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THE FiRST CHAPTER.
The Kid Dodges Trouble !
HE Rie Kid, whm‘_hn mde
of Texas, had no

Ut

of  lingering in New Siexico.

He rode ‘into New Mexico
simply because it was on his way to
Arizona and the goid couniry, The Kid

was, in fact, anxious to get through thas
;tage of Lis journey, and to leave the
land that had knowr him far bLehind.
He was tired~—for the time, at lecast—
of his outlaw life in the cow country,

keen to try his luck in a new tand.
Luck had been against him in the
valley of the Frin: fuithless fortune
had made him an ouilaw sorely agains:
'11&. will; but far across the sierra they
ltmetwy nothing of the Rin Kid. There
he was resolved that he would make
good, and stand by the law instead of
s:a.ndmcr against it and outside it. e
vowed that he \mull learn to mind his
own business, fo keep out of troubie,
to let the w a,ln\t, butted guns, whica he
was, perhaps, oo xuldy to handle, rett
in their leather hoisters unused, New

Mexico was but & stage in his journey
to the west, and Le intended to Jose no
time there. And yet, as it happened,
the Kid was booked for a much longer
stay in thai coudivy than he had anici-
pated.

was able to carry

cerned,

Ls’i LRN YARN,
EViIL BOY OUTLAW-—-T

The Rio ®id had no wse for rail-
voads; his wiry, blackanuzzled mustang
Nlut fad carried hin so long and so

faithiully over the T grassla‘nda,
himi as far as he
wanted to go—a good many hundreds
of miles tI: 15 time. DBy road and trail
and mountain pass, ihe Kid headed
westward, day aiter day. It was a new
experience for the Txm to ride through

DEALING

towns and culups where e was un-
known, where no wnotice of a reward
for hiz arvesi was posted on trees or

dead walls; where he could pui up ab
inn or posads and no guestions asked,
no curious or suspicious giances turned
on his handsome sunburnt face, But
he knew that as likely as not, pursuit
was stili on his trail, and wherever he
~ropped his hale was briel. He went
by lonery voads and unfreauented irails,
and this, zo far as making good speed
on hiz journey to Arizona wuas con-
was biz undoing. It really
seemed as if the Kid, with all his O'ood
resolutions, couid not help horning
into troublc if there was any frouble
io be found.  He was following the

sank of Sait River, alming to stay the
mght at, Salt Lick, when the trouble

came along. The n was below the
sierra, and o zlimmer of meon she awing

in a dark kv, when the fzuves of throe
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THIS WEEK :

The Bully of
Salt Lick!

ADVENTURES OF A DARE~

shadowy horserten loomed out of the
dusk on the trail ahead, and o voice
shouted o him to halt,

The Rio Kid haited.

His haud falrly itched to drop on the
butt of a gun. There was a sharp,
bullying tone in the voice that called
to blm, and the Kid was not the mab
to take orders from anyone. Bui he
checked hiz impulse, true to his re-
solve, It was not a hold-up, he could
see that; the Lorsemen were not road-
agents or rustlers. No gun was levelled,
but the three riders blocked his way.
What they wanted the Kid could not

guess; but he resolved o ‘m-_» e no
irguble if he could help it. So be
reined in :he black-muzzled mustang

with a prompt obedience that was very
unilike tne Rio Kid.

“Hallo to you 'uns!™ he called ovt
cheerily.

The three horscmen came closer in
the dusk, peering at him from under
their Stetsons. The Kid was little
more than a shadow to ihem: they
were little wmwore than shadows to the
Kid. But he could see that they were
armed, and carrvied their guns low-
s:ung, and he guessed that they were
guninen, and he guessed further thas
1'Hnr- were watching the frail for soma

Tuz Porviir.—No. 535.



14

THE LEADING BOYS®

STORY.

PAPER.

-

personal enemy, and had taken him for,an

that enemy in the d There was no
need, after all, for the walnut-butted
guns to come into play; and the Kid
was glad of it; at least, he tried to feel
that he was glad. He sat his horse and
looked at them.

“1 guess yowre our mutton,” went
on the bullying voice.
cinched you at last, Bud Wilson.”

The Kid wondered who Bud Wilson
might possibly be, and veckoned that,
whoever he was, he was fortunate not
to be riding that trail just then,

“Get off that critter!”

“Hold on a leetle,” drawled the Xid.
“1 guess you've got the wrong steer by
the tail, stranger.”

“That sure wain't voung ,
Blake,” sald another of the riders.
it 1is, he’s sure got a new voice on him.”

“He looks like him!” grunted the
first speaker.

“1 guess you musi be some cai, to sce
what a pilgrim looks like in the dark,”
smiled the Kid.

“He don’t talk like young Bud,
either!” chuckled the other horseman.
“Bud wouldn't hand out back-talk like
that to you, Jeff.” .

Jeff Blake pushed his horse closer.

In the pale glimmer of the rising
moon, the Xid could make out a big
and powerful man, with a hard, harsh
face. Two sharp eyes glinted at him
from under the Steison hat.

“You ain’t young Wilson?”’
Blake.

“Nope!”

“Who are you, then?”

“Jest a cowpuncher from Texasz.”

“1 guess we'll take a closer look at
vou, Mister Cowpuncher from Texas!”
growled Jeff Blake. “ Sirtke a match,
Dave Butt!”

The man named fumbled for matches.

“You keep still, Mister Man from
Texas,” went on Jef Blake. “If you
ain’t the galoot we want, you can ride
on, guess; only don’t give me any
fip. If you ain’t a stranger to this
country, yowll know that Jeff Blake
don’t take lip from any galoot.”

“I guess I'm a stranger,” said the
Kid cheerily, “and I disremecrnher ever
hearing of you, feller. But I sure
reckon you’re some powerful big medi-
cine in this country, from the way you
talk.” :

“Not so much chewing the
snapped Jeff Dlake.

The Kid set his lips a little.

He was not accustomed to lisiening
to talk like this without making the
talker sorry for himself.

But he kept to his resolution.

This gang of border gunmen and their
quarrel with the unknown Bud Wilson
were nething to himy and he would not
seek trouble. He asked nothing better
than to go on his way in peace.
Quietly he sat in the saddle while Dave
Butt extracted a box of matches from
his pocket, and struck one.

Jeff Blake peered at the Kid’s hand-
some face in the flickering light of the
match. He gave a disappointed grunt.

“It ain’t Wilson!”

“I guess I mentioned that,” smiled
the Kid.

The match went out, |

“What you doing on this trail??
growled Blake, evidently in a quarrei-
some mood in his disappointment.

Jest riding.” .

“That ain’t an answer,” said the gun-
man, in a tone of menace. “Vou don’t
want to fool with me, puncher”. -

“I'm sure riding for Salt Lick. to
put up for the might,” said the Kid
eivilly, though civility went against the
grain in this thaiter.  “T’m from Texas,
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growled

L)

rag!

“1 guess Tve .

.

d heading for

Arizopa. A ny thing
more  you want to
know, Mr. Blake?”

“I guess you're tr =
durned fresh,” gruntea
the gunman.

“I was sare born
‘esh,” sighed the XKid.
“It's led me into a lot

But T ¢

for  trouble

you might
find some without look-
ing for it,” growled the
guninan.

‘The Kid's eyes
sparkied. His whole
nature was yearning

for trouble with this
bully. He longed to
wade in and try his

hand at cleaning up
this gang of night-
riders, Bub he checked

himself again. What
was the use of a good
iosolution if a pilgrim
fell to the first tempta-
iion?

“CGive it a miss, pardner,” he said
mildly. - “I guess what T want is a
supper and a bed, not a rookus with a
galoot I've mnever seen before. You
fellers through?”

The bully of Salt Lick growled again:
but the quiet civility of the Xid checked
even his readiness for trouble.

“I pguess you can ride on,”’ he
grunted. “You seen a man on this
trail 77’

“Not a man till you galoots woke me
up.”’ -

“A kid about your own age and size,
most likely riding a pinto,” said Jeif
Blake., *““That’s the galoot we want.”

“I'm sure sorry; I guess I ain’t seen
hide or hair of him,” said the Kid.
“1f he knows you galoots are laying for
him, I reckon he’d be a wise man to
keep off this trail.

“I guess that’s a cinch,” said. Jetf
Blake. “TI’ll tell a man that Bud Wilson
is a pesky coward, and he don’t dare
show his face in Salt Lick, and I'm
hunting him. T’} get him, too!” The
big man gritted his teeth. “I guess all
the town is laughing at him for a
durned coward; he can ride some, but
he can’t shoot worth a red cent. Any-
how, he don’t dare pull a gun.” .

“You got.some bad trouble on with
the guy 7” asked the Kid, rather curious
now.

“Sure! You see him any time, and
you tell him that Jeff Blake.is hunting
him !’ growled the gunman. “You tell
-him I figure to quirt him in the street
at Salt Lick, with all the town looking
on, if he don’t dare to pull a gun like
a man.”

