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WESTERN THRILLS!

All the biggest rascals and gunmen in Mavrd Teck are
Tooking after this strange litile Rexican.
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: “THE FIRST CHAPTER.
; The Kid Chips In!
#E L NEARCH me!” murmured the Rio
Kid.
Midnight had long passed in

s
the camp of Hard Tack, high up
in the Rocky Mountains of Colorado.
Hard Tack did not really wake till
dark, and at midnight it was a lively
place. But now the liveliness had died
out; the naphtha lamps no longer flared
over the saloon, the faro table was closed
down, and the doors were shut, the last
roysterer had wended his uncertain way
home to cabin or shack. Only the stars
glimmered down on the straggling street
that lay between the high canyon v all
and the murmuring creek, on the long,
irregular row of wooden shacks and
shanties. Hard Tack, at last, was sleep-
ing; but the Rio Kid was wide awake.

The half-dozen sleeping-rooms of the
Hard Tack Hotel looked on a stretch of
waste ground at the back of the build-
ing, plentifully sprinkled with disused
cans and tins. Beyond .lay rocks und
straggling bushes, and then the vast
slope of the canyon wall, rising into the
dark heavens. The windows were
fastened with wooden shutters—glass was
an unknown luxury so high up in the
sierra. Any pilgrim who so desired
could step in and out by his window in-
stead of using the passage that ran
through the building. Some of the
window shutters stood wide open all
night, for the night was hot and the
wind from the pine-clad slopes high
above refreshing. The Rio Kid’s window
shutters stood wide, and just within the
window-frame the Kid was seated on a
packing-case, wrapped in darkness, and
watching.

The next window, a few yards away,
was shut, and in that room slept the
tenderfoot, whom the Kid had taken
under his wing. Carlos Alvaro, as the
tenderfoot called himself, was sleeping
the sleep of deep fatigue; but the Kid,
in the adjoining room, had not closed
his eyes. The Kid seemed impervious to
fatigue. A smile flickered over his face
in the darkness as a dim figure emerged:
from a distant clump of bushes and
approached the building with stealthy
tread, and stopped outside the tender-
foot’s window.

.. The Xid made no movement, no sound.
He watched. His hand had drépped

silently to the butt of a gun.
The figure stood motionless, listening,
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RBI10 KID! )
%e@aoo@s@aea@o@o@e@e%
This week

“The Tenderfc

<

3
ot’s

-

Seeret!”

%o@o@aéo@w@ooo@o@o@ooﬁi}j

0<>u<>
>9<>D <8

For a full minute it stood, without a
movement. Then a hand was lifted in
signal, and two other dark forms came
stealing from the bushes, jolning the
first at the tenderfoot’s window. There
was a murmuring of whispered voices.
The Rio Kid sat close, his grip on his
gun. Through the deep silence of the
night, broken only by the rippling of
the mountain creek, the whispering
voices came to his intent ears.

“I guess it’s a cinch, marshal. This
hyer i1s his room, and I can hear him
breathing—Ifast asleep.”

The Kid smiled again. That the
tallest - of the three figures was Jeff
Oakes, the marshal of Hard Tack, he
had guessed already. Now he knew.
But he still waited quietly. He knew
that the tenderfoot had barred his
window shutter within, and the ventilat-
ing slits were too narrow for a cat to
enter. Until the shutter was forced the
boy was safe. The Kid was in no hurry
to chip in.

The tall man placed his ear to a slit
in the closed shutter and listened. No
doubt the breathing of the sleeper within
was_audible to him, for he drew away
again and nodded.

“He’s asleep, Fuchre.”

He stepped back and glanced up and
down the row of shuttered windows. His
face was not visible in the starlight. A
neck scarf was tied across it to conceal
the features. The Kid noted it with a
grin. There was no one abroad at that
hour, and Jeff Oakes certainly did not
guess that the Texas puncher was on the
watch; but he was careful to guard
against chance recognition., Hard Tack
was a hard camp, and its citizens a
hard crew; but the town marshal did
not want even the rough crowd at Hard
Tack to be pubt wise to his present pro-
ceedings.

“The shutter’s fixed inside, marshal!”
muttered the third man.

Oakes laughed softly.

fThat cuts no ice. It’s only a bolt,

affer Curlos Alvaro, the {enderfool.
the Hid’s guns are looking after hiny!

Bui the Rio Kid ia>
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and a shove of your shoulder will send i
open. But—-"

“The boy’ll wake.”

““Let him! A tap on his cabeza will
quict him. T guess I'm thinking of that
fire-bug who came into camp with him—
the galoot who shot up Four Kings.
ie’s In the next room, and if he wakes
I reckon he will chip in.”

“His winder’s open, boss. I guess it ~
would be easy to fix it for him not to
wake.”

“I reckon that’s what I was thinking,
Dave. He rubbed out Four Kings, who
was our pard, and I guess it's him
for the long trail,” muttered the mar-
shal of Hard Tack. “Fe’s a gunman
from Texas, and he’s sure dangerous.
He’s here after the Hscobedo Mine, I
guess, or he wouldn’t have come into
camp with old ¥scobedo’s son. I guess
1l leave him to you, Dave, and REuchre
and me’ll fix the tenderfoot.”

