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0 UR ROARING WESTERN TALE, STARRING THE RIO KID, OUTLAW !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Kid Scents Trouble !

l4 I \HE Ric Kid turned his mustang
into the corral,
gate stood looking over the
smiling valley of El Gjo del Oro.
It was a pleasant enough view that met
the Kid's eyes—a wide-sweeping valley,
ferttle, fruitful, enclosed by steep moun-
tains that shut off the outer world of
Mexico. Only bridle-paths and mule-
tracks led over those ragged hills from
the seciuded valleys; and ecvery ounce
of gold that was carried from ihe mine,
every stick of machinery that was
hrought to it, had to be borne on mule-
back. The valley was smiling, fertile;
its pasioral peace and heauty scarred
oniy in one place, where the mine-shaft
opened and the mine huildings stood.
It was sunset now, and work at the
ine had stopped. Mexican workmen
good-tempered, far from eper-
loafed away towards the liitle
gronped around the wooden

aldea )
hridge over the stream that intersected

the valley. 'The Kid watched them idly
25 they went. The hoy puncher {rom
Texas had wo ~great liking for
* Giveasers 73 but sinee he had sojournad
in their country he had come to under-
stand the Mexicans a little better than
bofore,. and he was losing some of his
prejudices.

For two or ihree weeks now the Kid
had heen hanging on at 1l Ojo del
Uro, a guest in the Casa Calhoun. He
liked Charley Calhoun, the young owner
of the mine, and a spell of resi in this
seelnded  spot, after his wanderings,
suited him. But the Kid was beginning
o feal restless aeain. 'The mining
counivy had no great attractions for
w1 was the cow country in the
west for which he had been heading
when he had fallan in with Calhoun.
And the Kid, as he stood at the gate
of ihe corral, looking over the verdans
valley, was thinking that it was abont
fime that he hLit the mail again. In
far:r, 3t was onity ane eonsideration that
fad kept him so long at Bl Ojn. From
besond the bardar of mountain: ihat
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and from- the |

‘the Kid; and so he lingered.

tmade the Kid

circled the valley rumours came from :
the outer world of revolutionary dis-
turbances—common enough in Mexico.
If the trouble came near to El Ojo,
was Jikely enough that the mine-owner
might need the help of a galoot like |

1w

From the distant hillside a herseman |
came riding down into the valley—tiny
in the distance—heading for the aldea.
The Kid’s eyes fell curiously upon him.
Even ai the distance he saw that the
new comer was not a Mexican; and
“Gringoes 7 were extremely uncommon f
in that remote spot in the heart of the
Mexican mountains. It was hot; and |
the horseman, as he rede, had taken off
his hat, and was fanning himself with
it; and the sun shene on a bald head }
that reflected the light in a way that
smile. - The lhorseman
rode on to the willage at a auick tvef,
passed through if, crossed the wooden
bridge, and came riding on rowards the
mine, Evidenily he was coming ta Cal-

o

‘houn’s house—a man from the States [

calling on Calhoun, the Kid figured.
The Kid, loafing by the corral, still
watched him as he camie nearer znd
neaver. He had replaced his hat nowy
and under its brim the Kid.saw a hard,
lean, brown fare, with a sharp nose and
a square jaw—not a face that the XKid
liked. ’

The horseman sighted the Kid by the
corral, swerved a little, and rode
towards him. He pulled in his horse.
and fixed his eyes—small and hard, of
2 flinty grey—on the tanned face of the
boy puncher from Frio,

“You Calhown?” he asked, in a rasp-
ing voice,

“Guess again ! answerad the Kid.

The man evesdt him sharply.

“1 reckoned there was
American herve,” he said.
not Calhoun. who are vou?”’

Bafore the Bid could answer,
on: :
“Trom what I've heard. Coldeutter,

only one
“If you're

he went

the mine manager, has gone over the
range. - He ain't here?” - .

“Nob apy,”' agreed the Eid. “Thai
wuy, he’s gone over a thousand-foot

L and must ave, struack pesky hard i
(Copyrizht in the United States of Zmerica.}

at & close view. .
-having a hupeh that Irons’ visit hoded

By Ralph Redway.

