the Kid.
tell me that you're leiting
racket 77

the news, feller?”
“Mave you come to
up on this

D'rew smiled faintly.
“Hardly that] Tve come ito talk
turkey.”

“You can wade in.”

“We've got you exactly where we
want you; Mre. Carfax,” said the agent
calmly, “I guess any galcot in Los
Pines could have told you fhat we'd—..
get the goods on you; but you couldn’t
see it. A few weeks ago I made you
an offer from my company of fifty
thousand dollars for the mine.”

“I kind of remember,” said the Kid.

“That offer’s still open.”

C(Gee E)J

“I mean it,” said Drew. “You're
cornered here, Kid Carfax. You don’t
reckon you’ll beat off a hundred gun-
men 7

“Nope!” grinned the Kid. “But I
guess I can hold this tunnel against all
the gunmen in Arizona.”

“Tor how long?” asked Drew. “I'm
wise to 1t that you stacked up food and
water here ready for tho rookus. DBut
they won't last for ever.”

“You've said it.”

“You've put yourself on the wrong
side of the law,” continued Drew.
“You've shot up Rube McCoy, town
marshal of Los Pinos. That means the
rope when yow're corralied.”

“When!” agreed the Xid.

“You're an outlaw already—pro-
claimed an outlaw through all the
section.  If you get out of this, you

could never work the mine avaln—thh
a price on your head and the sheriff
hunting you.’

“That’s a cinch,” agreed the Xid.
“Yowrve played a dirty game on me,
“Jas Drew; but I allow yowve played
it roighty well.”

The agent smiled.

“I reckon I offered you good telms
at the start,” he said. ““You refused
to sell, and you shot at the gunmen
pnt on your trail. You asked for what
vow've got.”

“And I quirted you, Mr. Drew,
said the Kid coolly. “1 sure tnrashed
vou like a dog in the Red-Eye at Los
Pinos, with half the town looking on.”

Drew’s eves glowed for a moment.
He bhad not fm“rotten the lashing of the
quirt; the marks were still deep on
him.
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“That was a mistake, Kid Carfax,”
he said coldliy. Co

“1 guess so. 1 sure ought to have
put a buliet through you insteadi”
answered the Xid scornfully.

“I guess that wouldn’t have made
any difference. If I got shot up by a
wild puncher from Texas the Arizona
Con would have put a new man in my
place, and the game would go on.”

The Kid nodded.

“Yeop; I guess you're only a tool, like
the durned galoots who kicked up a
rookus here,” he admitted.

“The Arizona Consolidated want this
mine,” said Drew. “They've got the
goods on vou now. I guess you know
that I worked the strike at the mine—
and foveed bhe aglbing—and seus nule
McCoy to chip in. And if he’d brought
you in a prisoner you'd have been
strung up out of hand; and if you shot
him up, as you did, yowd be on the

wrong side of the law—an ouslaw, I
guess you know all that.”
“1 guess so,” assented the Kid. I

ain’t denying that yowve pleyed your
cards like a durned clever card-shairp.
But what's it coming t0? You didn’t
mosey in to tell me what I know.”

“No. This game of yours, skulking
in the tunnel and stalling off my men,
wasn’t in the programme,” said Drew.
“I reckon we can starve you out all
right, long-as it may take; but T'd
rather come to terms. You're an out-
law now—nothing can wipe out the fact
that you've shot up the town marshal
of Los Pinos. But I'm willing to let
you come out, take your horse, and ride
away with - fifty thousand dollars.
That’s better than dying like a hunted
coyote in a hole in the ground, Kid
Carfax.”

/—‘L‘ZiA durned sight better!” smiled the

<id. ;

“It's a square offer. Make your own
conditions for safety, and I guess I'll
take them as read.”

“I'm not selling,” said the XKid
coolly. “I told you so when you put
the proposition up to me weeks ago.
You sure want a lot of telling, Mr.
Drew.”

“You’re not selling—now?”

““Sure not.” N

The agent stared at him blankly.

“You don't hope to get out of fhis
mine alive?” he exciaimed. :

“Quien sabe?”