“Y guess I'll fix him, marshal.”

The Rio Kid rose silently from the
packing-case and stepped back into thao
cover of the open window shutter, which
‘opened inwards. A few moments more,
and Dave was leaning into the room,
peering and listening. The silence re-
assured him, and he stepped over the
low, timber window-sill, and set one
foot in the room.

Then the Rio Kid moved, and he
moved like lightning. The barrel of his
revolver was in his hand, and the heavy
butt swung through the air and came
down with a crash on the back of the
intruder’s head.

One startled gasp came from Dave
as he pitched heavily forward and fell
headlong into the Kid’s room. He did
not move again, and the Kid did not
even look at him. He knew that that
crashing blow_had stunned him.

The tall, black-bearded marshal of
Hard Tack had set his shoulder to the
shutter of the tenderfoot’s window. Bub
he started away again as he heard that
heavy fall.

“What the thunder——" he muttered
savagely.

“I guess Dave’s took a tumble over
suthin’,” "said Euchre. -

Crack !

From the Kid’s window came the
sudden report of a gun. The bullet cut
a patch of skin from Euchre’s cheek. A
startled yell rang out in the silence of
the night, '
Tre PoruLaR.—No. 503.
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Before the report had died the marshal
was springing away, and he vanished
round a corner of the building. Euchre,
with his hand to his bleeding cheek,
stood. dazed and staring. The Rio Kid
leaned from his window with a grin on
his face, his revolver aimed at the star-
ing rufhan.

“You want to beat it,” he remarked
casually.  -“I guess if this gun pops
aguij’n, feller, you won’t know what hit
you.”

“Thunder!”’ gasped Euchre. .

He did not need a second warning.
A moment more, and he had raced away

round the corner of the building.

* The Rio Kid chuckled. .

“I guess them galoots have sory o1
slipped up on it,” he murmured, as the
hurried footsteps died away in the night,

There was a faint groan from the man
at his feet. t 1 b
packing-case again, having taken _the
gun from Dave’s belt and pitched i into
a corner. With an amused grin he
watched the ruffian struggling back to
consciousness. Dave groaned again and
opened his eyes, and his hand went to his
aching head. Then he sat up suddenly,
gasping, and glared round him, and his
hand shot to his belt. .

“Forget it, feller,” drawled the Xid.
“T’ve sure borrowed your gun, and I've
got a .45 lockin’ at you. Forget it!”

The man peered at him dizzily.

“Shucks! You was awake, I guess,”
he muttered.

“I sure was,”’ agreed the Kid. *“I
guess you was looking for a sucker,
feller, and you’ve found a bad man from
Texas. You want to keep your eyes
peeled next time you horn in while I'm
around.”

Dave staggered to his feet.

“Beat it,” said the Kid cheerily. I
guess I ain’t fixing you for the camp
cemetery this time. Beat it, pronto,
before I change my mind.”

The ruffian eyed him as he backed to
the window, e stepped out, his eyes
still on the boy puncher from Texas.

“I guess I'll fix you for this!” he mut-
tered hoarsely, glaring in at the dim
form of the Kid when he was outside.
“I guess——>

A gun glinted as the Kid lifted it

“Pronto!” he said.

There was a scurry of footsteps along
the timber building, and Dave was
gone. The Kid chuckled as he put his
gun back .into the holster. There was
- no sound of alarm i the timber hotel
or in_the camp. Shots at all hours of
the night were not uncommon in Hard
Tack. Not uncommonly, late roysterers,
too full of the potent fire-water, blazed
away with their guns.

“I guess them jaspers won’t horn in

again to-night,” mused the Kid. “But
that tenderfoot sure would have been
corralled if T hadn’t been riding herd.
I guess he sure was plumb loco to mosey
into this hyer burg.”
. The Xid, scating himself on the pack-
ing-case, leaned back on the timber wall
by the open shutter and closed his eyes.
He slept as lightly as 2 cougar-crouched
in the branches of a cottonwood. The
lightest alarm would have waked the
Rio Kid. But there came no alarm, and
the Kid did not open his cheery eyes
until the dawn was glimmering down
on the camp of Hard Tacl.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Not Warnted !
served

NE-EYE, the landlord,

O breakfast in the chuck shack,
otherwise the dining-room of
the Hard Tack Hotel. The

tenderfcot was late, - and the Rio

Kid waited for him; so they had the
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room to themselves when they break-

fasted.. . .

“Morning!” said the Kid,” when
Carlos Alvaro came in. “Had a good
night’s rest, feller?” s

%3j, senor! Es tarde,” added the boy,
as he sai down. A . «

“Yep; it's late,” said the Kid. But
I guess you wanted some west, feller.
You didn’t wake?” . s

“Not once. I was very tived.”

The Kid grinned. He had no inten-
tion of alarming the tenderfoot by tell-
ing him of his narrow escape during the
night. .