The Rio Kid kitows little about ** high
finanee,’* but he dees know how fo
pell @ gun and pley the straight
game. This Enowledge he passes on
to Jdolur B. Irens, financier—with
sSwrprisisnng resulls !

when he got to the boitom. No, he
sure win’t here.”

“Well, who are you?”

“You can call me Kid Carfax,
want.

“Friend of Cathoun?”

13 Ye ’ 3

“What are you doing herc?”

“ Jest. at this minute,” drawled the
Kid, “Fm hstening to a whole heap of
pesky questions from a guy I've never
seen before, and den’t know.”

if you

“That’s soon remedied,” said the
horseman. * Youw're talking to John B.
Irons.” ¢

“Sho !’ said the Kid. . ’
The horseman spoke his name, as if
he expected it to be familiar to the-
Kid, and, indeed, to anyene who heard

it. But it was quite new fo the puncher
from Frio. He had never heard of
John B. Trons,

“¥Yeu don't kuow that name?” gsked
the xi

1 guess Calboun will know it ! said
Johin B. Ivens, rather grnnfy. Is i
at the heouse?”

“I reckon s0.”

Mr. Irons rode on fowards zhe Casa
Calthauir, the Kid starving after him.
He had not liked the man’s locks at a
distant view; he liked them still less

He could not help

trouble, though in what way he could
not guess. Frouble had been expecied,
more or less, from_ the revolationists,

if the rumours of disturbance that
filtered across the mountain. passes
were well-fonnded. But John B.
Iroms, the Xid figwed, was a

more dangercus guy than any taitered
Mesican patrie The Kid had nof
wavelled in- Mexico so lang withoub
learning that many of the internal up-
heavels in that ecouniry were worked by
Americans  for commercial puvposes;
and ne reckoned that John B. Irons was
oue of these guys whe fished in froubled
waters, :
The Kid wallked slowly iowards the

onse. |
He {amud Mr. Irons’® horze tied un;
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and Mr. Irons himself in the veranda,
with Calhoun. He was seated in a cane
chair, disposing of a long drink, while
Charley Calhoun waited politely for
him to state his business.
smiled to the Kid, and beckoned to him
to come in. The Kid came in and sat
on the. rail.

Irons glanced at him sharply, and
then at Calhoun.

“(Carfas your pardner, Mr, Calhoun?”’
he asked.

“Not exactly—jest a friend,” said the
young man from San Antone.

“1 guess my business is private.”

The Kid half-rose.

“Stay where you are, Kid!” said
Cathoun. “]l reckon I haven’t any
business here that is private from you.”

The Xid nodded, and resumed his
seat on the rails. The two were
Texans; and Mr. Irons was an American
of the hardest breed; and Americans

were not loved by men of the Lone Star-

State. Both of them already had a
feeling of hostitity towards the bald-
headed man with the sharp nose and the
vice-like jaw.

Mzr. Irons set down his glass.

“X guess I'll come down to business,
then,” he said. “I'm here to buy your
mine, Mr. Calhoun.”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Business Proposition!

HE Kid started a little. Calhoun
stared hlankly.
“Buy the mine?’ repeated
Calhoun.
GlYep'))

“There’s some mistake, I guess,” said
Calhoun, with a smile. “The mine is
not for sale, Mr. Irons. You've been
misinformed, I reckon.”

“Forget it!” said Mr. Irons crisply.
“ Nary mistake! I’ve ridden over from
Taxillo to ‘make you the offer—and a
durned long trail it was, too. I reckoned
1t was the easiest -way and the most
pea,t,:eful, nowy that Coldcutter’s gone
oy -

“You knew the manager?” asked
Calhoun. .

“Plenty,” answered Mr. Irons. “ And
I guess that the way he went out calls
for some inquiry, if you ask me.”

‘“Nothing secret about it,"” answersd
Charley Calhoun. “I'm- the owner of
the mine, and I came over here from
Texas to take charge. Coldeutter had
been robbing the mine for years; and he
laid a trap for me when I came, to wipe
me out. Kid Carfax saved my life, and
Coldeutter went over the cliff instead
of me. The whole matter was reported
to the alcalde of the town here, and he
is satisfied.”