“] guess it wouldn't help hiin none
if he did pull a gun on you, Jeff!”
grinned Dave Butt.

The Kid’s lip curled.

He could figurc out now fairly well
how the matter stood—a quarrel be-
tween the gunman, skilled and ruth-
less in the use of deadly weapons, and
some lad who was, perhaps, plucky
enough In his own way, but no use in
a “rookus” with a professional gun-
man. It was not tc be wondered at
that Bud Wilson, whoever he was, was
keeping clear of this dangerous bully.
Once more temptation strongly assailed
the Kid. The gunman had no terrors
for him, and he was sorely tempted to
take up, here and now, the quarrel of

the-man he had never seen, and give:

Jeff - Blake all. the
trouble he wanted,
and a little ov It
needed all the Kid's
resolution, this

time, to vesist the
temptation.

“Ride on, cow-
boy!” grunted
Blake, quite un-
aware of the
thoughts in ¢}

Kid’s mind.
happen to see
Bud  Wilson, you
tell himm the hoss is
waiting for him  at Sait Lk,
hitched to the rail ouiside
Donovan’s place, if he dares to
fetch it. Ile won it in the rodeo,
and he allows he won it fair and
square; but I guess that cayuse
will die of old age afore Bud

Wilson  lays a hand on his rein.
Now git!” :
The Kid got.
Three shadowy horsemen dis-

appeared ihto the darkness, and
the Kid rcde on, with a thonght-
ful brow. He had kept o hi
resolution; he had  avoic
| trouble. But he was diss
His thoughts wandered to the un-
known Wilson, who appavently
had won a horse in a riding con-’
test, and  dared not claim the

prize for fear of the gu=man.

Fear was an unknown quentity

to the Rio Kid; and he could

not savvy what the fellow Wilson

was like-~what he could be like.

But he was sorry for the fellow,

all the same, and tempted to ride

back and talk trouble with the

gunman.

He laughed a little—it was his
old weakness; he never could
mind his own business, he told
himself.  Bud Wilson was nothing to
t him—he had pever heard the.name
before—what call had he to take up a
quarrel for a stranger he had never

his

1y

el

LIGHTNING
the crowd «s
grasp closesk
the bully oF

beem



N 'THE DRAW !
Jefi Blake reachsd for his gun.
v the butt, the Rio Kid’s colt flashed.
Salt Lick, went orashing to the ground!
piicker on the draw once again!

El:»f:l‘y 73133:;1’(1{,’.
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THE SECOND
CHAPTER.

Fate !

1
we've
wrong
T roa i1t
vawned the Ris Kid.
He pulled in his

sieed,

It was a new Couniry
to the Kid, bug e had
the cowboy’s kunclk of
finding his way in any
country, But the trails
were dim and scarcely
maried, rand the Kid
vealised at last that he
was noft on the route
fo Balt Lick., Dark-
nexs surroutded him;
put he knew thas long
ago he should have
sighted  the lights of
the town. had he bheen
on the righs reoad. He
was keen to get to Salt
Lick —ne  wanited 1o
iook in at Donovan's
place, which ithe guu-
man  had mentionad,
and look at the prize

o Yo, Tya wre s Jasesa e
horse that was hitehed

to the rail there, waii-
ing for a man who
aared not eclaim it
But it was growing
clear to the XKid that
e would not  reach

camp that night,

Bang !
(See Chapter 4.)
at that was a waiter of concern

P
iie Kid to any greas extent. e
i3 bed-roll, and he was accus-

d

jas]

bad !
tamed

more |

There was a sudden, swift backing of
But before the gunman’s
Blake,
The Kid had.

1t

ain air was ke
fne, and the Ki
seided at laxt o lcok for & camp.

Tt was then that he discerned a faint
bt gleaming <hrough the night from

~The Kid locked steadily av the twink-
ling light in the distance.

I evidentiy cs fromw sowe lonaly
dwelling; perhaps somme solitury rancl

hou possibly  the Iut ¢f zome
“pative ” New Mexican,
hatever it was, wherever it came

from, the Kid decidud to acad for it
He wanted to pass the night under a
rool if Le could.

’ our way, old hos

he sald

chéerily.
And be rode steadily towards the dis
cant winkling light,

He found himself followirg a path

through an afelfa field, and then he
rad to lean down and hiteh open a

zate. Then Le rode up to the liule
Huilding, dim und shadowy in the faint
fight or a crescent of moon. It W
timber ranch-house, and it wag cios
for the night. The door was fast; the

window shuttered. It was from a
crack in a wooden shutter that the
glirmner of the light came that had

drawn the Rio Kid w0 the spot.

With the butt of nis quirt the Kid
rvueck on the door,
There was the sound of a movement

in the house at once. Kid’'s keen
cars detected volees Butr the
oecupants of the hous L oin o

'Y t0 opell.
“YWho knocks ¥

at

ed out a volee

A srranger wanting to bed down for
the night,” called back the IKid.

“1 guess you can ned down in the
bare and weleome !

“Many  thanks?”  :ald  the Kid.
“There musy sure be rustlers in this
section, rancher, if & man’s afvaid to
open his deor at night”

There was a seund of a bur being
removed,

“Hrop that, boy,” i the  volce
again,

SICs a0 svanger,  father,”  said oo

younger, fresher voice, “and no man in
Noew Mexico is going to say that D
afrald to open the door.”
There was a pause.
“Right, my boy,” older

suid  the

voice., “Right! Aad 1 guess U've got
the shotgun ready, if v’y o fircbuy from

Bait Lick.”

The old man peered at him,

“Name?” he said.

“I guess you can
(Carvfax.”

SBince he had ride across the
Sraked Plain out of Texas, the
Kid had used that name where-
ever a naiue was needed. The
name as well as the past of the
Rio ®id was left behind him in
the land of the Rio Grande.

“Light down, Mr, Carfax, and
come 1n,” said the boy. “It’s not
u rich ranch here, but I guess we
can lodge a stranger for the
night.”

“Look here, I guess the barn
wiil he good enough for me,” said
the Kid good-humouredly. “I
never Ogured that I'd startle the
house when I rode here. n
Texas, where I come from, a
puncher can always ask for a roof
over his head in the cow couny.

call me

You-uns leok as if vou're figuring
on au Indian raid, I guesg and
I don’t wane to make von uneasy. Me

10 camping down anywhere onj for the barn

—_
in, sud lel ap on chin-
Cerag, the sy Dmpatient’ Tha

door’s open for
The Kid dizmounted.

“ Il show you where to pub up your
horse,” said the boy, stepping out ¢l

the doorway.

“Bad!” exclaimed e old man in
anxious ion

“Igu s all right, father.”

The Kid starzed and staved at the

boy. The name uttered by, the old
rancher startied cim.

v r

ejaculatea the Kid,
wxs there’s pleniy of Buds ecavorting
round ; but does it happen that yow've
Bud Wilsoen, by wny chasce !’
“That's my nawe,” said she boy.
“Oh, holy smoke!” said the Kid.

Theve was fate in it, the Rio Kid
feit that, He had resolved to ride on
Lis way, giving no further thought fo
Joff Blake the gunman, or the encry
e was huning,  And hcere he was, asd-
ing a shelter for the night :frem the
Bud Wison for whom the gunman had
been seeking on the trai The sus-
picious watchiuness at  the lonely
ranch was explained now; the Wilsons
had fegred a wisit from the guniman oI

Suit Lick.

IR

You know my name id the boy,
looking at the Kid. He wos a tall
ather handsome lad, about the B
cwn uge and size.

“Yep'i? said the Kid. I heard s
frowm a firebug buck on the i, two
or three nours ago. Galool named Jed
Biske.”

“Looking for mel?”

“Yop.”

€;T 1

b~
the toy.
My, Carvfax.”

The Kid, in a good deal of wonder,
foliowed the Loy aud pul up his horse
Then he was led into the litde ranc
and the door carcfuily boited and bar
behind him. The old rancier had huang
up the sawed-of shotgun now, and his

h he'd found e,
vour homse this

oy

manner to the unexpecied guest wag
courteous and hospitable encugh; hut

the signs of uncasiness avd trouble in
his face were only too plainly o be
seet. :

The Kid supped with the father and
son, and Little was said. The old mau
was in troubled thought, the boy resuive
and ill-at-case. Trouole breeded over
that household, as the Xid very easiiy
saw, and he knew that it was due to
Jeoff Blake, of Salt Lick; yet the koy
did ot strike him as a coward, as the
gunman had cailed him. The Kid
guessed that he was chating under some
restraint, and he guessed at lasb toat
the old rancher was the resiralning -
fAuence. I was a silent and uncomiort-
able meal, and the Kid was not dis-
pleased when .1t was over ard the boy
took him to a room to bed down for
the night.

The Kid pat in some thinking before
ho went to sieop.