'ihey breakfasted, the young Mexican
very silent and thoughtful. The Kid
was thinking, 1oo. .

He had not thought of remaining long
at Hard Tack. He had taken in the
place, on his way south, simply
because he had been told that Hard
Tack was the roughest and wildest and
most lawless mining camp in the moun-
tains of Colorado, and the Kid had been
rather curious to sec it. A few days
more or less made no difference to the
Rio XKid. Indeed, he doubted the
wisdom of hjs decision to return to his
own country of Texas; and perhaps, for
that reason, any delay en route was more
or less welcome to him. And it went
against the grain with the Kid to ride

' on, and leave this benighted tenderfoot

alone in such a wild hole as Hard Tack.
But he smiled at the idea of hanging on
indefinitely to “ride herd” over a
galoot he knew nothing of, and whose
business in the camp he did not know,
though he might guess.

The boy rose from the table at last,
and made the Kid a graceful bow.

“ Adios, senor!” he said.

“Hold on,” said the Kid good-
humouredly. “V¥You going?”

“3i, senor.”

“Might a galoot ask where?” grinned

the Kid. o

The boy stood by the table, hesitating
and colouring. . .

“I have business, senor,” he said at
last.

“In the camp?”

The boy did not answer. .

“Qutside the camp?” persisted the
Kid.

“3i, senor.”

“And you -figure that you'll get on
with it, boy?”’

‘A’Si.71

“Sit down again, and let’s talk,
gested the Kid.

“But, senor—-" . ,

“QOh, shucks!” said the Kid. “ You’'ve
given your name here as Carlos Alvaro.
A dozen galoots have recognised you by
your likeness to old Escobedo, and
reckon that you're his son, come back to
look for the old man’s gold-mine.”

“But I have said that I am not,
senor.”

“I guess that cuts no ice, with the
pilgrims who have been hunting for ten
years to find the lost mine of Escobedo,”
answered the Kid. “They figure that
youw're old Escobedo’s son; and if they
knew about that paper you've got
hidden in the lining of your hat, I
reckon they’d-jump to it that you've got
a map of the Escobedo Mine.”

The boy crimsoned.

“QOh, senor!” .

“T guess it’s nothing to me,” grinned
the Kid. “I ain’t after the Escobedo
Mine, feller. I'm only telling you. A
good many galoots in this camp have a
hunch that you can tell them where the
mine is, and they reckon they’re going
to make you do it: Among them, thai
galoot with the black beard—the
marshal of the town. Now I ain’t horn-
ing into your business, féller; but I ain’t
letting you run loose on this range. I'm
riding herd over you. Savvy?”

» sug-

 darned  fire-bugs—one

the Kid.

“But—-""

“You don’t even pack a gun,” said
the Kid commiseratingly ; “and I guess
you couldn’t handle one if you did. I
tell you that youw're in danger every
minute you stay in this camp; and the
minute you set foot outside it you’ll be
roped in by some fire-bug, who will ask
you to guide him to the old greaser’s
mine with a pistol to your head. Got
that 7

The boy did not answer.

His face had paled, and the Kid

could see that his hands were trembling.
But his expression was one of passionate
resolve,
. “I reckon I'm going to see you
warough,””  explained . the XKid. “If
you’re going out for a leetle pasear, I
figure on coming along. What say?”

The boy shook his head.

“ Oh, shucks!” said the Kid. “T guess:
you're right not to trust a stranger ab
sight, feller; but you ain’t got any
choice in this matter. You're a gone
coon if I don’t ride herd over you.” )

Alvaro smiled faintly.

“I do not distrust you, senor,” he

said. Tt is not that. You saved me
from the  road-agent on the trail.
But—"’ . :
“Well, give it a name.”
“But 1t is a secret, senor. I can tell

no one. have sworn secrecy, and I
can tell no one—not even a generous
friend like you, senor.” - :
“You don’t want my company for
that leetle pasear this . morning 7"’
grinned the .Kid.
“No, senor.” B
“Suppose I tell you that three gol-
¢ of them the
marshal of this camp—tried to get in at
your window last night, and I stopped
them,” said the Kid. '
l'(Oh',’

. “You’d sure have heard a gun talking
if you hadn’t been so sound asleep,”
chuckled the Kid.

“Gracias, senor! I thank you; but I
—I must go_alone where I have to go.
If there is danger, I cannot help it. 1
must go, and alone.”

“But I tell you—2

“Adios, senor.” ’ -

And with that the boy left the chuck
shack, leaving the Rio Kid. sitting
alone at the table. TFor several long
minutes the Xid sat in thought.

He lounged out at last, and walked
round the corral.

There the black-muzzled grey mustang
gave a whinny at the sight of his master,
and. the Kid stroked his glossy muazzle.

“We ain’t wanted, old hoss,” smiled
“It’s you and me for the
trail,” and dog-goned tenderfeet can look
after themselves, critter. We're going
to hit the trail and leave ’em to it.”

The Kid went into the timber hotel
for his saddle.

But he went slowly.