“If you do, you sure don’t figure on
taking the mine along with you on
your back ?**

The Kid laughed.

“Nope.”

“The best you can look for is to sneak
out some dark night when my men
aren’t on the watch, and get clear,” said
Drew.

“Correct.”

“You leave the mine—and I guess it
doesn’t matter a Continental red cent to
us whether you are shot up here, or
whether you take to the hills. We get
the mine !”

“I guess not,” drawled the Kid, “I
guess if you was 50 sure of getting the
mine, Mr. Drew, you wouldn’t be here
talking turkey to me this minute. I
reckon: yow're wiss to it that I've
stacked up the dynamite in the tunnel,
ready to touch off when I durned choose.
And T reckon you know that before I
give up my bonanza to the Arizona Con
'l blow it up into chips, and half the
canyon along with it.” The Kid’s eyes
glinted.  “That’s oh the programme,
Jas Drew—if I go up, the mine goes
up. There’s enough dynamite stacked
here to blow the mine half-way to
Mexico. T've got the fuse laid all
ready, and D’ll let you know it’s a short

.

fuse. You don’t get the mine. There
won't be any mine after that fuse burns
down.”

Drew guitted his teeth.

The Kid laughed again.

“You've sure played your cards woll,
My, Drew,” he sald banteringly.
“You've got the goods on me, and
turned 1 cutlaw

me mio an in
Arizona.  You've sure lost me my
bonanza. But you ain’t roped it in for

your company. I guess you thought you
was dealing with a kid puncher frem
Texas, and could put it across him easy.
You've slipped up on it, feller.”

‘ew’s face was white with rage now.
If you blow up the mine, you go up
with 1t ! he snarled.

“T'm osnre wise o Hml‘r” nnddad the
Kid, “and I guess a lot of your gang
will go up about the same time. The
explosion will bring down thousands of
tons of rock from the canyon wall
There won’t be much of Gold Brick
Camp left afterwards.”

“Yowre mad!” muttered Drew.
“I’m offering you life and frecdom and
a sack of dollars———m~"

“Keep “em till T ask for ’em.” sug-
gested the Kid., “I sure told you at the
beginning of this rookus that I wasn’t
selling, and I ain't a galoot to change
my mind. This mine belongs to me,
and I guess it never will belong to the
Arizona Con. It's going up in smoke,
Mr. Drew, and T guess if T get clear of
this T'll make the Arizona Con pay for
the damage.” .

7,

pwso}

made a motion with his gun.
“You can hit it lively, Jas Drew!
T'm sure tired of you! Get oub of the
tunnel I

“1 tell you——" began Drew.

e £

The Kid’s gun ¢ame up.

“Beat it lively, or that white rag
won’t save you!” he said grimly.

And the agent of the Arizona Con-
solidated, with white rage in his face,
tramped out of the tunnel.

The Xid's mocking laugh followed
him.

The Arizona Con had pui the goods
on him, and he had lost his mine, but
the Clon had not won ii.- The Rio Kid
still held the trump card.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,

Rainy Face Talks Business !
AINY FACE, the Apache, stalked
R in his tattercd blanket in the
street of Gold Brick, his bronze
face expressionless, his ears
open. The Apache had sampled the
fire-water at the Gilt-Edge saloon, but
the “hooch ” liquor_that was sold over
the bar at the Gilt-Edge had not
affected the hardened old sinner from
the desert. Sober and stolid, the
Apache stalked an oddly dignified
figure in his tattered blanket. Few
gave him any attention. Tattered
Apaches from the Red Desert were not
uncommon in the mining-camps, and
the days of Indian raids were long over.
No doubt the camp of Gold Brick held
some interest for the Apache. It was
but a few weeks since the Golden
Canyon had been a barren desert, never
echoing even the clang of a prospector’s
pick. In that lonely canyon the thief-
Apaches had attacked the Rio Kid when
he came seeking the bonanza; but no
thief-Apache would have ventured o
raise a war-whoop in the canyon now.
The camip had grown up there, and
hundreds of white men swarmed in the
camp, and every man packed a gun. If
Rainy TFace felt hostility towards the
palefaces whe had torn yet one more
strip of territory from the Redskins, he
gave no sign of it, The fierce chief of

the descrt was left behind when Rainy
Face entercd the camps of the whitr
men, and to white men's eyes he was
nothing more than a tattered loafer.