“1 guess you've got that alcalde in
your pocket. I guess a hundred pesos
would )make him satisfied about any old
thing.’

Callioun laughed.

“Very likely,” -he agreed. “But you
don't mean that you've come here as a
friend of my late manager, to kick up a
rookus, do you? You sure don’t lock
{ike a galoot to come 1-shooting.” .

“1 ain’t worrying about Coldcutter
any. . I'm here to make you an offer
for the mine.  Name your figure.”

“I’ve not thought of selling.”” ~

“You better(” advised Mr. Trons.
*Coldeutter was in with the local wire-
pullers; vou ain’t.  Coldeutter was =
friend of mine; you ain’t. Coldecutter
could carry on; you can’t! What'll sou
do if a mob of revolutionaries come
humiping - across the hills into this
valley? X guess your svorkmen would
hit the horizon pretty quick. . I guess
vour house _wvould go up in smoke. I
rackon that mine wouid shut down, and
stay shut.: Youw get me?”’ s B

Calhoun |

Calhoun looked at him curiously,

“You think there’s danger of that?”
he asked. ’

“Sure !’

“Yes you offer to buy the mine?”

“I can work it to keep them guys
clear,”” answered Mr. Irons coolly.
“You may not be wise to it, but in this
region I'm the big noisc. I've got
Government officials and revolutionary
leaders on my pay-roll. They dance to
my tune. You ain’t a baby, and you
don't want telling that most Mexican
revolutions are worked from New York.
I'm a big man here, and there’s bigger
men behind me back home in the
states. Sell out and clcar before you
hit a iot of trouble. Bee?”

“Great gophers!” said the Kid.

Calhoun’s handsome face hardened.

“Let’s have it clear,” he said. *“So
long as Coldcutter managed the mine
you and your bunch were willing to

leave Bl Ojo alone, Mr. Irons?”
“Yep! He was one of us, You
ain’t!”’

““He robbed the mine of thousands of

dollars a year, as I've found eut since |

I took control.
shares?”

John B. Irons smiled.

“Now you're asking questions,” he
said. “Comin’ down to cases, when
Coldcutter was here, El Ojo was as good
as ours. Now he's gone up the flume,
and you've took control, as you say.
That don't suit us. You want to get
back to Texas. Raisin’ cows is your
long suit, I guess. Go back to Texas
an’ raise cows. Leave Mexican mining
propositions to the guys who under-
stand the game. You get me?”

“Quite! I won’t sell.”’

“Guess again,” urged Mr., Irons.
“You're hunting trouble. I'm offering
ten thousand dollars for this mine.”

Calhoun stared.

“Less than the profit on a year’s out-
put ! he said.

“Correct! But if you get five hun-
dred patriots ranging this here valley,
where’s your output?’ asked John B.
Irons.

“Ys that a threat?”

“No; jest business.

“Nope I’

" “You’re sure foolish,” said Mr. Irons.
“Tl give you time to think it over.
You send a galoot within three days to
my office at Taxillo and say you'll sell.
You’ll save a lot of trouble.”

“Shucks!” said the Kid. “It boils
down to this—that you’ve got to have
the mine at a give-away price, Mr.
Irons, or else you’ll let loose that bunch
of revolutionists you've got in your

Did you come in on

Yep or nope??

pocket and knock the whole thing to-

pieces?”’

“You ean sure put it like that,”
assented Mr. Irons caimly,

“Well, if Y was boss here——"" began
the Kid. ’ :

He broke off.

Calhoun smiled.

“What'd you do, Kid,
boss?’ he asked. -

“I reckon I'd take my quiri to a guy
that offered me terms like that,”
grunted the Xid.

Calhoun laughed.

T guess Mister Irons ain’t so all-fired
powerful as he allows,” he romarked.
“T reckon he’s trying to pull a bluff.”

“Forget it 1"’ snapped Irons.

Calhoun rose to his feet. .

“Rluff or not, I guess I'm fed-up with
vou, vou pesky polecat! Beal it out of
herc pronto, or I'll sure ask the Kid to
handle his quirt on vour hide!” .

“You wouldn’t have to ask twice,”
seid the Kid.

John B. Irons shrugged his shoulders’

“That’s your answer?” he asked...

if you was

“Bure!”