The tenderfoot had told him plainly
enough that he did not want him to ride
herd—that he wanted to.go hizs way
alone. That surely was enough for the
Rio Kid, who did not yearn to ride
herd over a benighted tenderfoot, and
especially a greaser. The morning was
fresh and fair, and called the Kid to
the trail, and the thought of the wide,
green grasslands of his own country
called to him.

But when he came out of the hotel
again the Kid was not .carrying his
saddle. Somehow, he could not make
up his mind to it. -

He loafed out into the sunny street.

Hard Tack was at work. Pick and
shovel rang from the alluvial claims
along the creek. The Kid caught sight
of Long Bill coming into the camp, and
hailed him.
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“Hallo! Seen that pesky
young greaser around?”’
Long Bill grinned.

“I reckon I seed him
beating it for the canyon.
Say, feller, you came into

camp with him yesterday.
You savvy whether he’s
young Hscobedo or not?”

“I guess I never saw him
before yesterday,” answered
the Kid. “I picked him up
on the trail, where This
cayuse dropped him.”

“He’s sure young Escobedo,
and he's after the old man’s
mine.” said Long Bill. “I
reckon he won’t get away
with it. I seed FEuchre and
Denver Dave quit camp soon
arter him, and I reckon
they’ll be talking turkey to
him.”

“Oh, sho!” said the Kid.

He stood with a thoughtful
frown on his face,

Fuchre and Denver Davt,
he had no doubt, were the
two men who had been with
the marshal the previous
night.

The tenderfoot had gone
out of camp—whether to
locate the Escobedo mine or
not. He had, as the Kid had
warned him, walked directly *
into deadly danger. It was
no business of the Kid's.

He
had offered to see the boy
through, and -had been re-
fused.

“The greaser was hoofing
it?” he "called out, as Long

Bill went into the timber-
hotel,

“Yep?t” answered the
miner over his shoulder.

The Kid pursed his lips.

“Escobedo or not, he's

gone to locate - that pesky :
mine,” he muttered, “and i
them fire-buzs will sure rope
him in, like a sheep. And
you sure can’t mind your own
business, Kid Carfax, can
you, you gink?”’

Apparently the Kid could
not, for after a few moments
of thought, he went out of
the street into the open
canyon, and followed the way the young
Mexican had gone.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Roped In!

6’ UT ’em up!” -
“Madre de Dios!” exclaimed

the Mexican.

The boy was not a hali-mile
from Hard Tack, but the rugged, wind-
ing canyon hid the camp from sight.
He was on the open trail, over which
passed all the traffic to and.from the
camp, Well as he knew that danger
dogged his steps in the Colorade sierra,
he had not looked for open attack there,
but it had come.

A sound of running feet made him
turn his head, and as he turned, Euchre
and Denver Dave came up, each with a
six-gun in his hand. Two revolvers
covered the unarmed Mexican.

“Put ’em up!” repeated Euchre, with
a grin. “I reckon we’'ve got you dead
to rights this time, young Escobedo !”

“We sure have,” grinned Denver
Dave.

Alvaro slewly raised his hands above
his head, a look of hunted despair on
his olive face. Under the shade of his
wide sombrero he was pale as chalk,

The two ruffians closed in on bim,

with grinning faces. As they saw that
hLe was not armed they thrust their re-
volvers away. Six-guns were not needed
in dealing with the tenderfoot.

“T guess you can put your paws down,
greaser,” said Euchre, “Search me!
You've come up here into the sierra to
locate the Escobedo Mine, and you
don’t pack a gun! T guess you are a
locoed gink.”

“Senor, I—"

“Can it!” interrupted Denver Dave.
“Git him along, BEuchre. We don’t
want any galoots horning into this
game. The boss was sure mad the way
we slipped up on it last night; but that
ormery fire-bug from Texas ain’t here to
chip in now. Git a move on!”

“This-a-way, greaser,” said Huchre.

“Where are you taking me?” ex-
claimed Alvaro in alarm. -

“Jest a leetle piece into the hills,”
grinned Dave. “You'll sure see the boss
afore you're much older, and you'll fix
us up for locating the Escobedo Mine.
Say, you was plumb leco, walking out of
camp that-a-way, and leaving your
pardner behind ?”

“I have no "pariner,” said thé
Mexican. “The caballero you speak of
is a stranger to me.” :

THE WIDNIGHT INTRUDER! As
the man stepped over the fow window
sill the Rio Kid acted. The barrsl of
his revelver swung through the air
and came down with a ¢rash on the
back of the intruder’s head. (See
Chapter 1.}

“I guess that’s a plumb lie,” said
Euchre, “But quit chewing the rag.
Youw've got to hustle.”

“Senor, I—”

“Quit it, I tell you!”

The young Mexican was marched out
of the open, wide canyon, into a rocky
gulch that split the canyon wall to the
west.

His eyes wandered round him wildly
as he went, like those of an animal
seeking a way of escape.

But there was no escape for him.

" Either of the two powerful ruffians
could have crushed him in a grip he
could not have resisted. And they were
armed, and he was weaponless.

“Oh, I was mad to come here!” he
exclaimed bitterly. .