IIe had sworn that he would ride clear
of trouble—thas fie would even take
rough words in silence, rather t_lmu Life
a gun from his holster. Bug his besct-
ting &£in was upon him again; the Rio
Kid was born to troubie as the spark
fiy upward. Before his eyes closed in
sluruber the Kid’s mind was made up;
bis zood resolutions were thrown to the
winds, arnd he knew thaf he was going
to horn inte the trouble that was going
on at 3als L

-483.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.

To Save Another!

i W GUESS TN walk & piece with you,

I Mr. Carfax.”

«  Bud Wilson made that remark
after breakfast the next morning
when the Kid had saddled his horse.
" There was an anxious call from the
old rancher ai once. 7

“Not out of sight of the house, Bud !”

The bhov made an impatient gesture..

“Father, ['m shamed before all the
section! Don’t shame me before a
stranger ! he exclaimed. -

The old man winced.

“Pud, have a little hoss-sense!” he
said, “If it was a rookus with & man
of your own weight I wouldn’t stop you.
What chance have you got with & gun-
man who's killed more men than he’s
gobt fingers and toes? You're a dead
man before yon get your gun out if you
meet Jeff BDlake! You're o dead-man
il you ride into Salt Lick I”

“ Beiter dead than afraid !” muitered
the boy.

UL osure be glad if youll walk a
niece with me,” said the Kid, breaking
in—*“jest as far as the farther gate!”

“No farther, Bud!” sald the old
man.

ft's your say-so, father,” said the
boy. “T’ll $urn back at the gate.”

“T trust you, Bud!” i

The Rio Kid.looped the reins over his
arm and walked beside the black-
muzzled musfang, and the boy walked
on his other side, His face was flushed,
his oyes downcast. The Kid glanced at
him once or twice. HHe felt a friendli-
ness towards this unhappy young fellow
that he was keen to pubt into deeds
rather than words.

“1 guess it ain’t my business to horn
in, feller,” said the Kid softly. “Bus
vou've treated me white, and I'm sure
sorry to see trouble around on this she-
bang., Anything.s galeot can do?”’

They stopped -at the . gate, and the
boy leaned on it, with & black and
bitter brow. )

“I guess you couldn't talk my father
round,” he said. “And even if you
could, I ain’t sure that's what I want.
[ know T ain’t a chance against Jeff
Blake; he would riddle me with lead
before T could get a bead on him. And
what's to become of the popper if he's
lett alonc on this ranch? It's a hard
living with me to help him.”

The Xid nodded.

o “Tell a man_the trouble,” he said.

I was sure riled by that bully from
Salb Lick when I met him on the trail
last night. ¥Te’s what we call in Texas
a bad'man!”

“He's sure bad!”
vou'd lighted down
have heard the story soon enough.” He
coloured. “You see, we had a rodeo in
this section last week, and T can sure
ride my pinto with any man in Mexico.
I won the big race, and beat Jeff Blake
by a neck, and he was sure mad. The
prize is a .hoss, and he’s some heauty
and the winner has to fetch him from
Donovan’s place in Salt Lick. Tve
heard that Dan Donovan hitches him to
the rail at his place every day, reads
for the winner to come and take him
away. Buat-—" -

The boy broke off, his cheeks erimson,

“ But " asked the Kid softly,

“Jeff Blake can’t claim the hoss, but
he's put 16 round the town that T never
rode fair. Al Salt Lick knows it’s a
lie, but they don’t argue with Jeff; he's
too sudden on the draw. He allows he's
going to quirt me when I show up to
take the prize cay=se. If you quirt a
wan, he pulls a gun on you in this
eountry.” N
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said the boy. “If
in Salt Lick, youw’d

“Sure!” assented the Kid.

“Pulling a gun on a fire-bug like Jeff
Blake is asking for sudden death. He's
quicker on the draw than any other
galoot from the sierras to the Rio
Colorado. He’s never missed a man.
Wthiere do T come in? I reckon I can
handle a gun, but I'm no gunman. He
will fill me with lead afore I can pull
trigger ! Popper knows it, and He
won’t let me go and claim the hoss.
But It's hard luck on popper, but
I'm goin’! 1 can’t let them say in Salt
Lick that I'm afraid to face a man,
even a pesky guaman like Jeff! I'm
sure riding my pinto into the town this
afternoon and taking my chance !

The Kid looked quietly as-him.

Remembering the hard-faced, des-
perate gunman he had met in the dusk
of the river trail, he knew what the
boy knew-—that he was going to certain
death. He understood the feelings of
the old mau on the listle lonely ranch.

“I guess your popper’s right in
riding herd over you, feller, in this
matter,” said the Kid. )

“ Like enough. He knows I go under
it I go to Balt Lick after that prize
horse. And he’s an old man, and he's
got only me!” The boy’s face quivered.
“But I got to go! The Wilsons ain't
cowards |7

“And you're going "

“The popper will be busy in the
alfalfa field this afternoon, and I figure
on slipping away then!” said the hoy.
“1 got fo go!”’ ‘

The Kid nodded.

“You got to go!” he agreed. “ Beiter
dia a brave man than live a coward!”

“That’s what I'd like the popper to
get on to,” said the boy. “Jeff don't
dare to come to the ranch for me; the
popper would riddle him with slugs if
he showed up here! But he brags in
Salt Lick that I'm afraid to face him,
and, from what you say, he's riding the
trails with his friends looking for me.
It’s bound to come, even if I don't go
for the hoss! 1 ain’t riding from any
man! I've been putting in some prac-
tice with my gun these last three da
not that it will be much use. But I'm
goin’ ! That hoss at Donovan’s place
is mine, fair and square, and I'm goin’
to fetch him home or die tryin’ I He
looked at the Kid, “You're goiry’ on to
Salp Lick ?V

“Correct |” ' :

“You drop in at Donovan’s place and
tell Dan Donovan I'm coming for the
horse~this afternoon, then.”

“T'1 do that.”

After a few more words they parted,
the boy walking back slowly to the
ranch, the. Kid mounting his mustang
and riding onward towards the distant
town. The boy had directed him to the
right trail, and the Rio Kid headed in
a bee-line for Salt Lick.

Out of sight of the Wilson ranch,
the Kid drew the walnut-butted guns
from his holsters and examined them
carefully. i

There was a smile on his face as he
slipped them back.

Those guns, which he had determined
should never burn powder in New
Mexico, if he could help it, were to seo
service again, after all. That boy swas
not going to his death at the hands of
a rufianly gunman if the Rio Kid could
prevent it, and the Kid thought he
could. Bud Wilson was riding into Salt
Lick that afterncon. But the Kid was
viding in that morning, and the Kid
knew what he was going to do in Salt

ick.

“I guess the boy'll be 0.K: this after-
noon, old hoss !™ he zaid to the black-
muzzied mustang. 1 sure reckon he'll
have good luck, unless I_have bhad luck,

critter ! I guess I ain’t o galoot to mind
his own businéss, and never was!”

The Kid laughed as he galloped onr
the trail.

The bully of Salt Lick had stirved
his anger the previous evening, but the
Kid, true to his pacific resolves, had
taken Jeff Blake’s rough talk quietly.
He krew that he had given the gun-
man the impression that he had a
vellow streak in him, and he had cared
little.  Now the matter was different.
The Kid, who would-not have pullgd
a gun on his own account, was going
to horn into another man’s quarrel, and,
at the same time, give Jeff Blake some-
thing back for his rough talk. The man
was “what. they called in Texas a

R T e T e R TPy Jupys P P b I
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_he had no terrors for the Rio Kid.

The Kid's face was bright and
cheery as he sighted the town at last.
With a smile on his handsome face he
rode into Salt Lick, and pulled in his
mustang outside Donovan’s salcon.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Gun to Gun! *

: AN DONOVAXN stood in the
doorway of his saloon, looking
out info the rugged street of
‘Salt Lick.

There were half a dozen horses tied
to the hitching-rail; among them a
splendid black ‘thorse, which all the
town knew to be the prize Bud Wilson
had won in the rodeo, and which he
had not yet claimed. - .

Tor three days that horse had been
regularly led round from the stables
and tied to the rail, ready for his
owner to take him. At night, still an-

claimed, he was led back ta the
stables. :

Every day there was a - crowd
gathered about Donovan’s place, in

anticipation of the frouble to come.
Jeft Blake was generally there; and
when he was not, some friend of his
was there, to carry.him word at once
if Bud Wilson was seen riding into the
towI.

Donovan glanced - at
stranger who rode up.

“1 guess this is Donovan’s pldee ?”
asked the Rio Kid.

“Yep.”

“You Donovan?™
“ Yep.” .

“Then you've got Bud Wiiton's hoss
hyer, I rcckon?” ’

Dan pointed to the big black horse at
the rail. : )

“Some cayuse!” sald the Kid, gazing |
at it admiringly. “Bud is sure a lucky.
man to get that critfer.” : :

“Lucky if he gets it,”
Donovan. “Jeff Blake is goin’ to talk
to him when he comes for it—and I
reckon he won't come.”