“1 guess T'll beat it, then,”” said Mr.
Irons. “I've no use for a gquirt, and I
ain’t come here a-shooting. That ain's
my long suit! I reckon you'll Lo
sorry.” ‘He moved to the veranda steps,
and then turned back and paused.
“You look here, you gink "

“You got your quirt handy, Kid?”
asked Calhoun.

John B. Irons hurried out of the
veranda without finishing his remarks.

 He mounted his horse in hot haste, and,

shaking his fist at the two youngsters,
rodé oft towards the aldea.

The two Texans watched him. Cal-
houn ' was smiling contemptuously; bub
ihe Xid's face was dark and serious.
His hand lingered over the walnut butt’
of a gun, but he shook his head and
relinquished it. -

“ You figure that zuy was talking cold
business, XKid?”’ asked the young owner
of the Bl Ojo mine.

The Xid nodded.

“Business, from the
answered.

“I reckoned he was shooting off a lot
of gas,”” said Calhoun. *““He sure is
some hombre, if he can pull off a game-
like that. I'm putting it down as a
bluff.” ) :

“Mebbe I” said the Kid slowly. “But
I reckon it was the goods. He was
sure in cahoots with your manager here
to loot the mine. Now Celdcutter's
gone ‘he don’t reckon on losing on it.
1 guess there is going to be a whole

word go!” he

heap of trouble here, Mr. Calhoun.”
“You got time to hit the trail and
leave me to it, feller,” said Calhoun,
The Kid shook his head. : .
“Afore I sighted that durned pizen
skunk I was figuring - on  hitting the
trail,”” he said. “Now" I reckon I'm
And the Xid stayed.
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Tho Patriots !
T HE trouble was not long in
Three days elapsed, but no
messenger went over the moun-
tain paths from the lonely valley to the
grafter’s office at Taxillo.
surrender, he waited in vain. )
Chari2y Calhoun was not figuring on
selling the mine for a tenth of its value,
and he did not believe that the grafter
Just then there were three. if not
four, revolutions going on in different
parts of Mexico, and one of them had
burst out in the Taxillo province.
ported in American newspapers; but as
a rule a casualty list of threc or four
was rare. Mexican warfare, as the Kid
knew, was generally on comic-operatic ™
troops and rebels would advance and
retreat, march and cotinter-march, with-
out. any great harm being done to
anyone.
doubtless they would be dis!Pdgcd
sooner or later by Federal troops. There
would be plenty of shooting, sou\r:d and
smoke, and that would be all. Nobeody
But while they were there matters
would be serious for the men at the
mine. . .
And on the fourth day after the visif
ment in the aldea. The rehels were
coming !
The next day they came. .
General Xerero—whe had ¥een 8

with a smile.
staying.”
coming.

If John B. Irons waited for a word of
could carry out his threats.

Fierce fighting and slaughter were re-
lines. Numerous bodies of Government

If Bi Ojo was occupied by the rebels,
was likely to get hurt.
of John B. Irons there was great excite-
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muleteer, and had risen to military
comrand as a revolutionist—came down
the mountain paths ai the head of three
or feur hundred ragged patriots, and
cocupied the village.

From the veranda of the Casa,
Calhoun watched the tattered array
streaming into the aldea.

“I guess they’ll leave
alone!” he remarked.

“Not if John B. Irons
suid the Kid grimly.

“You figure that he’s got Xerero on
his pay-roll?” i ’

“Sure! That’s why the galeoi's here
ai El Gjo.”

YL guess we'll
siill ineredulous.

They were not long in seeing.

The next morning not a single work-
man turned up at the mine. Evidently
“General ” Xerero had intervened to
ihat extent.

Later in the day the general rode out
from the aldea to the mine. He was a
fat, swarthy man, and he looked, as the
Kid expressed it, “some ” general. He
wore a big sombrero, an officer’s tunic,
leather calzoneros, and had a pair "of
large, rusty spurs strapped to his feet,
which were naked. Also, he looked as
if he had not .washed for several
months, which was probably the case.
But he was a polite and good-humoured
revolutionist, and he saluted Calhoun
with great courtesy.