There was a chuckle from his captors.

“J guess yowve hit it plumb centre,
greaser,” said Buchre. “You're sure
the softest tenderfoot that ever struck
these parts. That parduer of yourn 1s
some fire-bug; bub yot}—-you’re jest
puity, I calculate. Hoof it!”

They tramped through the narrow
gulch, farther and farther from  the
Flard Tack Canyon. Great rocks and
oliffs, crownied by pine-trees, andrugged,
loose boulders, surrounded them. At

THE POPULAR.—NO. 503w
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come distance from the canyon trail
Denver Dave halted. - ,

“Y reckon you can git that greenhorn
gregsef to the cave, Euchre, and Tl
masey back to camp and put the boss
wise. I reckon he-wants o sce young
Escobedo pronto.”

“Sure 1 ;

Denver Dave tramped back the way

vy had come.
th‘eAvIvaLro glanced after him, and then at
Euchre. Some thought of making a
desperate attempt to escape seemed to
be in his mind now that only one of his
captors remained with him.

Buchre read the thought in his face
and laughed hoarsely. ‘

“Torget it he jeered.  “Gif on—
hoof it!” His hard, heavy band gave
the Mexican a shove that nearly
knocked him over.

Carlos Alvaro tramped on again
wearily.

Higher and higher they tramped into
the hills. The distance was not great,
but the way was winding and rocky and
rugged. The little Mexican panted as
hoe went, the burly ruffian swinging
along at his side without a sign of effort.

Euchre stopped at last, where a high,
deep cave opened in the rugged side of
the gulch.

“Get in!” :

The boy tramped into the cave, and
the ruffian followed him in.  Euchre
pointed to a heap of blankets on the
floor.

“I reckon you can take a
rest, if you want,” he said.
“You got to wait here till the
boss comes.”

“The boss?”
boy. “Who ”

“Youll know when he comes,”
grinned Euchre. “I reckon we
had this fixed up for you last
night, feller, only we slipped up
on it getting at you in camp.
That pardner of yourn chipped in,
durn  his pesky  hide. But 1
reckon he won’t chip in hyer,
any.” .

The boy sighed deeply. He had
refused the help of the Rio Kid
for the sake of his secret. But
what was his secret worth to him
now? He had come to Hard
Tack like a lamb among wolves,
and already he had fallen into the
snare. And even the Rio Kid
could not help him now.

He threw himself wearily on the
pile of blankets.

Fuchre sat in the mouth of the
cave, leaning against the rock, and
filled his pipe and lighted it. He
gave no further attention to the
Mexican. The boy could not attempt to
leave the cave without passing him, and
that was impossible. .

The hours of the sunny morning
passed, and as the sun approached the
zenith, streaming down in a blaze into
the narrow, rocky gulch, Ruchre
knocked out his pipe, rose to his feet,
and stood staring down the gulch to-
wards the canyon. He returned to his
seat at last, and smoked again, with a
knitted brow. .

The Mexican, watching him, could
guess his thoughts. Denver Dave had
gone back.to camp to inform the boss
t{mt the tenderfoot was a prisoner, and
Luchre evidently expected his boss to
lose no time in reaching the cave.
Ample time had. elapsed, but there had
been no sound of a footstep in the
lonely, rocky waste.

“Durn my boots!” ejaculated Euchre
at last.zZ “Goldarn< him! Why in
thunder ain’t the marshal hyer 7"

Alvaro had .guessed, from what the

repeated  the

Rio Kid had told him, that the marshal
of Hard Tack was the boss of whom his
captors had spoken. Euchre rose again
at last, and sorted out bully beef and a
can of water and hard biscuit from a
cleft in the cave, and sat down to eat.
He signed to the prisoner to join him.

“I reckon it's durned queer, the boss
not horning in afore this,” growled
Euchre. “He knows.you're here for
sure. Durn my boots! I ain’t stopping
here a hull day to watch a dog-goned
greaser.”

He sat at the mouth of the cave again,
smoking and grumbling, waiching and
listening for footsteps in the gulch. But
no sound broke the silence of the lonely
hills.

Houss since, Denver Dave should have
reached the marshal's cabin at Hard
Tack, with the news that the son of
Escobedo was a prisoner at the cave.
Yet the marshal had not come. The
face of the ruffian grew more and more
puzzled and sullen, as the hours length-
ened, and still the marshal of Hard
Tack did not come.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Shot for Shot!
¢ H’
O« .
The sun was hot in the can-

; yon, and the Kid was annoved.
He stopped in the shade of a towering
boulder, and fanned his face with his

He had left Hard Tack to look

Stetson.
for the tenderfoot; but he had known
that he was not likely to find him, and
now he knew it was certain.

The wilderness of rock gave no sign.

'"Even to the Kid’s keen eyes, there was

nothing to tell where the Mexican had
gone.