Gold Brick was secthing with excite-
ment. The Gilt-Edge was crowded, and
groups of men talked in the streets,
staring often towards the mouth of the
Gambusino tunnel in the opposite hill-
side.

The miners on the Rio Kid’s pay-roll,
who had been deluded into a sirike, had
already repented of their folly. The
strike had served its purpose, and the
strikers were of little account in Gold
Brick now. The camp was being run by
the gang of gunmen in the pay of Jas
Drew, and Bud Starbuck, one of Drew’s
Lol besin appointed
\ Brick. Many of
the strikers had gone, and those that
remained would gladly enopgh have
resumed their work at the (tambusino
Mine had it begn possible. Dut the
Gambusino Mine was now the fortress
of the Rio XKid, held by him single-
handed against all comers; and the
Kid’s intention of blowing up the mine
rather than surrender it was rumoured
through the town. Saloon-keepers and
storekeepers, and others whom the
“boom ” had brought along to Gold
Brick, heard that rumour with conster-
nation. The boom town had sprung up
like a mushroom, and if the Gambusino
Mine was destroyed it was the epd of
Gold Brick as a settlement. Deserted
cabins would be left to mark the spot
where the camp had onece stood—if
indeed the whole place was not gutted
by the explosion. The Gambusino Mine
was tunnelled horizontally into the
canyon wall, and the explosion was cer-
tain to bring down a great section of
the rocky wall, thousands of tons of
rock thundering down in the catas-
trophe.  And there were few.in Gold
Brick who doubted that the Kid would
keep his word. The Arizona Con-
solidated had beaten him.in the struggle
for the mine, but the Kid was a bad
man to crowd. Once the store of
dynamite was touched off in the tunnel
the bone of contention would cease
to exist, And the Kid was the man to
do it. -

Rainy ¥ace, stalking silently in his
tattered blan'zet, heard the excited talk
of the groups in the street, giving no
sign. He saw the gun-men who watched
the mine—hard-faced men, in cover,
gun in hand, in a semi-circle facing the
mouth of the tunnel. Tt was certain
that the Rio Kid could not make a
break without being riddled by bullets.
Day and night the half-circle of grim-
eyed men watching the tunnel watched
and waited, constantly relieved by fresh
men. Starbuck, the new marshal of
Gold Brick, represented the law in the
camp, and he had sworn in the gang as
deputies; and the guh-men, accustomed
to wild deeds and lawless brawls,
grinned to find themselves for the nonce
upholders of the law. Xid Carfax was
resisting arrvest afier shooting up the
maishal of Los Pinos, and he was to be
taken alive or dead—that was the
order. But the gun-men, as they
watched the tunnel, listened uneasily for
the first hint of an explosion, and were
ready to run if it.came, And the half-
circle enclosing the mine was widely-
flung, to keep clear of falling rocks if
the Kid made good his threat.

For hours the tattered Apache hung
about the crowded street of Gold Brick,
listening to talk which he appeared to
pass unheeded. It was late in the
afternoon when he stalked into the Gold
Brick Hotel—a lumber building—where
Jaz Drew had his headquarterss, And in
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the bar he asked to sce the chief. The
bartender, when he understood ab last
that the Xpache was referring to the
ageni of the Arizona Consolidated,
arinned. . _
“1 guess you cawg sec Jas Drew,

Injun,” he answered. “You better go
into the barn and \]eeY) it off.”

Rainy Face made no reply, but with-
drew, and leancd in tattered dignity on
the doozpo and waited. He had )

aii an hour before the saw the agent
commo out.- Evidently he knew D}ew
by mghr, for he stepped forward and
saluted  him.  Drew staled at the
Apache.

“Beat i, Injun!” he snapped.
“Rainy Face serve big white chief,’
said the Apache. He mae a gesture
with a bronze hand towards the Gam-

busino Mine. .