He was desolated, he explained in
flowing Spanish; but exigencies of
State required him to take provisional
possession of the mine; and the two
Gringos were free to leave the country
@5 sogn as they liked.

The mine would be, for the present,
shob down; but such stock of gold as
might happen to be on hand would be
talen charge of by the general him-
sclf~to be strictly accounted for at the

mine

the

koows 1it!”

see,” said Calhoun,

HURRIED DEPARTURE! John B.

Irons' hurried out of the cabin. He

mounted his horse in hot haste and,

shaking his fist at the two voungsters,

l“‘Ctde off through the mining town.

“ That guy means business! ¥ said
the Kid (See Chapter 2.)

end of the

e great and giorious revelu-
tion.

wx 5 x )
Yep; I guess T'm wise how you'd
aecouns for it, you gink!” remarked the
4 2 .
Rio Kid. “You wouldn't even go so
far as to buy yourself 2 pair of boots
or a cake of spap, sure!”
]::ortuna,tely, the
understand English.
TeEp Porrrar —No. 540,

general did nof

“Pitch it to him in his own lingo,
Kid,” said Calhoun. )

“What'll T tell him?”* asked the Kid.

“Tell him we’re not going, and that
we're not handing over the mine, and
that we'll shoob to kill if any of his
dirty erew come messing about this
way.”

The Kid laughed. :

“Feller,” he said, “I’'m with you all
thé way; but jest ai present this
revolutionary army holds all the cards.
If we had the old Double-Bar outfit
here to back us up I’d undertake to
wipe them ont to the last grease-spot;
but two galoots can’t do it, feller.
Wa've got to talk turkey, and keep ’em
quiet till the Federal troops come along.
They may happen in any day, especially
if you get a messenger through with a
letter and a banknote in 1t.”

“They ain’t taking over the mine!”
said Calhoun stubborniy, “This un-
washed gink 15 playing the game for
that guy Irons. I guess I see that clear
enough now.” . )

“Sure! That guy is sittin’ in his office
at Taxillo, like a dog-goned spider in a
web, pulling the strings,” said the Kid.
““This ain’t a new game in Mexsico,
nchow. These Mexican revolutions
wouldn’t amount to a row of beans if
there wasn’t American dollars behind
them. I guess I savvy that you'd like
to pull a gun and blow this guy’s roof
offe—

“I sure would.”

“But it ain’t any use,”-said the Kid.
“There’s two or three hundred of them
in Bl Ojo, and more to come if that
ain’t enough. John B. Irons has got
the dollars; and there ain’t a guy i
Mexico that wouldn’t rather
around with a gun, and call himself a
patriot, than work. When the troops
get this way they’ll have to hit the
horizon; and until then, feller, we got
to talk turkey, or they’ll loot the mine

{ either as a muleteer
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and burn the buildings, and raiee

thunder generally.”

“I guess I'll leave it to you, Kid,”
said Calhoun, shrugging his shoulders.
“But I ain’t letiing up on the mine. I
wish I’d pulled a gun on John B. when
ke was around here.” .

The Kid talked to the general in
Spanish,

He found General Xerero
reasonable.

For a contribution tc the revelu-
tionary war-chest of five hundred pesos,
the general agreed to give the Gringos
thres days grace.

Then he stayed only to receive the
pesos before riding away. No doubt the
pocket of the general’s. ragged calzo-
nﬁros represented the revolutionary war-
chest.

“And now, Kid?” said Charley
Calhoun, as the “general ® rode back
to the aldea, a richer man than he
had ever been before, in his career
or 2z military

quite

chief.

“I guess we've stalled them off,” said
the Kid. “That’s the only way in
Mexico in revolution time—you pay
them to keep off till the thing fHzzles
out. Why, bless your little boots, some-
times a mining company or an oil
company will have tc hand out a bag
of pesos to six or seven revoluntionary
generals, one after another, according
to which hungry thief happens to'be in
the vicinity.” )

Calhoun laughed.

“We've got off cheaper than that,”
he remarked.

“Sure,” said the Kid; “and if John
B. would let up, I guess we’d pull out
all right.”

“But he sure won’t, I reckon.”