“Wrong in once,” said the Kid. “I've
got a message from him, He’s sure
coming to-day.”

“I guess, 1f youw're a friend of his.
feller, you want to give him the office
to keep clear,” said Donovan.  “Jeff’s
going to guirt him, and drill him if he
puts up a hand to stop it. The hoss is
a good cayuse, but he ain’t worth it.”

“This Jeff is sure some big fire-bug.
I hear,” said the Xid. “I met him on
the trail last night, and I allowed he
was as ugly a man as ever I saw!”

Donovan stared at him.

“You come to Sali Lick looking for
a place in the town cemetery?” he
asked. r

The Kid laughed.

“Nope. Why?”

“If you shoot off your mouth in that
stvle here, you'll sure be fixed for-a -
funeral,” explained Donovan. “Jeff is

the young

grinned . -
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in my plzce now, and if he hears you Amazenent was mingl ed with rage in I shall hat” e
call him faney names he wiil sep out.” | the hard, harsh face of the gunman. Ii ! remarked. o
0L, <huck .,"f sald the K “ I guess | was many a long year since the bully | ¥ Greas 2 murpmred Dan
Tl call an ugly man an ng man © I 1of 8ait Lick uad Tistened to talk like Dono\ down ai the fallen
chooss, and that galees Jeff is the | this,  This lad, hardly oider than the
ugliesi critter ['ve ever woke up. Any- ' boy whom he had resolved to shame P sald an awed volcs
how Tve gov 2 wmessage for bim, and . b(.falo all the canip, and o moot‘ down
17 he’s hver I want nim to near it 15 bo resizted, was defying him with The Rio Kid gianced vound swiftly.
The Kid »nupz.d frem his mustang, | ¢ool unconcern ; and it dawned upon | He was fully prepared for gun- pj Ly on
and hitched the animal to the rail Five i the  bully's ming  that the young the purt of Jeff Blake's associates. Bus
or szix n were looking out of the ! puncher, so far from fearing trouble | no gun was pulled, There w more
saloon now, and ethers were gathering | with him, was asking for trouble. The | awe and admivation in the looks that
in the street, Lhe Kid's manner was i Kid stood at ease smiling, but wateh- | weve bent on the Kid than hostility.
cook and unconeerned. There was a irg: the ruffian like a cat. Jeff Dluke | The fel fow = vho had shot up Jeff B]a.w
smile on his face, but the glint in his l “ﬁ«tv krown to be quick on the draw, but | was a fellow Salt Lick cowld admire
eyes oeilecl :hc smile. i tne Rio Kid was uot siow. His supple {and with whom no man there wanted
" Dounovan stared at him again and Cbands = hanging carelessly, were almost | trouble.
ihen called into the building : - touching the walnut butts of the guns The Kid urhitched his Lorse from the
‘You, Jetf! I gue there’s o man | low-slung at L rail
COMe I Wil a GlEstags fow L . : thal Tindar tha siara of a hundeed ayes he
The Lurly gunman Y“PI“‘d ‘ous into i easily “You allow © mounted the black-muzzied mustansg,
t)@ suniight m; one never won shat hess fair. You gob 1o ] adfted his Stetson politely to the staring

sing
a0

rece
SUTE

said,
“lvae

youl”
once.

H"‘

‘0
Kid
afore. R

¥ You have,” agroed the Kid. “You
had tie duened impndence to slop me
on the frail last night. and put gues-
ilon- fo mie. Romembe..
» was g thrill in the gathering
Tf.\u\ of this kind to a man like
meant  the urning  of

arowd rI
Jetf L ake

pow a.A.

']_11(A Cid facec
down at his

exXid.

?*m. 75
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that peeped out of ’zu‘ low-slung
Lolszers. -
“T've got a me3ag on,” weill
on the Kid. T seen young Dud
Wilsor, and allows ha's riding into !

ke away

\(_)T

‘this afterncon
<hat belong

Balt Lick

dore

suve coming.
e never won
rodeo and
\quare von;c lying ¥
“What?” roared Blakn.
“Lying,” said the Kid cheerily.
#That'zs young Wilson's w)rd YVoure i
a lar, acr-ordnw to hiz gay-s0.”

The gunman’s brow grew black.
“Tet him come and icll me so”
said.
happened io him afterwards,”

‘S.'f*‘.' Ve sure o U! IHJJ’I with your
g

mouth,” said the Bid. " 1i talk could
f‘-x'rhwn a man, I guess you'd have all
ow Mezico stared seiff !”

There was o chuckle from some of
the Balt Lick men gathering on the
scene. Al of them were very carefully
keeping out of the line of fire hetween

o

this cool roung stranger and the big
gurman., That shootimg was to follow
talk like <his was a foregone conclu-
slon.

“Bud Wilson gave you that message
for me?” asked the gunman between nis
teeth.

“Te sure did.”

“And you reckoned that you could
deliver a mcssage like that and ride
away aftcrwards?” asked Blake.

“Why not 1 asked the Kid cheerily.
"Bhlt it ain't jest s message from Bud;
it’s endorsed by me, if you get
me. Bud allows that you a liar, and
I sure allow the same.  You w as bemen
in the vodeo because you can’t ride,
fellez, and you're jest blowing oﬁ your
mouth in tall talk about quirting the
man_ that heat you., I guess you'll be
howling for cover when you see Bud
Wilson riding into town. If you got
the sand to face him when he comes,
shall sure stand around and watch him
fix you for a faneval!™

less silence foilowed, the Rio

;
i sneered  the gun-

he |
“1 guess he won't know what

i
i

take that back.”
1 got to take It
L\I‘l}\\,.
‘Sure! E

vaek 77 gasped Jeff

:e Bud Wilson 13 going 0

drive is back down your iving throat.

‘\)ufh his fists after it,” said the Kid.
I'm going to see him do it

7T guesg you won't zee much happen
in Salt Tick, 'oiiu' aid the gunman
hoarsely. “1 eyes will he
shut .vhun Buad es in "

Y Forget i, ed the Tid

T o Tt
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A Rohicking Lony Complete Tale
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A Rousing Long Complete Story
of Jimmy Silver & Co., of
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Another Roaring Western Tale,
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“Why, I'd wade in now and shoot you
up, oniy that would disappoint young
Bud. Bus if there’s anything left of
you after he's through, I'll sure lay my
quirt round the remains'”

There was a sudden swift backing of
the crowd as the gunman, with a blaze
of murderous rage in his eyes, reached
for his gu

Every man there axpected 1o see t"ﬂe
cool young stranger roil on the rugged
strd Jt the nest instant, with a bullet in
hig brain,

But swift as the gunman’s action was
the Kid’s was swifter. s gun fashed
out even as Jeff Blake's grasp closed on
a buut

Bang

The rcar
anome; s buc the bully

of the .45 was followed by
of Sait Lick was

falling even as he pulled trigzer, and
his bullet missed the Kid by inches.
Crash!
Jeff Blake wens dewn crashing, the

smoking revolver gripped in his Tand.
There wasg a roar from the erowd., The
Rio Kid,, with his left hand, jerked the
Steicon from his head, and smiled at a
builernole in the brim.®

away down the street.

“That

ceowd, and
“Chim

nm ! said Dan Dnnohm.
galoot is sure Me gUIman

Aad every ¢ Lod aiter the Rio
Iid unbin Lo way Ol t of

. . R . . .

Iy was twe or thr thay
Bud Wilson rode into camp.

He stopped at Donovan's place and
dismounted.

s face was pale and set. e had
come, as he believed, to face ceitain
death: but he bad eome.

There was 4 buzz in Donovan’s place

as he entercd.

“1 guess Uve corne for my crifter,
Dan,” he said; and, in spite of 2is
courage, there was a faint quiver in is
voice,

Dan Donovan looked at him.

“You'll sure find him bitched fo the
rail, Bud,” he aus\wred

The boy L .

All eres were xod curiously on binn
I5 was clear taat he did not know whav
had happened at Selt Lick.

“Ain’s Joff Blake around ?”
at last.

“1 puess no grinned  Donovan.
“Jelt Biake was hot up this morning
Bad, by a puncher from Texas.”

The boy gasped.

“8hot up 7Y

“Hure. Jeff's gof his,” said Donovan.
“I reckon there’s a ;s,ood many galoots
in Salt Lick kinder glad that thav feller
from Texas rode thxs Way. Yo(z won's
see any Jeff cavoriing round this bm“f
again.”

“Dead 77

“Bure.”

The boy gasped with relief.
nerved himself to the ordeal,
rclief made hin almost gwdv

w4 regler lkid  firebug, that
puncher,” said Donovan. “He jest
came in and asked for trouble with
Jeff. and wouldn't take no for an
answer.  Never seen o galoot so sudden
on the draw. Jeff was sure quick, bus
the puncher beat him to it.”