He might be in the vast canyon, hid-
den from sight by the great rocks or
ctumps of pines or the irregularities -of
the ground; or he might have turned
into one of a hundred gulches or arroyos
or draws. He might be ten feet away
or he might be ten miles. Likely
enough he had left the canyon, if, as the
Kid suspected, he was there to attempt
to locate the lost mine of Escobedo.
Likelier still, Euchrc and Denver Dave
had roped him in. The Kid could have
picked up any trail that would have been
visible to the eyes of an Apache or a
Comanche; but the rugged rock told him
nothing.

“Oh, shucks!” he repeated, in disgust.

‘éhucksi” grunted the Rio
id.

He was wasting his time, and he knew
it. He had no use for tenderfeet, and
he had never liked greasers. The galoot
had as good as told him to mind his
own business, and not to horn in. Why
couldn’t he leave it at that, the Kid
asked himself impatiently. It was only
the thought of the boy's utter helpless-
nesss in his wild surroundings, that kept
the Kid from returning to the camp,
saddling up his mustang, and riding.
Somehow, he couldn’t leave the boy to
his fate.

A Stetson hat bobbing among the
rocks caught the Kid’s eye, and he
watched it idly. Someone ‘was coming
down the canyon side, from one of the
guiches that split the great wall of clifi.
The man was winding his way among
the rocks down to the trail that ran
along the canyon bottom; and he emer-
ged into the trail at last, and into full
view of the Rio Kid. The Kid’s eyes,
fixing on him, discerned something fami-
liar about the roughly-clad, stubbly-
faced pilgrim. He had seen him once,
and it was in the dark, but he was sure
—almost sure—that this was one of the
men who had backed up the- marshal
the night before—the mar who had en-
tered his window, and whom he bad
clubbed with his revolver.

The Kid's eyes glinted. If this was
Dave, one of the marshal’s men, whom
Long Bill had seen leaving the camp
after the tenderfoot, it was more than
likely that he knew where the boy
was. For the Kid knew that the ™
chances were a hundred to one that
the boy had already fallen into the
hands of his enemies.

The man came tramping along
the trail towards the camp, not for
the moment perceiving the puncher
leaning against the rock, shaded
from the sun. But as he drew
nearer, he sighted the Kid; and
the look on his face was one of
instant and hostile recognition. I#
was the look that the Kid expected
to see there, and he was ready for
what followed. = Denver Dave's
hand flew to his belt; but beforas
he could draw -a -gun, the Kid's
hand- came up.with a revolver in
it,” and he smiled over the levelled
barrel. 3

“Drop it, feller.”

Slowly, with savage rage in his
face, the ruffian relinquished the
gun. The Kid had been too quick °
for him.

“Step this way, feller,” called
out the Kid cheerily. “I1 guess I
want to chew the rag with you for
a piece.”

Denver Dave came a few strides
towards him, and the Kid motioned him
to halt at a dozen paces. He lowered his
gun; but it was ready to rise again, and
the marshal’s man did not dare to touch
a weapon. But his eyes glinted fiercely
as he waited and watched for a chance.

“1 reckon I'm wise to you, feller,”
smiled the Kid. “You’re the dog-goned
galoot that horned in at my window last
night.”

“Ain't never seed you afore,”
answered Dave, “I guess I don’t know
you from Adam, puncher.”

“You didn’t horn in last night into’
my room at the camp yonder, and corral
a clip on the cabeza from my gun?”
asked the Kid.

“Nope.”

“You’re sure a prize lar,” said the
Kid. “What were you pulling a gun
on me for at sight, then?” .

“I reckon ¥ took you for a road-agent,
standing there . watching  the trail,”
answered Denver Dave “I reckoned I'd
{Continued on page 28.)



THE LEADING BOYS’ STORY PAPER.

o %% POPULAR o——
[RTHDAY GIFT C

NS

course you would!

HOW TO JOIN THE CLUB.
§ N order to become a member of cur FREE BIRTHDAX
GIFT CLUB you must, first of all, fill in ALL the
particulars required on the wspecial Registration
Coupon printed below. When you have done this, post
the coupon to:

Would you like a Six~-Shilling Annual for nothing? Of
Thenh take a look at the Wonderful

Qift Scheme below! ¢
Take every care that the DATE OF BIRTH which you
give on your registration coupon is absolutely eorrect in
o Ami kS abzolt

o 4
e The Editfor, A i registration can be recognised. !

The P05P %{;ﬁilﬁg tslégg& Gitt Club, It should be understood that this scheme will continue

* ¥ London. E.C.4 (C until the present stock of annuals is exhausted. There-

ondon, E.C.4 {Comp.), fore, register at once.

Providing your registration coupon is filled up correctly, The Editor’s decision upon all points arising out of this

Cut Here aeecoascenrarTiocrsnsnannns deaves P R R TR R T T T T R S S P E T J
. :

avvanrr moardionlamn fan dhis oo 2h Se mmaend.o i

- e valmasdy g semen Sy e ar ad VAUD VUL AUY
rogistration can, in no circumstances, be altered after-
wards.

Please remember that the only method of joiniﬁg our
Birthday Club is by filling up one of the printed registra-
tion coupons published in this paper. No other form of

IVOIY poIll

 REGISTRATION COUPON.

-

Full Address........