“No,” said the Kid thoughtfully.
“He won’t. As soon as he hears that
the mine ain’t takem over by
that great and glorious revola-
tionary big-wig, he will horn
in, pronto. And guess
Xerero will jump when John
B. pulls the strings again. And
I opine that his next jump will
land him right here.” -

“He will get some shooting

before he jumps in,” said Cal-
boun, hetween his teeth. “I'd
rather see the mine buildings
burnt, and the mine choked up.
than hand it over!”
. “Good!” said the Kid. “If
it comes to a.cinch, we’ll show
these jaspers some shooting,
feller. But we've gained time
—and the next move is up to
John B.. I reckon he won't he
long in horning in again. We
got to handle him when he
does.”

And the Kid’s brow was
wrinkled in thought. The crew
of ragged patriots who occupied
B! Ojo del Oro could be dealt
with—that kind of problem was
common evough in Mexico; but
only if John B. Irons ceased to
pull the strings. That was the
real problem.

<

- v . . . .

And the outcome of the Kid's
deep cogitations on the subject
was that a messenger rode over
from the valley to the grafter’s
office at Taxillo, with a message
that the mine-owner was will-
ing to sell—a. message thab

. made: John:B. Irons grin when
he received it, ’
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THE FOURTH CHAPTE:x.
Another Business Proposition!

&k E'S coming!” drawled
the Kid.
It was the third

day; and in the sunny

afternoon a hard-faced man rode
across the valley of El Ojo del
Oro, and headed for the mine.

The Rio XKid watched him
curiously as he came.

_John B. Irons had lost little
time. -

The grafter had had no doub:
that when he let loose the mob
of rebels on the valley the niine-
owner would come to his senses,
as he regarded it, and sell out for
what he could get,

Ten thousand dollars was a
mere song for the El Ojo mine;
but it was better than nothing.
Once the mine was taken over by
the rebel general it would be
w_t_)rt.h nothing to the owner.

John B. Irons was not anxious
for that to happen, if it could be
avoided. As the prospective
owner of the mine, he did net
want damage to be done to the
buildings and the expensive
machinery, He had hoped, and
expected, that the arrival of
“General ” Xeréero and his. tat-
tered crew would scare Calhoun
into selling while there was yet
time. The message of surrender
had not surprised him in the
[east. -

So, in a cheerful mood, John
B. Irons rode over to Ll Ojo to conclude
that business transaction.

Once the mine was his, by regular
sale, it would be easy to turn the crew
of patriots in somb ‘other direction—
“General ” Xerero:being on his pay-
roll, as he described it.

Mr. Irons arrived at the house, and

a peon took atway his horse, and he|

was shown in. Calhoun was waiting to
receive him; and after he had entered
the Rio Kid lounged into the room.

The grafter gave the Kid a quick,
suspicious lcok. With Calkoun he -ex-
pected dealing fo be easy; but he had
suspicions of the Kid. Somehow, the
boy puncher from Frio made him feel
uneasy.

But the Kid's expression was polite
and ‘bland, and he gave the man from
Taxillo a genial nod.

“I guess I'm glau to see you, Mr.
Irons,” said the Kid amiably. “I don’t
come on in this ae l, excepting as a
friend of Mr. Calhoun; but . sure would
like this leetle affair t¢ be settled up
without a whole heap of trouble, and
shooting.”

“Kasy enough!” snapped Irons.
“TI've received your message, Mr. Cal-
houn, and I'm here to settle the busi-
ness. You've decided to sell?” .

“Carfax advises me to sell,” assented
Calhoun.

Irons raised his brows.

“Well, that’s sure sensible of him, and
a friend's advice,” he said. “I guess
he can see you'll do hetter raising cows
in . Texas than runnicg a mine in
Mexico.”

“Sure!” said Calhoun “I'm taking
his advice. The fact is, I'd be glad to
sell the mine and quit.”

He smiled as he spoke.

Irons smiled, ton Ee had expected
prompt surrender from Calhoun, once
the revolutionaries were In the valley.
Somehow he had figured that if resist-
ance came, it would be inspired by that
pungher from Frio But Kid Carfax
seemed to have inspired the surrender.