Then the boy knew. It was
who_had horned in—for ais sake.

“Where 1s he now?”

«T reckon ne nit the trail after he
shot up ]Df'r I reckon he was aiming
for Arizo - )

Bud Wilson rode back to the ranch
on the prizé horse, leading his pinto.
An old man’s biessing followed tue Rio
Kid as he rode on the Avizonz trail,
znd perhaps it brought him luck, The
Kid neceded it, for tho trouble he had
woke up at Salt Lick was not doue with
yet, and he was not destined to be clear
of New Mexico so soon as he fgured.

THE END.
¢t week's story of the

hwe asked

L]

e had
and the

Carfax

{(Don’t miss nex

Rio Kid/)
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This week:
Saved from
the Desert!

ANOTHEER ROARING LONG

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Three Gunmen!

ITAT he was trailed, the Rio Kid
knew befere he was many hours
out of Balt Lick. He had no
expecied it, and he swas not

specially on his guard; but wariness,
with the Kid was seeond nature. He
had owed his life to it many a time on
the Texas grasslands and in the dusky
chaparral on the banks of the Rio

Grande. It had not deserted him now
that- he was riding by lonely irails

through New Mexico with Arizona and
a new life before him.

The figure of a horseman that showed
for a moment on the sky-line; the rising
of a flock of startled jays from a belt
of cottonwoods; these and other signs,
imperceptible to an eye less keen, teld
the Kid that he was trailed, and he
knew that the irailing was done by men
who knew the game. And he smiled
whimsically as he rode the grey
tang at an easy gallop.

For long days, as he rode westward,
the Kid had avoided trouble. He had
swgrnl.that he was done with trouble,
and that lie would never pull a gun
again if he could help ib. But his old
besetting weakness had found him out

Fae Portrin.—No, 484°

mus-

WESTERN TALE, FEATURING
at last, and at Salt Lick he had hunted
for trouble and found it. True, it had
been for another’s sake—in defence of
the weak against the strong—in such a
matter Rio Kid simply could not
refrain from horning in.

There had been gun-play at Salt Lick,
and the bully of the camp had been a
little slower on the draw than the young
puncher from Texas. The Kid had no
regrets that he had shot up Jetf Blake;
he had saved a nmiuch more valuable life
thereby. Bui the trouble he had woke
up was following him.

The Kid pondered it a3
knew without doubs that he
He was too far from Texas now for his
old enemies to be on his track. The
Staked Plain and a range of mouniains
lay between him and the sheriffs who
wanted him so badly. Even the sherif
of Frio, defeated at the finish, when
the Kid was almost in his grip, was not
likely to have trailed him so far. He
was done with Texas and the sheriffs of
the Lone Star State; the Kid was clear
on that polint.

The men who were trailing him now
were not a sheriff’s posse; they were net
men who stood by the law. He guessed
that they belonged to Jeff Bl
crowd at Salt Lick, and that they were

2

he

soon as he
was trailed.

THE RIO

The Rio Kid sirikes across the Red Desert,
little dreaming of the adventure that awails
that great expanse of sand—an adventure which is desiined to change

EID—-BOY OUTLAW!

trailing him to avenge the death of ¥
gunman. Had they known of the R
Kid and his reputaiion on the Rie
Grande, likely enough they would have
stayed in Salt Lick and let him ride.
But the Kid was in a country now
where he was not known, and he was
taken at face value, as a young puncher
little more than a boy.

Salt Lick had gaped in amazement
when the dreuded gunman wens down
under his fire. Not a hand had been
raised when the Kid rode out and hit
the trail for the west again. - Not a man
in the gang had cared to tackle the
puncher single-handed; and on Ma
Street, in Salt Lick, they could not ven-
ture to attack him in a gang. Sali L
was a wild camp, but there was a limi
The Kid figured that they were follow-
ing on his trail to deal with him’ where
there were no eyes but those of ilhe
buzzards to see what happened to him,

That they knew their business the Kid
was very soon aware. Through the hot
afternoon he rode, watchful as a hawk
and, save for one glimpse of a horse-

man, for a second, he saw nothing of
them. Once he drew inta a clump o

LAY

pines and. waited for an hour, with hi
}:a_nd on 2 six-gun. Buf they did nob
come up. They were keeping their dis-
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{ance, # : see the HN‘W of the : it was fired 'm to'be clear of that bunch, and Ls
waiting 7 When | from a dlI'C(,TIOh ho had not ex pectefl waited and watched. '
i » -

they . Great snakes!” murmured  the Kid } They mounted at last and rode up the

How many there re of them the| Fle rolled over in the darkness under| canvon, and the Kid smiled; for their
Cid did oW 55 T * ;
Kid did not know; ke guessed three or | the pecans, and only just in time. way ]av past the mesa, and they wers

Thrae or four gunmen were not
v crowd for even the Ric Kid to
handle; and yet they did not ride l"m
down, as they Ymr"h‘ wave done, for his
horse was growing weary from a long
trail, and their animals were Ercshpr
They were not LcLl\lﬂ" chances with the
] shot-up Jeff Blake.
But they were holduw on to his trail
like bloodhounds,

When the sun set over the Gila Moun-
tains in the west the Kid did not think
of viding on in the darkness and giving
his pursuers the slip. In the frst place,
his mustang was weary, and the Kid
was a man to think of his horseflesh
before he thoughi of “himself. In the
second place, he was not the man to
dodge away in the davk.

Buf when he c‘mwpﬁd_ the Kid was
infinitely cautlom

He was well aware that it would be a
case of Qhootmrr on sight. If the enemy
drew o bead on him, his game was up.
They ‘had followed him from Salt Lick
t» shoot him up. without parley. The
Kid did not mean to give them a chance
if he knew it.

He corralled his horse in a thicket of
pecans, and twenty V'l‘“d\ from t vat spot
he built 4 eamp-fire of pine chips and
branches. Beside tho fire ho arranged
his bed-roi, with a log in the blankets
that looked like a sleeping figure. He
lighted the fice. and stepped away
qulotlv into the cover of the pecans.

The Kid had ridden long and hard
that day, but he tas not shinking of
sleep. Qleep that night would bawve
proved a sleep from which there was
no waking.

He waited. -

The fire blazed and burned and
crackled, casting sirange lights and
among the surrounding trecs.
Beside it Jay ihe log under the blankets,
and the Kid himself could almost have
sworn that it was the figure of a sleep-
ing man, zo naturel did it look. He
waited with a six-gun in his hand, and
a glint in his eyes. He expected to
licar every moment the ring of a rifle,
and the crash of a bullet on the log
under the blankets. And as soon as a
vifle flashed in the darkness the hid was
ready. The flash of the rifle would be
'fmdc enough for him, and one, at least,
of the gunmen of Salg LIC}\\ would be
sorry had followed the puncher’s
trail.

Thc minutes were long as he waited.

The blaze of the camp five showed for
a great distance through the open
woods; it could neot fail to guide the
pursuers to the Kid’s camp. But they

The LKid waited patiently. His life
had taught him patience. This was not
the first time he had waited, gun in
hand, in the clinging d;anem, for an
cnemy. Scarce a glimmer of the fire
reached him, where he lay in cover in
ihe pecauns, and wailted and watched.

Crack!

it was the riu g of ar

The Kid Jump(,n

“CGreat snakes

four.
an easy

heo

Cwere long in coming.

sy
at {ast,

Tt was at that moment that the Kid
learned tbe kind of foes he had to deal
with,

dummy by the fire. It was aimed at
the Kid crouching in the pecans, and it
went 36 close that he felt the wind of it

on his face, His e’)omxes had seen
through tue frick, ahd the dumnmy by
! A

tive five was unheeded. He did not even

Crack-ack !

Two bul’;ets struck the ground where
fie had been crouching a moment before.
The XKid, silent as a snake, crawled
through the darkness to the spot where
he had hidden his horse. Without a
sound the mustang rose at his touch,
and the Kid led him softly away, his
left hand on the bridle, a six-gun i his
right. Three rifles rang within a few

econds of one another. But the gun-
men were firing at random now, and the
bullets tore leares and twigs.

The Kid trod softly away. e knew
that he had threo enemies to deal with

now, and he knew that every one of
them was bad medicine, The Kid was
not 2 man to take wuseless chances

against odds. He had underrated the
gang, and he knew that now, and for
the present moment he aimed at retreat.
In soft silence he rvetreated, and the
darkness of the night smallcmed him
up, and the silence behind him told that
the encmy knew that he was gone, and |
thai they were saving their lead.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Kid Burns Powder !

:{'l' was days later that the Kid
sighted the bunch that had followed

him from Sali Lick. The Kid was

not.. riding on the Arizona trail!
now. To ride on his way, with
desperadoes dogging his trall did not
suit the Kid's ideas at all. If the Salt
Lick gang wanted trouble, they could
have 1, “and the Kid’s idea was to
round- llp that bunch before he left New
Mexico behind him. For a day they
had trailed him. and now the Rio Kid
was trailing them,

In the lonely foothills of the Santa
Rosa Sierra, the Kid hunted the bunch
who were hunting him. He knew that
they knew he bad turned on them, for
they kept well out of his way. Three to
one as they were, they feared an™open
encounter with the puncher who had
shot-up Jeff Blake.