®eseacvsassens N PRy TP LR TR TN}

me as a member of your Free Birthday Gift Club.

POPULAR.

(Please write very plainly.)

A . ituiieeeneniinverrenrinscrersannsnussansnnesasass Date of Birth :

seave s -meras

i I declare that I am a reader of “ THE POPULAR” and!,.............. T
b and purchase BOTH THESE PAPERS regularly from my newsagent.
your “Birthday Club Scheme, and 1 agree to abide by them in every particular.

« Newsngenls Name v cukriis dims ses e s samas v mes s Ve R T e s S Fe S A e weneahoyeme Trmnme

L I

B THIS COUPON IS ONLY AVAILABLE UNTIL SEPT. 22nd, 1928.

BIRTHDAY GIFTS.

Day...........r:..Month;:;.....Year--..n--

ervenn

D T e Y R

asesscteetssanseinsey seses0enesas sesssssss

I have carefully read the rules of
Will- you please enrol

SEPT. 15th,1928.

you will then be enrolled as & member of our Birthday
Club, and may consider yourself as such unless you are
4 notified by us to the contrary.
& Then wafch carefully the lists of birthday
dates, which are published in this paper week
by week. Should the date of YOUR BIRTH be
the same as one of the published dates, you
will be able to eclaim either a °* Holiday **
or ‘“ Hobby > Annual, whichever you desire.
Cnee readers are enrolled as members of
our Birthday Gift Club they have no need to re-
register, as their original registration -holds
good, providing they continue to purchase
regularly the POPULAR, and also one other
of the following papers—the ‘¢ Magnet,”
‘“ Gem,** ** Nelson Lee,”’ or “‘ Boys’ Realm,”
as stated on their registration coupon.

sesseeversassenene

ooy pymesprevepsnssesonasnsvaves Ak Hexre P

scheme must be accepted as final and legally binding.
Thig is an express condition of registration.

Only ONE registration coupon need be filled in, and
gent to the address given above. This
should be-received on or before the date
stated on the registration coupon.

BEADERS OVERSEAS,

All Overseas readers are eligible to
participate in our Free Birthday Gift
Club, as special time extensions are
allowed in the cases of readers living
clsewhere than in the British Isles, -

THIS WEEK’S LIST OF BIRTHDAY
DATES AND SPECIAL CLAIMS FORM,
APPEAR ON PAGE 22 OF THIS ISSUE!

| DONT DELAY—JGIN TC-DAY! |



28

“THE RIO KID!”

{Continued from page 12.

be first ii- thero wasgomng tohe uxmmg
T've beeg held, up &r‘fthxs t :tlz'a Ore.
“The. del scrutinized him. . He was
almost .gure. that. this man was the man
he had efubbed J‘hq,_mght before, and if
he was .the man; hc eouid:tell: where his
tendcnoot Sz the Kid fgur
“You atn & thy man . clubl ed
asked. tko Ky
“1 %urk Bin't o
“ You seen » JMexican on the trail this

then?”

merning

Dave- shook his bead:

*1 - ain't  sren “any, - Mexican,?  he
answered. ¢ lh‘ru ain't many’ Lreasers

in this countr¥, puncher.”

“You- dsduf trail !bmgreaser out ot
camp. . vou and yolir pard Euchre?”
asked the Kid.:

“ Aifi't got any pard,: and uever heard
of a galéot- namcd Eaclire.”. said Dave.
*“1 figure )oum J.kmg me, for another
galoot, .stranyger ’

“T reckon_{ v
the Kid . '“Yor allow you am
1 clubked’ “with ihis same gn last’
at tho hotel i1 ‘Hard Tack? ""

L sitie T} amr““

“Take o' that Stetson.”. zaid the Kid.
“ And. let’s see, vour uwe"‘ If thero
ain't. a lump ou it the size of a big
nugget, .J’ II sllew I've-made a mxstal\-
folor.”

Denver Dave ‘oreathed hard, and did
nok remove. his chat., The .great bruise
on his “head, mudu by the butt- of the
Kid's gun- was throbbmw still; and -tt
was 1ore fl an l&rm euoug’x to be seen

heatr m»y too sked the Kid
. pleasantly... and l~9 wade a_motion with
his gun hzmd “T let you off last mi;hr,
felfers “but i "you don't “too “the line
.your goosy is cooked, and I'm tel-
ou so. Chuck thit Stetson into the
rravior T'H ~n.e =h)q£ it off ‘'your head."”

The wan eyed.him deaperatcly and did
10t stie; and the Kid's gun suddeniy
eracked. - The -bullet bored: a hole
through the crosn of the hat. -grazing
the- head of the rufian:  Denver Dave.
‘gave a startied “yell. and sprang ‘back.
“The =noking revoiver looked him in-they
face.

*Yos want your ticket for sou
uakc(l the . Kid menacingly. S Drop t u
Stétson, if you doit’t want moe to drop
yvou, pronto.”

wn

.o With. 8 curse.. . ihe. cuffau liurled’ the:
hat to the ground The Kid- stepped’
forward a pace:or two. and -smiled as
he sighted the groat. bruise that had
cen. made by his revolu butt.