Drew stared again, and then gave
attention. 1here was a reward offered
in Gold Brick of a mon\«uu, dollars for
any man who could geb the Ixxd and it
zame into Drew’s mind that the savage
from the desert had heard of it.

“Step in here, Injun.” he said curtly,
and he led the.Apache into a room
where Starbuck and two or three others
were in consultation. 'They stared at
the tattered Apache.

“What’s this, boss?” asked Starbuck.

“1 guess the Injun may be useful,”
said Drew, with a gleam in his eyes.
“He says he's ‘villing to get Carfax.”

“Injun geb ‘uri !’ said the Apache
quietly.  “Injun creep like snake in
grass, little white chief no hear, Injun

kitl?

“By gum!? muitered Starbuck
“That’s the goods, boss! 'There ain’t a
white man in camp would put his nose
inside the Gambusino Mine, with Kid
Carfax on the shoot! But an Injun >

“You've said it} mattered Drew.

The agent’s face was bright now. In
the very hour of success, he was threat-
sned with the destruction of all his
hopes. Whether the Kid lived or died
was a matter of little moment, bub if
the mine was blown up, all Drew’s
plotting and scheming went for nothing.
Indeed, - it was likely encugh that he
would be “ﬁred # b\ the company he
served. The Arizona Consolidated had
no use for failures. Drew had
cudgelled his brains for a scheme to
handle the desperate puncher in the
mine tunnel, and had had to confess
that there was no way. The chances
of an attack were dowbrtur and even
a successful attack could not prevent

the Xid from touching off the dynamite.
If he had the nerve to carry out
his threat, the Kid was still master
of the situation; and Drew knew that
he had the nerve. The Indian’s offer
came fo the agent like a mgam of light
in a dark l\v What a swhite man
could not do might be donc b§ the cun-
niwr >tcal'.l of a desert Apache,
')DQZLx he said wl“‘«
FlInjun creep atb va
said Rainy Face. InJ“n no afraid.
Go soft and make ne sound. Catch
little white chief ancen D”’u.\b(’*—Cd/t(h
lnm amhow

“By gun !’
lr;jun could do it.

As likely as not, the Kid would be
on the wutch, too keenly on the
watch for the Redskin, and a bullet from
a six-gun  would stresch fhe Apache
dead in the tunnel. Bub the Apache’s
life was nothing to Jas Drew; he
would have i his own for a
chance of sucees For it was ruin
that stared him in the face 1f he failed
to save the (GGambusino Mine thie
Arizona Con. if the Redskin failed
there was nothing lost but his life,
which mattered nothmu if he suve-
ceeded—and the stealthy cunning of the
Redskin had a good chance of success
—Jas Drew Dbreathed deep at the
thougnt.

“Get the little white chief, a
call him, Injun, and name vou
reward,” saw'( Drew,

like snake,”

5 you
own
almost husky with

eagerness.  There’s a ’dxou:and dollars
to be picked up for it.”

The Indian shook his head.

“No want dollars,” he answered.

“Want hoss.”
“The Kid's

horse?” asked Drew.

“The chief has spoken. - Mustang
with black nose.” said the Apache.
“Rainy Face see little white chief ride
him horse with black nose. Rainy

I aco want little white chief’s hoss.”

“I guess I remember the critter,” said
Drew. “I've sure seen Carfax rldmg
it. He’s not got it in the tunnel with
him. Where is it, Starbuck? One of
your gang roped it in, I suppose”

Bud Starbuck vrumed.
“1 guess T've got it,”
“It’s In the stable behind this hyver she-
bang now. A savage: beast, too—the
»tablemdn doesn’ 111\\, going near it.

he answered.

But it’s a good h

“You shall bLave the hoss, Injun,”
said me turning to Rainy Tace
again. DoLsua too, if you get the
Kid.”
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“Angd

want hoss.