Ir was a game of hide-and-seck, with
life or death as the stake; but the Kid
was a past-master of the game, and he
came on the bunch at last,

Lying on a rocky mesa, screened by
the saszafras that grew 1n the ledges
and clefts, the Kid looked down into
a deep canvon, shadowy even when the
sun wus at the zemth d{,cpl shadowed
in the early morning, and watched the
Sult Lick gang breaking camp. Dave

Butt, the leader of the gang, he knew
b ight; the otliers were strangers to
his eyes, though he faucied they had
been in the crowd outside Donovan’s

place in Salt Lik when he had pulled

on the gunman théfe.
He watched them
bronchos; and then for a time they
stood in consultation, as if i doubt.
They had lost the Kid's trail, he was
are of that; and perhaps they doubted
whether be had lost theirs. He saw
them casiing anxions and doubting
glances round at the rocky slopes of the
Canyon.

The Kid waited and watched grimly.
He might have gone back to his
which ke had left hidden in
near at hand, and hit the trail

saddle up their

an arroyo

again, leaving the bafled desperadoces
behind him. But it was likely enough
that they would have followed on; and

yowere

geed men
had made up his

he bad leav
on a trail,

three |

riding into easy revolver range. The
Kid 1e'*ked a six-gun  from his holster
as the three Stetson hats bobbed -on the
canyon trail below, but he did not pull
trigger. They were three to one, and
they had trailed him to shoot him up;
but it went against the grain with the
Kid to firo from ambush.  He waited till
the bunch of riders, going at little more
than a walk, came Swithin easy range
from the mesa.. Thon he stood up, a
gun in_either hand. '

#Halt, vou ’uns ! -

The Kid’s voice rang sharp ‘and clear.

The Balt Lick gang started and stared
round. For the moment they did not
see the. Kid, though they heard him.
The flat- t(,pped mesa rose to a height ol
a dozen feet; the Kid, standing against
the skyline, was above their heads,
looking down at thNI over his guns.

The Kid laughed aloud.

“This wayv, fellers!” he called  out.
“ Hcr“’s your mutton, with the wool on!
Put ’em up'”

Three pairs of startled cycs stared up
at the Kid then.

“Put "em up!” he shouted.

But before the words had fairly lefu
his lips ‘he was firing; for three hands
were reaching for guns, ‘and there was
not a second to waste.

Crack, crack!

Two rvidetless horses iwent dashing up
the canyon, clattering wildly over the
rocks.

The Kid dropped inte cover agaln
instantly, as Dave Butt blazed away.
Bullets <par,t<,10d on the rocks round
him as the gunman pumped out lead.

The Kid lay and laughed.

Clatter, clatter!

The man was riding now.

/The trouble had e¢nded alinost as soon
as it had started. Dave Buté was alone
now, and even as Fe pumped lead at the
mesa he knew that he was wasting his
fire, and that he was within easy shot.

The Kid had been too much for the
Salt Lick gang; and Dave Butt grabbed
at his reins and dashed away at a
desperate gallop, only hoping to get out
of range before he was dropped.

The Kid stood up again and looked
after him, still laughing. The Salt
Lick gunman was *‘ldmg despelateljy to
escape. But he was an easy-target for
the walnut-butted cuns; the Kid could
bave riddled him with Jead as he rod
had he chosen so to do. But he did nor
choose; he would not five on a fleeing
man—to kill, at all events. Though the
time was soon to come when he would
regret that he had not let daylight
through the flesing ruffian.

The Kid’s guns barked out together.
A bullet tors the Stetson from Dave
Butt’s head; another clipped a lock of
hair away; a third stripped skin from
his ear; a fourth passed between his
arm and his ribs. It was fancj shooting.
for which the Kid had been famous 1
Frig; overy one of the bullets would
have pa%ed through the horseman had
hie wanted chem to. But to the escaping
man it seemed that he was narrcwly
missing each shot; and he was sweating
with the fear of death as hc drove on
his broncho to a mad gallop.

He vanished at last among the rocks

of the camon and the Kid’s mocking
laugh followed. '

guess Fm through with that
bunch 17 chuckled the Xid. “I reckon

ch&\, Butt won’t pull rein this side of
alt Ficlt. He won't if he knows where
Tgr PoPULAR.—No. 434,
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he's healthiy. Tle was snre going like
he was sent for.”

And the Kid clambered down from
the meza and stepped ont for the arrovo
where he had cached his mustaug.

e was through with that bunch now.
and he rode on the south-western trail
without wasting a further thonght on
them. Even the Rio Kid, keen as he
was, was liable 1o make misiakes. Two
of the bunch would never trouble him
or any man again; and Dave Burt had
fled for his life, with the fear of death
in the very marrow of his bones. But,
if he had only kuown it, the Kid was
not done with the man from Salt Lick,
though he dismizssed him from his mind
as he vode away, with the Gila Moun-
tains on the skyline hefore him.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Jornada de la Muerte !

T was a fresh trail, and it was the
trail of o man on foot. Eyes less
keen than the Kid’s would not
have picked it up at all, for the

hifting sand of ihe Red Desert covered
wost of it in the hot wind. But the
slightest sign was enough for the Rio
Kid. He was curious ar first, and then
he was interestad; and then he realised,
with a laugh, that he was falling into
lys old way again, minding somchody
<lse’s husines: instead of his own.
Standing there beside his mustang on
e edge of the d among  the
serubby  yuecas and tus, the IKid
stared at the telliale <ign and =fepr

the dezavi with his oves..

The Journey of Death lay bLefore him,
and the Kid did not want to tread that
desert marked by the bleached bones of
men and hovses, where cven the gaunt
praivio wolf starved for prey. - He did
not want to face heat and dust and sting-
ing thes and thirst and a likely death;
his way lay elsewhere. But he knew
that hie was going into the desert.

Jornada de la Muerte was the old
Spanish name for the desert in the days
when New Mexico was a province of
Old Mexico, and both were ruled by
the Spaniard. These days were long
pua~t. New Mexico, Arizona, California
had been wresied by the Anglo-Saxon
from the descendants of the old Spaunish
conquerors.  ‘That they had once been
Mexican territory, and grasped away by
the strong hand, was almost forgotten.
But the old name of the desert survived
—Jornada de la Muerte—the Journey of
Death—though it was named also the
Red Desert.”  Tew cared to tread its
hali-oblitcrated trails, to face its burn-
ing winds. The Rio Kid did not caro
to do so, if he could bave helped it.
But that track decided the matter for
L.

Some man had ivod ihere—trod away

the trackless desert—on  foot!
Why?

The Kid knew why,

‘Uhe man, whoever he was, had lost
his horse; the beast had died, perhaps,
under the hardship of a hard trail. On
foor, the man was secking to kecep on.
Bur the Kid gues:ed that he was hard
hii; for obviously he had lost his trail.
No man in his zenses would have gone

THE LAST OF THE QUNMAN! ‘) got you !’ the gunman was yeling aw

the Kid stole up.
were Dave Butt’s last words.

Tar Parrrar.—No, 484,

'* You wiped out my pards, but I got you at-tast !’

They

‘The Kid’s six-gun rogred, and the gunman
spun round and fell heavily !

(See Chdpitcr 5.)

i gallop.

s

into the desert on fool ; and 1his Hian,
whose sign he was reading, was on fons,
in the desert. 'The man wos lost. Do
already, perhaps, in the bhurning sup
the prey of the coyotes and the m;]i)uh-::
But that track touched 1he Kid
strangely.  If the poor wreteh i)
lived, staggering on his way afoot, he'lp
less and doomed, the Kid wa< s il
man to pass him by unaided.

He sighed. © He did not want 15 ride
the Jornada de la Muerte,

“You never was a galoot for mindin.
vour own business, Kid!” Lo told bio.
=¢lf banteringly. **Comc an, old hoss !

Much against_the grain. but withow
hesitation, the Kid pushed on into the
Red Desert.

. His mustang went at a walk, the
sitting in _the saddle, picking up
here and there with a keen cye.

The trail was fairly fresh, or the dne
and sand would have blotted it out.
Most of it, indeed, was blotted; but, Sign
cnough yemained to guide tho Kid.
Mile after mile the black-mnuzzed
mustang trod across the sandy waste,
where so many a man and beast, had
fallen by the way and perished of thirst.
Nothing lived in the desert but the
sharp yuccas, the prickly cuactns, and
myriad of stinging flics.