“Well, I guess that’s satisfactory all

[W1]

THE REVOLUTIONARY ARRIVES!
The general of the ragged army of
patriots rode up to the mine oifice.
Sighting the Kid and Charlie, he doffed
his tattersd sombrero and explained
politely that he had come to take pos-
session of the town-—and the mine!

round,” said Irons. “But I got to tell
you that the price has gone down. I'm
offering seven thousand dollars for the
mine to-day.”

“Sho !” said the Kid. “DBut it’s sure
as good a mine as ever, Mr. Irons.”

“Patriots cost money !’ said John B.
succinetly. .

The Kid laughed. )

“You've said it,” he agreed. “It's a
long trip across the sierra nere, and I
guess them jaspers wouldn’t have made
1t if you hadn’t pushed hard. And now
they’re here they wont march agin,
unless you hand out a little more.”

“You know the game, I guess,” said
Irons dryly. “Well, to come down to
cases 2

“To come down to cases,” said the
Kid deliberately.  “You reckon that
le?‘ price” of this mine has gone down?”

[

“That's where we don’t cinch,” said
the Kid. “ According to this side, the
price has gone up!”,

Irons stared at him.

“T've sure advised my friecnd Calhoun
to sell,” said the Kid easily. “This
ain’t no country for him; and, personal,
I wouldn’t give an acre of Texas for all
Mexico. - My idea is, that if he can get
2 fair price for th mine, it's good
business to sell and quit.”

“That's it,” assented Calhoun, still
smiling., “All I want 15 a fair price,
Mr. Iroms, and T’ll sure be glad to hit
the trail to Texas.”

“Seven thousand doliars, and not a
cent over!” said Jochn B. Irons, his jaw
closing like a vice.

“Ninety thousand, and not a cent
less ! remarked the Kid.

Irouns faughed contumptuously.

“What’s put that figure -into your
head ?” he asked.

“That's the fair price,” said the Kid

‘cheerfully. “I guéss I know something

about mines, I'vel run a. mine in
Arizona, in my time. Why, if this mine
was over the border in safe territory, it
would be worth half a million dollars.
In this country, with pesky patriots on.

(See Chapter 3.)

the rampage, and some grafters pull-
ing the strings behind them, it goes
cheap. But ninety thousand dollars
will see my friend Calboun nicely fixed
to start a big ranch in Texas. You
buying 7”7

Irons rose from his chair,

“We're wasting time,” he said curtly.

“That mean nope?” asked ‘the Kid.

“Youwve said it I”

“Tvery time you refuse, the price
goes up,” said the Xid. “That offer is
now withdrawn, Mr. Irons. The.price
of this mine, at the present moment, is
ninety-five thousand dollars.”

Irons stared at him.

“Loco? he asked.

“Y guess not, You may as well sib
down, feller,” drawled the Kid. “You
ain’t quitting till you've bought this
mine !” :

“What ?” roared Irons.

“Don’t I speak plain?” asked the Kid
patiently, “Carry me home to die!
You was powerful keen on buying this
here mine. You let loose a mob of
jaspers- on us, to make Calhoun scll
Youw've got it fixed on us so that we've
got to sell, or see the mine go to blue
blazes. What you ' grousing about?
We're selling, and you're buying.”

Irons breathed hard.

“Then this was & trick to get me
here!” he hissed.

“Where’s the trick?” asked the Kid
innocently. “We seni you a Imessago -
that Calhoun was willing to sell. Ie's
willing to sell. He’s told you so, and -
T'm telling you so. It's a qucstion of
price. As a square man, you'll be will-
ing to pay the figure Calhoun could get
in the open market, if you wasn't work-
ing graft agin him, What ¥

“You dog-goned geck—"

“If you ain’t a square man,” con-
tinued the Kid urbanely. “you got to
act like you was ons, for once. Gob
that 7" -

“Let me pass!” roared the grafter,
striding to the door. | .

The Rio Kid was learing his back on
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the door, and he did not stir, Ile only
smiled at the man from Tazillo.

“ Forgeb. it,” he said lightly.

Like a ﬂaeh, the grafter’s right hand
weont to hls hlp—pocket.

Bang

He dxd not see the Kid draw a gun.
The movercent was too swift ‘or the eye
to follow it

But the gun was in the Kid’s hand,
and it roared as the grafter drew.