& dollars:
said the agent.

cineh,™

“When light go,” said the Apache.
“Injun creep in dark like cascabel.
Little white chief no hear, no see till
Injun’s knife find um. Injun go to
camp in desert for war-paint and knife
—no can go on w a.rp‘xfh \ cithout war-

paint. Come back in dark.”
“It’s a cinch !
And @ few minutes later the Apache

rede out of camp on his horse, and Jas
Drew and his confederates waited
cagerly for his return. If there was
anything in an Apache’s skill and
sbealth and cunring, uhe sohtary
(.l\‘.lbll\,‘bl UL LA)&J paun)u»_uxu A_VlA_\lD wuuxu
perish in the darkness of the iunnel;
perish before he had a chance of touch-
ing off & dynamite. And the
Gambusine 1} im. would be saved, and
Jasper Drew along with it.

Drew’s only fear was that the Apache

might repent of his bargain, and fail
to return from the desert.  But that
fear was unfounded. Late in the

night the Redskin arr
Brick Hatel.

By that time most of the camp was
sleeping; though a score of watchful,
armed . men, guarding the tunnel
against t’xe escape: of the Kid, did not
dream of closing their eyes. The Gilt-
Edge saloon was still —open, and a
crowd was there at the bar and round
the faro lay-out. At the bar of the
Gold Brick Hotd t00, men were drink-
ing “hooch and dlsouss\ng the situa-
tion at the Gambusino Mine. But Jas
Drew and Bud Starbuck stood outside
the frame building, under the stars,
waiting for the Apachc' and they ex-
changod a glance of satisfaction when
the tattcred chief rode up. Rainy Face -
had a bundle om his bony broncho,
which the white men guessed was his
fixings for the warpath. THe Apache
alighted from his broncho, and saluted
the two men gravely, with an inclina-
tion of his feathered head. .

"‘Injun on time,” he said. “Injun
ready! Rainy Face dress in war
blanke‘t and war feathers, take scalping-
knife—wah! I have spoken!”  He
glanced round. “Injun bring scalp of
little white chief, and Big Chief give
hoss with black nose.”

Drew shuddered slightly.

“I guess I don’t stand for scalping a
white man !” muttered Starbuck. “You
can_sure give that a miss, Injun!”

“Injun scalp um, show big chief
prove um dead,” said the Apache.

“It's a cinch,” said Drew. ‘‘Give me
proof that Vou’ iaid him out, and the
hoss 1s you Hb

“ But > began Starbuck again.

Ruffian as the gunman was, he re-
volted at the thought of the scalping.
Drew mterrupted him roughly:

the Gold

“Can it! = Let the Injun have his
way.”

“Injurn no sce hoss,” said Rainy
Face.

123

“T guess it's in the sitable
growled Starbuck.

In his own mind the gunman h‘ad re-
solved to drive a bullet through the

1*3 opd

Redskin’s heart, if-he came back with
a white 1man’s scalp from his expedi-
tion.

“Injun see um,” persisted the chief.
He hitched his bony broncho to the rail
outside the lumber hotel. “Tie um
here; Injun see.”

Starbuck muttered an oath, but Drew
signed to him fiercely to obey. The
Apache was worth more to the agent
of the Arizona Consolidated, at that
hour, than all the gunmen in his pay.
He would have given the Redskin a
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whole drove of horses for geiting the
Rio Kid before the dynamite coul
be touched off. And the black-muzzled
mustang, though a good steed, was
scarcely worth the thousand dollars the
agent had already offered as a reward
for the Kid, and which he would have

been glad to see any man earn. Star-
buck, with a scowling brow, led the
Kid’s mustang from the stable, and

hitched it to the rail beside the Indian’s
broncho. Rainy Face looked at it with
a keen eye and nodded.

“The hoss is yours.
Injun, and a bag of
doilars, too, if you like,
if you get the Kid!”
sata Drew, 1 a tense
voice.

“Easy to get him.’
answered the Apache.
“Rainy Face can ecreen
on the panther and the
prairic fox and they no
hear., Rainy TFace big
chief. Big White chiet
come tell him young
men to let Injun pass.”