The Kid puzzled over it. ‘The
wanderer whom he was secking must
have been out of his senses, he figared,
Or why had he taken the moest fatal
direction of all that lay open to him’
Sunstroke, perhaps; or the madness thar
cemes of sufforing and solitude.  What
ever it was, the Kid was going to find
him and help himn,

“Great snakes!” the Kid cjacnlared

Kid,

Sheh

¢ stddenly,

He shaded his eyes vith his hand and
stared beforn him.

The dim. dusty desert far abead had
vanished from his view, and, in plae-
of dust and sand end spear-like yncea.
he saw a pleasant, green valley, with
giant ceibas casting a  gratofel shade
over moning waters.

The Kid's tface lighted up.

‘The sight was comforting, as well as
amazing, in  the heart of the futal
desert. :

“Come up, old hoss! .

The Kid urged on his mustang 1o
He was sarprised, indeed. that

1

¢ the horse did not break into a gallop of

. his own accord.

The sight of that vool

“and smiling valley, with its glistening

stream, should have attracted  the
i mustang as it attracted the Wid. Bt
the mustang seemed not  to heed i,

though he obeyed the urging of his rider
and galloped onward.

The Kid understood new why 1he
lonely wandever, whose track he was
following, had plunged into the descrt.
From afar, doubtloss, the unknown
man had seen that glocious sight of
verdure, and bad headed for it on foot.,
after bis horse had fallen by the way.
The Kid fully expected to find' him
ander the shade of the cribas by the
flowing stream.

And then, with a suddenness that was
dazing, the stream, the cciba-trees, the
green valley vanished like the vision of
a dream.

The Kid stopped, amnl
Cyes.

Was he dreaming? N

A minute hefore thai smiling ver:
dure had been spreasd before his sight.
scemingly only a mile or o distant.
Now the barren desert stretchel for
ile on ile—barven, urid, fatal.

“ Jorusalem !” murmnred tho Kid.

I1Io knew now why that pleasant
stream had not atiracted his mustang.

* Mirage!”

ribbed  his
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~down beside the man.
(Sce Chapter 3.)

The Kid snapped his teeth.

The Rio Kid, an old huud the
plains and the deserts, had  Dbeen
deceived by the desert mirage. like the
veriest- tenderfoot. )

The next moment he laughed aloud.

“You-durned gink?’ he said to him-
self. “You sure want to learn your
way about, you pesky locoed geck! Jost
o mirage!”

1t was ouly a mirage, and it had
vauished.  Only the barren desert fay
around the Kid. )

But the vision.had eunlightened him.

Doubtless the lonely wanderer had
been led on by the mirvage, even as the
experienced Kid had  Dbeen.  That
accounted for the apparent madness of
the maun in entering the trackless waste
on_foot,. )

In that hurried gallop  aftev  the

mirage the Kid had lost. the faint,
almost inpereeptible sign he Lad been
following. .
- He could have tried back and picked
it up again; but there was. no need.
The Kid knew all the signs of the
desert, and from where he had halted
a now sign told him its own tale.

From the blue sky a black, foating
figure dropped to the earth. Tt was a
zopiloic—a black valturc.

Here and there, wingiag throvgh the
blue, came other black wings. some of
them mere specks in the distance,

The scavengers of the desert
gathering to a feast.

It might have been the hody of some
desert wolf that drew them, but the
Kid guessed now that he knew where to
look for the wandever.

He turned his mustaung towards the
spot, half a mile distant, where the
black vulturc had dropped to carth.

There he would find the prey ihat
drew the carrion birds from afar.

If it was the man he sought, Le was

of

were

not vet dead, or the obscene birds
would have rcached the spot hefore
this. At ihe last gasp, the Kid

A VICTIM OF THE DESERT ! With a slash of his
quirt, the Kid drove the vultures away, and kneit
Two wild eyes stared up
at him. “All In, 1 guess!’” muttered the Kid.

reckoned,  The valtures knew they had
only to wait.

He rode up at a gailop, and sighted

three hideous black vulturcs sitting on
the sand, waiching. Within a few feet
of them lay a mian, and their red cyes
were fixed upon bim.

With a slash of his quirt ithe Kid
drove the vulturcs, eroaking end cack-
ling, away, and-leaped from his horse.

Ife bad found his man,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
_The Qambusino !

« LL in, T guess.”
The Rio Kid knelt beside

the man who lay on the
barren carth, unsheltered in
the blaze of the sun.

Two wild eyes stared ai him without
comprehension.  The man was in the
grip of deliriuns.

1t was cvident that he was utterly
spent.  His lips were dry and black
with thirst; his -water-bottle lay empty
at his side. . Dust covered him like a
garment. Wild wotds babbled from his
lips; and among tho disjointed words
the Kid cauglit one repeated again and
again. co .

“Qro! El oro—el oro!” .

“Gold ¥ murmured the Kid.

The man was a Mexican; his swarthy
face and black hair, and his babbling
in the Spanish tongue, showed as much.
A prospector for gold—a gambusino. As
he lay in deliriuin he babbled of the
gold he had sought in the rocky sierra
and the arid desert—the gold he had
perhaps found. Ho was a man past
middle life; a gambusino of experience,
and yet he had been led astray by the
mirage of the desert. The Kid placed
his own water-bottle to the dry, parched
lips, and the man swallowed the water
with avidity.  Still he babhbled and
babbled of gold.

The Kid fed him ;I}afiz)gly' with

waler; it was dangerous to give too
much at once to a man dying of thirst.
He bathed the blazing face—sparingly,
too, for water was precious. The Kid
had but his bottle, and he was many.
miles from water. . The black-muzzled
mustang was panting with thirst, his
throat eaked with the hot dust of tho
desert; the Kid himself was athirst. But
for his horse and himself there was no
drink; he needed it all for the hapless
wanderer who had sunk down “there to
die, under the waiching cyes of the
black vultures. Lo LT
“1 gness wo want to ywet out of this,
feller,” the Kid remarked. :
He lifted him from the carth
to a sitting posture. To place him
on the mustang, and lead him away,

4

all Kid could do;

He would strike

ihat the

was
it was death to linger.
water in iime to save the gambusino’s
life and his own—at lcast, he hoped so.
A beavy sack hung by straps over the
man’s back—heavy and- elinking. * Tho
Kid marvelled as he saw it. Stagger-

ing {rom weskness as the man must
have been before he fell, he had not
abandoned that heavy sack..
“Specimens from a strike, I reckon,”
the Kid remarked. .
. The Kid detached the- leaihern sack;
it weighed not less than twenty pounds.
The neck of it was secured by o loose
cord; it came half-open as the Xid Jifted
it to the horse’s back. A yellow glcam
struck his eyes. T,
“Jorusalem! Nuggets!”
The Kid stared into the sack. )
It was .crammed, not with rough
specimens of pay rock, as ho had sur-
mised, but with gold "~ nuggets—gold,

almost pure, with little rock. No
wonder  the Meoxican fs.mbusmo was
babbling of “orvo.” = Hc had struck it

rich, and the gold in the sack was
worth thousands of dollars.

The Kid drew a quick, deep breath.

There was & fortune in his hand, qnd'
the man to whom it belonged lay dying
at his feet—dying, if the Kid did not
save him.

The Kid’s laugh rang out strangely
on uie silent desert.

Ho was not tempted. That sort of
temptation did not appeal to the Rio
Kid, wild as was his reputation in his
own country. :

He hung the sack of nuggets on the
saddle-bow, and then lifted the Mexican
into the saddie.

Taking a grip on {ho man to keep
him there, the Kid spoke to his mustang
and trod away. T

The “sun . blazed down on him.- Tho
dust rose in clouds under- his feet and

TrE Porunan.—No. 484,
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Bebind bim. the vul-

the hovse's lieofs: b
ed thelr

fures croaked aud cw
pointment,

It was a weary trail.

Hour afrer hour the Kid i sped on,
tramping back tho way he !mri ridden,

Lut on foot the way was long aud
weary. He stopped at tlme to moisten
the babbling man’s lips \urh watrr,
never hizs own. The Kid was hardy: he
Imew how to suffer and he =119nt The
man was a Mexican, and the Texas
puncher had no love for Mexicans. The

and the Xid was
strangers.  But he
vas going to save the gambisine, and
et liimt o his way again with his gold
safe in bis sack, ovr dic in the deszert by
his side.

Well was that

nian was & <thln<’
libtle intervested in

fafal desert named the
Journey of Death! Had he had but a
few more milos to cover, the Kid knew
that he would never have done it alive;
without abandoning the man who
furched in the saddle, supported only
by the Kid's strong avmi. Aud having
once befriended him, the Kid could not
abandou  him; that was not to be
rhought of, and he Jdid pot think of it.
Mile affer mile, dusty and deadlv,under
burning heat, stung by flies, choked by
du 1alcheu with thirst, the hardy
Kid hamp ed on. with an aching arm
Liolding the babbling gambusino in the
saddle.
The Kid

was almost sinking when he
left the d and blaze of the desert
behind hiny, and led his horse into a
canyon of the Gila mountal on the
edge of the desert.  The blazing sun
was sinking low, aimom, touching the
vim of the desert in the west, blazing
like a bull of red fire iu the stooly blue
But the Kid did not halt. His last
drop of water had been mwn to the
delirions gambusino, Anrj ho dared uob
halt till ho struck waf:

‘THE FIFTH CHAPRTER.
Dave Butt’s Last Shet !