There was a yell from John B. Irons.
LO the |-
from his grip by’

His revolver weut spinning
i‘am, smashed away
the bullet, and for a moment he fancied
l*xb hand had gone with it. But n'. was
omy numbed:by. the shock.
“he Kid Iaughed gently.

“You freeze on to graft, and let gun-
play alone, feller,” he advised. “That
ain’d your strong holt, nochow. Sit
down I

“If I don't get back to the aldea,
they'll come, sure enoug h,” said Irons
“You can’t get away Wlth this game.’

“Mebpe!” drawled the Kid.
“AMebbe !. But they won’s find you here,
John B. Irons, if they come! Noi alive,
feller ! You ain’t pulling any more
strings in this here burg, John B. If
them patriots come along here to attack
us, the first thing they’ll see will be
"John B. Irons hanging over the gate—
as dead as Abe Lircoln. You better
hope they won’t comsi”

The grafter set his teeth hard.

“Youll get nothing out of me!” he
said,

“Nope?” asked the Xid gently.
“Tm sure sorry for that, feller.
see, you gob things fixed so that Calhoun
has got to sell this mine, and fixed so
that he can’t sell it to anybody but you.
There’s only one other way out. If you
couldn’t pull the strings any more, 1

s

You’
Jhis

guess wa could fix it with them jaspers
at the aldea then. I should sure hate to

spill the juice of a disty coyote like yow

in this here shebang; but I reckon a
rope can be found. I've lent a hand at
a necktie party afore, and the galoot
sure wasn’t such. a p'zen sktmk as you
‘are, John B. I guess yow've ﬁvuled on
beéing hanged some day ?”

. ‘Xou——youd never darel” gasped

rons.

‘The Kid laughed.

The grafter was caught in his own
snare, and, with all the e‘mnmrr he had
learned in a long career of grmt he

could not see a way out.
J Calhoun. The next morning the

. Kid rode into the aldea to carry
a letter from the Senor Irons to the
General Xerero. The letter contained
instructions to the patriot general to
march immediately oui of Ll Ojo de
Oro, and a draft on the Banco de
Taxillo for a thousand pesos, signed by
John B. Irons. The Kid did ‘Dot ex-
plain that bosh the letter and the draft
had been written under the persuasion
of his quirt. The Kid had a heavy
hand with a quirt, as John B, Irons had
found to his sorrew. |

General Xerero and his tattered army
marched promptly, the general chiefly
anxious to cash that draft on the Banco
de Taxillo, with which, as he concluded,
employer had so generouslj re-
warded his services.

Before noon the last ragged patriot
had disappeared over the mountain
paths,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Kid Hits the Traill

OHN B. JIRONS passe ad that night
in a cellar-deep heneath the Casa

Jonn B.’s allies wers gons, but John
B. remained.

He remained in the deep cellar under
the Casa Calhoun, on a spare diet.
Three days of this w-s enough for John

Ihe Kid explained to him, with cheery
urbanity, that he had not by any means

‘given up the idea of lynching the

grafier over the gate. But he was will-
ing to give him a chance to come io
terms first.  Whether the Kid would
ultimately carry ocut that_dire threat,
John B. could not feel sure.

And his affairs in Taxillo needed his
attention.. The robbery of the Kl Ojo
Mine was only one oi the many activi-
ties of that ente’rpnsmg Yankee business
man.

He realised that in the Rio Kid he
had hit up against a proposition of un-
accustomed toughness And he came to
terms.

‘The mine of ¥l Ojo del Oro was sold
to John B. Irons for ninety-five
thousand dollars. = John B. still Te-
mained at the Casa Calhoun—though in
a more comfortable apartment—unsil a
draft for the cash had been duly pre-
sented and honoured at the bank in San
Antonio, Texas, and news had come
through that it was O.XK. The Kid
trusted John B. exaetly as mmch as he
trusted a rattlesnake, and he gave him
no chance for further trickery.

After which the mine was duly handed
over to John B., and Charley Calhoun
and the Rio Kid rode out of the valley
of El Ojo del Oro together—the former
to take the trail for his own country,
the Kid to linger in Mexico vet awhile,

THE END

(Another Topping Tale of the Rio Kid
next week, chums!)
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