“This "way,” =aid

Drew.
" He walked towards
the mine with the
Apache, Starbuck fol-
lowing. The - night
was dark—heavy banks
of clouds hiding the
moon.  Drew stopped
at the wide-flung semi-.
circle of men watching
the tunnel for cover.
He whispered, and his’
order was passed along
the line, and all the
guards learned that an
Indian was to make a
stealthy attempt to sur-
prise the Kid, and that
the Redskin was to be
allowed to go and
come. The Apache,
with his bundle of war-
trappings, passed the
line  and disappeared
ia the darkness of the
wide, rough stretch of
ground that separated
‘them from the tunnel
in fhe canyon-side.

Drew set his lips.

“I guess it’s the last throw of the
dice, Starbuck!” he muttered.

“The Injun will get him!” grunted
starbuck. “They're like snakes, durn
their red hides. The Injun’ll get him
in the dark. I guess he's sticking on
his filthy war-paint now, yonder—we’ve
zot to wait.” He touched the butt of
his gun., “I1 guess he won't carry off
a white man’s scalp to his tepees in
the desert, though~mnot while I've got
a gun.” .

Jas Drew made no reply. He was
listening intently. with bent head, in
deep anxiety, swhile minute followed
long minute.

)

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Friend in Need.
111 ITTLH white brother 1
i The Rio XKid
violently.
He was not sleeping.
If he had closed his eves in the last
twenty-four hours it had only been in
brief cat-naps,
Sleeping or awake, the Kid was
his guard, )

He was fully alive %o the possibility

started

on

THE MINE QOES UP!
night was lit with blinding flashes.

blown up his mine ! "

creep into

that some stealthy foe might
dark; but

the shadowed tunnel in the
he had no fear of being surprised.
Even if a creeping foe came so silently
that the Kid did not spot him, the ore
wagons stacked across the tunnel would
stop him, and the Kid must hear any
attempt to clamber over the barricade.
But he doubted whether the cunningest
of the enemy could have got so far

‘without giving him the alarm.

That soft whisper from the blackness
of the tunnel startled him. For he
knew the voice, softly whispering as it
was—the voice of Rainy Tace, the
Apache he had befriended once at Los
Pinos, and who had saved him from
the knives of the Redskins on the day
he had loecated his bonanza.

“Little white brother!”

The whisper came again.

It was quite close to the Kid—only
a truck between, turned on its side. Not
the “faintest sound had betraved the
approach of the Apache. The Xid
caught his breath before he answered:

“Rainy Face, old hoss.

“The chief of the Apaches comoes to
his little white brother,” murmured the
Redskin., “Come save little chief.”

“Gee-whiz ! mmnrmuarad the Kid.
“How the thunder did you get through

<N

that caboodle yonder, Rainy Face?

As the disguised Kid reached his horse there was a fearful roar and a
rolling echo of thunderous crashes—then the whole of the hillside seemed to rise in the air, and the
“ He's done it ! ** came the yoll from the miners,
(See Chapter £.)

“ Mgty

There was a
daskness.
“Injun fool um plenty,” said Rainy
Face. “Big white chief Drew say big
reward any brave that get little chief.”

“And you put in for the reward?”

“Little white chief speaks the truth.”

“Oh gum!” said the Kid.

“Rainy TFace speak with double
tongue,” said the Apache. “Rainy
Face he say take back scalp of little
white chief, and Big Chief give Rainy
Face hoss with black nose for reward.
Apache tell plenty lie.”

“Oh!” said the Kid.

“No take scalp of little white
brother. Big £ Drew ng savvy little

husky chuckle in the

hiel
chief brother of Rainy Face.”

“I guess youw'd be a dead Injun if he
savvied that, old timer” chuckled the
Kid. But he wondered as he spoke.
The thief-Apache of the desert, stained
with the murder of many a lonely
prospector, drenched with the foul
liguor of the saloons, was not the
“brother ” the Kid would have chosen.
But his service to the Apache had won
his gratitude, and he could mnot bui
wonder that the old red ruffian remem-
bered that service so well and rated it

so high. That ‘he could trust the
Apache—savage and faithless as he was
THE PoPULAR.—NoO. 458,
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ence of Rainy Face. The
| saved his life then, and now he wu
seoking to save it again.

“How did you know he began.