~ “You'ce sure, the goods,” he said, thh
a pod.  © Now ‘then guldq}

‘thit greaser?. Savvy “You're go,m .
tako a-feetle pasear with- mé, -and sfm“
.me jest where you've:left.him’e rnllaj 2

“You're after the Escobado mine. piin-
coer? Il muttered Denver=Dave:

% Not:any ! smileds the 184d, - I'ns after.
the*greawr, jest. beckuse’ I'm an Orvery
cuss that can't .mind-his:own” business,
and I'm riding hozd.cvcr hind
-you to put:me wisc where he &

Denvec Dave eyed hxm, Lis tu!h grit-
vipg. . *Loe Wi xmuwu»\xn.u his
agoin, titl the ridien™kiew  how: quick-
ho was 4o handie” e “THE Kid stepped |,
closer tc hita.

“I guass Ill borrow your gun, feller,”.
he S-\ld And then T reckon, you “Irshit
the _trail for tho spot where that orease
is corrallec.

_He strotched out his left hand: to-dis
arm the.ruffine, With a sudden moved.
meni, 30, sudden that even the wary Kid:

fegtiny

was. almott iakﬂn off his. guard; Denver:
DRave: stuatelied .the gun from- his belt |

evet as the Kid's fingers almost touchied-
it.
Bang
'Ihe shm

missed thio. [&Tn b)
answering “sboy -was bl
samo report: * Detiver*
pull-the trigges-
was swaying as e d; and when the-
shot flew, it few n‘n . a8 the marshal’s
man crumpled down’to the earth.

The Rio Kid drew'a deep, decp breath.
Denver Dave had almost beaten him at
it—but not quite; hut tho Kid had had
one of the nun'owest escapes of his life.

“I guess it was You or me, feller, and
it was.you for tho~ - lohg trail,” drawled
the Kid. . “I reckon I'm going to find
that tenderfoot,” if 2l _the ‘bulldozers in
Fo.x;fi -Tick stahd n- the- way. I sure
‘ain

And rhe Rio Kid 'left the trail, and
plunged_into the P L5 from.
which Denvm‘-'B v had emezgod. seck-
ing igy; and findingnox ot - keepmg
on with indomitab ze:.oiutxou wlhiile” the,
~tmng-hoursworé: aw;y

“ipto ~ the
Brave ea:&‘:Cd to-
d’time, but he

Wi the Rm id ﬁnd his new fumd
the lirtle Ténderfoot? See the newt roar-
ing. Western fale ~included in ~“ncxt
Tuesday's programme.)

I wiant
L
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* A Chalet in the Woods!"” l

(Continged from page 22.) 1

T yJimmy grmncd ehicerily;’
gota barouet

,}rv vouug -asg i’ <1Ld Lubcw=
Hans}a}i\ janghed ™ Ie. was za-good:
natuted feilow, thoul.he had ratheér a
lofty " of dczmn.r with? f!\e Toiwer
Sehool. -
= Well, heve hefis” hel ~am, wiih a
sad-towards thes b mth the «qmlmu
nose.
Jiarmye

1(‘ "L

Dilver--drow  a - oaeep,  agep
“bréath. o He was: %) stattled that -he
coukd’ scnrcely- befp-showing -it. " Master
Philipt *Foyes were fixed on hxm 1at}‘u
el
A*Who may rou ‘happsn to
aslied,
RES happen to L) Bilver, of the Toncth
Tory,” aaxd.un'n'm recovoring Limself.
AL - semno—we don’t  have giddy
baronets uroppu\ n every ‘day’ of the

i»u?" fwe

term, “yon - Ave you “Sir Harry
Rut*mm“"
*Haen' t, Thhisom “just told rou sot

sgruntéd’ ﬂxe Fifth-Fovner.

& Shut 08" ‘door
said Hinsom.

Jimmy Silver lctt e ttud,.

His brain was altnost in #*whisl.

What did it mean?

But for that odd adventure;at:Rutlana
Park in the vacation, Fuiy Sifver
would not, of course, ha tdkén any
interest in Rutland of ¢l l*xfﬂ:; ho
would have had no suspicion regurding
him.  Now he had .somethm" more thau
suspicion.

-Qutside the Fx:txcal Four, nobod) AL
Rook\\ood apparently, knewy anything
about Master Philip Psokmgton w e
was accepted there. as Sir Hlarry - Rut:
land, of Rutland Park—a rich heir and
a baronet. Nud ke was notl»ng of the
sort! Jimmy Silver knew that{. What
was. Phxhp Packington r‘omg at Rook-
wood in a false name—in the name ot
a follow who was expected_at the school,

aftor yoo, 3i

lrer,”

but evidently bhad not come 1o Rook-
WO
Whaf aid it meau !
-u_u. TEXDY
{(You. will, ﬁ]»r('ni wt Puradayis, f‘mm

complete tale of Jimmy ﬁ'hmr a 'y, of
Rookwoail. full of thrills. ' Don't. mess:
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