“3luch talk in white man's camp,”
said the Apache. “Let my little white
brother listen. Many men guard with
suns—no can get out. Rainy Face come
and go easy. The Big White Chiei has

»

spoken to his men. —Listen! Rainy
Face bring Injun blanket, leggings,

. moceasins, feathers, ar-paint—little
white chief dress and paint all same
Injun.”
The Kid whistled sofily.
Big white chigf tell um men leb
Injun pass,” went on the cunning old
Apache. “Rainy Face creep out one
wavy—one &ide of tunnel—little chief
look like Injun creep out other side.
Yame men no see both—all think one
Injun, Rainy Face. Is it good?”
“Injun, yow've sure got a headpiece
on vou,” said the Kid admiringly. *It’s
as ecasy as rolling off a leg, 1 gues
“Rainy Face glad.  Little white
Brother’s hoss with black nose tied up
outside Gold Brick-—get um in dark,
ride with Rainy Iace to the lodges of
the red men in the desert—is it good ?”
“Like thunder it is,” agreed the Rio
id. “I guess I shav’t forget thi
Rainy Face, Walt till T get to von.
The Kid, who seemed to be able to
zee like a cat in the dark, busied him-
self for a minute with the fuse to the
dynamite, so that he could reach it from
the other side of the barricade,
lengthening it to the required extent.
Then he crawled quietly over the
barrier of ore frucks, and dropped
beside the Apache in the darkness. Only
a gleam of the Indian’s eyes was visible
to him. Bub after a few momentz he
made out the shadowy fgure of the
Apache in the deep gloom.
“Little white brother no lose time

0

muttered the Apache gutturally. *“Big
white chief waiting.”

The Kid grinned in the darkness.

“Pronto ! he said.

In a few minutes the Rio Kid was
draped in the Apache blanket, the
fringed leggings were drawn on, the

moceasins took the place of his boots.
The Stetson hat was discarded ; feathers
were stuck in his hair, and the Indian
daubed his face with the war-paint of
the Apaches. The disguise would have
been goad, even in the daylight; in the
darkness of thc night it was perfect.
Under the Apache blanket the Iid hid
the belt and holsters that held his six-
guns. ]
The canning Indian had planned well.
1f he crept out from the right of the
tunnel mouth, and the disguised Kid
from the left, they would strike
different sections of the semi-circie of
watchers; and the watchers had been
ordered to let the Redskin pass. Not
till they compared notes afferwards
would the guards know that two
Indians instead of one, had left the
tunnel. ’
The Rio Kid’s eyes were gleaming.
. He had hardly hoped to save his life
trom this desperate adventure, and now
Lle way was easy. It had seemed likely
enough that he mush perish in the ex-
plosion when he blew up the Gambusino
Mine, as he had resolved to do. Now
he would be clear and safe when the
mine went up. To save tho mine for
himself was no longer possible; to save
it from falling inte the hands of Jas
Drew and the Arizona Consolidated
reguired only a match to the Tuse,
“Little white brother ecome !’
spered ihe Apache. .
T=e Popvrar.~—No, 480,

o
vet, Injun”
se to light.”
.rstood ; he had heard
he talk of the camp on the topic of the
Kid’s threat to blow up the mine.
“How long him burn?” he asked.

Injun wait.”

B
Kid drew a

The 1 deep, deep breath.
For a moment, perhaps, he hesitated.
The f highted, nothing could
save con as it burned
down io the powder the whole canyon-
side would be rent by a frightful ex-
plosion, and the untcld riches of the
C ino Aline waonld beo seatiored and

oyed for ev But if the Rio Kid

d er.
hesitased it was ouly for a moment.
Th was his, bur it was lost to him

@ ming

or r; it he fled with the Indian and
of the 1 b

g
RN

S

5 3

2
he mine, had failed in hi
with the Consolidated, he was
ly to succeed when he fought
an ontlaw, an associate of the
of the Red Desert, Hi

: itated, was brief.
sr of a spark in the

@
&5
& in

0
#

the tunnel,
the

irection,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Last of the Bonanza!

$F NJUNY One of the guards, on
thie exiveme left of the half-circle

ng the mouth of the

half raised his gun as a
sure approached, and lowered
: discerned the blanket and
painted face of a Red-
Injun; you can

the gunman.

“Injun ge
gutiural voice.
White Chief.”

“By gun! T guess Jas Drew will be
sure glad to see 1t.”

And the gunman allowed ihe Redskin
to pass,

Beyond she cirele of gunmen the Rio
Kid hurried on in the gloom. He was
anxious to geb away before the explosion
roared out. He crossed the rugged
street, and passed unconcernedly in the
light of the naphthe lamps of the Gilt
Edge saloon, and went on to the Gold
Brick, where he stopped beside the
horses that were hitched to the rail
The black-muzzled mustang gave a low
whinny; he kanew his master under the
blanket and feathers and Apache paint.
The Xid stroked the black muzzle
fondly, Standing by the horses, which
he uwuhitched from the rail, he stared
back anxiocusly towards the tunnel. The
fuse was timed to two minutes,
and the time had almost elapsed. Had
Rainy Face got clear? He had turned
to the right on leaving the black tunnel,
and there was no reason why he should
not have passed the guards as easily as
the Kid—more easily, as he was the
Indian who had entered. The Xid
heard calling ives, and _as the moan
h a sifver glimmer from behind
of elouds he sighted the

;-ugg,ec} street. v, il
had laid o hand on the Iud
“Did you get him, Injun
In the silence the words came clearly
across to the Kid, There was no need
for the Apache 3 answer, Suddenly,
like the crash of the end of the world,
came a frightful roar from: the tunnel,
b red, blinding flashes: a roar that
was like the rolling of ‘thunder in the
depths of the mine, and the high, rocky
side of the canyon split like a curtain—
the very ground shaking under the
fearful force of the explosion. (reas
rocks and boulders hurtled in the air,
many of themn falling far across the
street; one great rock crashing through
the roof of the Gilt Edze saloon. and
sending the crowd there scurrying forth
in terror, A wild, rumbling, thundering
roar, and seveams of terror as  the
guards at the mine came racing away,
stumbling and {slling in their panie
haste. There was a yell from Starbuck:
o TY e

Driew, in his eagerne
b

s bianket.
»

done 15! He’s blown up the

mine |
Jas Drew did noi speak—did not
move. He stood transiixed, hegedless of

the rocks and stones raining round him.
His face was white and drawn; he
gazed at the yawning gulf torn in the
canyon-side with haggard eyes, seeing
theve the end of his scheming, the ruin

plots, witer ruin for himseli.

and vells of ferror filled the

; frantic men rushed past the
agent, who still stood there rooted to

of the fear
Kid, distant as he

,
ground. The w

was, and made the horses plunge. Rainy
Face joined him in iwo bounds.

Without a word the Apache flung him-
self upon his broncho, and the Kid
nounted the black-muzzled mustang.
Side by side they galloped down the
street, down the canyon, heading for the
desert. Behind them roze a wild up-
roar—cries of men, squealing of horses,
crash on crash of falling rocks. The
madness of terror and panic reigned in
Gold Brick—hardly an eye noted the
twe Redskins who galloped away into
the night. And still Jas Drew stood
motionless, his face white, his eyes
haggard. This was the end of his
scheming—the end of the Gambusino

Mine. The Rio Kid was a bad man to
crowd.  Starbuck, bleading from a

crashing stone that had struck him in
the fdce, breathed curses.

“The mine’s gone up, but the Kid's
gone up with it, Jas. Kid Carfax has
gone up with the mine, for surve !”

It was all the sclacc-that remained to
Jas Drew. The Gambusine Mine was
gone for ever, but the Kid who had
defied him and defeated him lay
shattered under the wreck of the rent
and gashed hillside. In "Gold Brick
there was no ouec who doubted that the
Kid was dead. But Jas Drew, and
others who had played that lawless and
desperate game for the Kid’s bonanza,
were destined to learn that the Rie Kid
swvas not dead.

THE EXD.

ANOTHER ROARING
YARN of the WEST,
starring

"RIO KID,

Next Week, Boys.
DON'T MISS IT!