¥ ¥ IGH over the Gila mountains and
H the Gila desevt, the full round
moont  soared. Clear  white
light fell in deep canyon and
vocky aroyo; and it fell upon a camp
among brown ¥ wheve a tiny spring
bubbled, and spread verdare for a little
distance. By the spring grew trees and
thickets, a spot of life n the barre:
rocky canyou. The Kid had stluck
water there ai midnight, and there he
had camped. His horse had drunk deep,
and lain down to sleep in the shadows;
on the Kid’s blankets the gambusino
lay, silent now. The delirinm had
assed, and the man was sleeping.
Tie Rio Kid had lighted a camp-

T

five, of wood from the thicket. The
‘11ffhx was cold in the mountaing
e sat with his hack io a Ino rock,

his feet to the fire, waiching Um sleep-
ing man. ‘The man had been stirring,
and the Kid was ready to teand hun
when he wakened.

The wild, dark cyes opened in
mooniight.

“ Aglm.‘

The Mexican spoke faintly.

The Kid placed a pannikin of water
to  his lips. The Mexican drank
cagerly, and lay baCls o the blankets.
His black eyes were fixed on the Kid.
The man was hlmseh again now, and
his sirength was returning. The Kid
conld sce that he was puzzled, and he
smiled.

“I reckon I picked you up ycn der
in hm Jovnada de la Muerte,” the Kid
explained.

: A anfro
Sure U
PovrrLar.—No. 484,

the

'
muttered the Mexican.

in English now.
“Correct !
“Gracias!
two days—my horse fell and died; and

T had had not water for

then—it was the mirage,” said the
ﬂlxlibwixxo in a low voice. “I was led
by the mirvage—yet I might have died
in the mountains, as my horse ched
You have found—you have seen
He broke off, his black eyes wandering
to and fro, and the Kid knew of what
he was thinking.

The XKid plcde up the heavy
and pushed it towards him.

The Mexican’s eyes glinted.

“Yon know what is in
senorito?”

The Kid laughed.

“Sure! Youw've struck it
back in the sierra, I guess!”

“The gold was vours o take—I was
dying in the desert,” mutiered the
gambusino, eyeing. him in  wonder.
“You saved my life, and you give me
back my gold.”

< I'oxggi, i, feller!” grinned the Kid.

“You ain't buited into a rustler or a
hold-up man, sure.”

The gambusino lay silent for a long
time, his black eyes fixed strangely on
the Kid.

He spoke again at last.

“You are right, senor: I have struck
it vich in the sierra., And you—what
are you deing here in the desert?”

“I reckon YTm heading for the
mines,” answered the Kid. “T'm goin’
to try my luck prospecting!”

“You are a Gringo, and I am
Mexicano, said the man in the blaukets.
“But you have saved me. Half of what
I have shall be yours.”

The Kid shiook his head.

“Forget it * he answered.

“PBut I am in earnest,senor,” said the
gambusino. “I have a fortune in this
aack and in the Golden Canyon is the
mine I have found. I LMC the map
in my belt—without that even I should
never find it again—a lonely Lanxon on
the border of the Jornada de la Muerte.
It is the richest strike ever made in
Avizona.” His eves gleamed: 1 shall
be rich, senor. and you shall. be vich
for saving me hom the vultures of the
desert. Amls "

He stretched oué hi:z hand, and the
Kid took it lightly. He had not
expected much gmtitude from a
Greaser; and it was not in the Kid’s
mind to accept the generous offer the
gambusino had made. The Kid wanted
no reward for what he had done.

But he smiled cheerily.

‘Amigm " he assented. “I reckon
yow'd better get some sleep now, zmd
In the morning we'll hit the trail for
Los Pinos.”

The Mexican nodded.

He lay down in the blankets again,
and the Kid retired to his rvesting-place
by the vock on the other side of the
fire,

The night was cold; but the Kid had
thought nothmg of giving up his
blankets to the man who was still weak
from his terrible experience.

The Kid slept.

. It was a stirring of his mustang that
awakened him, and he a’.‘.akened with
all his senses on the alert, and Lis hand

sack
sack,

that

righi way

on a six-gun.

Crack !

The sharp ving of o wifle zolled like
thunder through ‘the silemce of the
canyon, .

There was a faint cry from the
Mexican, volled in the Kid's blankefs
Ly the fire® One cry; and silence!

Trampling feet rang on the rocks.

A burly smbbu faced maun. haggard
with lorg t g ; hgl
of the cunp Are. Uis face was zing

W 1th trivmph.
“I got you at last,
Dave Butf.

For an instant, the Rio Kid lay still.
in the shadow of the rock beside his
mustang. It was Dave Butt, the gun-
man of Salt Lick; and he had trailed
down the Rio Kid—the Kid who had
almost forgotten his existence. For
long days and nights the gunman had
been on the trail, and the glave of the
camp-five, evidently, kad drawn him to
the camp in the canyon; and he had
shot the sleeping man in the blankets
from cover before he rushed into the
camp. The Kid's teebls set hard—
endont‘v the gunman knew nothing
of his companion, and ke had shot the

puncher 17 yelled

sleeping  Mexican in mistake for the
Kid.

“Y got you!” the gunman was
velling.  “You \\ipod cut my pards,
you uumod puncher, bui I got you at
tast.”

They were Dave Butt's last words,

Bang'

The Rio Kid's six-gun roared, and
the gunman spun  round and  {ell
heavily on the rocks, dead before he

touehed the ground.
“You duried gink ¥
savagely.
He sprang up and ran across to the
Mexican. ’

sheuted the Eid

The gambusine was raized on his
elbow, staring at the guaman as Le

lay in the moonhfrht Ti: face w
deadly whiie

“You're hi paated the Kid, His
face was ablaze with rage; had Dave
Butt had a bhondred lives, the Xid
would have takew them all at that
moment.

The gambusino greauned.

“1 am struck to death, senor!” :
ww thab the

The Kid knew it. Hek
gunman had waited and watched, and
dwelt on his aiwy, and taken every

cunning care, before lie \hmved himself.
He had trailed down the Rio Kid, but
it was a stranger who had fallen to
his bullet; and the gunman’s life had
paid for it. But the dife was ebbing
from the face of the gambuszino,

The Xid knelt beside hlm—he Would
have exawined the wound, mou:,u “ho
knew it was useless.

The gambusino made a
“It 15 useless, zenor!
saved mo—bhuat it was my fate to die in
the sierra! "There is noro of oy blood
to survive me—take the mck—mhe the
map from my belt—1 give you alle—"

His voice trailed away.

. . N . . . .

"('\iuie
Achos ! You

In the light of dawn, the Rio Xid
made a grave of rocks for the Mexican
gambu:mo whose life he had saved
in the desert, and who had so strangely
and terribly saved the I&lﬂ tite in I
turn, With a clouded face the Kid
mounted his raustang and rode out of
the canyon, In the rising sunlight, the
desert stretched before his guze. the
Jornada de lz Muerte, fatal to so
many—almost fatal to the Rio Kid.
With a black brow he gazed uux the

desert, hating it as if it were a living
enemy; but he uurcd his back on it
at last, and rode aw gritn and silent,

through the echoing }NH«
THE END.

(The Bio Kid seis out in search of the
Golden Cnnr/on it many obstacles lie

in his p(un br/mr l:e: strikes gold. See

nexs week's roaving tale of this ameazing

boys outla, & . RIO
L%
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GREAT GOLD STRIKE!

of the Gold Canyon, and all the Rio Kid’'s.

perils !

This Week :

“The Rio

an -

id’s Bonanya 1!
!\ﬂ o giihﬂduu -

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
At Los Pinos ! :

% OLDEN-CANYOXN ?”
S Yep!®

3

“Stranger  hyer? asked
Cassidy, staring across his bar
+ the puncher

“Surel!”

* I reckoned so, or you'd krnow Golden
Canyon.” said Cassidy. “Any hombre
in Los Pinok will tell you. Looking for
lost cows 777 )

The Rio Kid grinned.

- The Kid was in Arizona
for gold; but rever bad a
spector looked the part 1
jingling spurs and baggy
silkeis neckscarf and Stetson hat, he
looked o cowpuncher. His hands were
used to the reins and the quirt, and the
grip of a gun; but seldom had they
handled ‘pick or shovel. |

Cassidy, who kept the Red Eye salosn
at Los Pinos, supposed that he was a
cowman down from the Arizona cow
country; but his inquiry was a jest.
<056 Cows never strayed so far from the
cow

o

prospecting
mining nro-

From his
iaps, to his

country as that township on tie
edg‘e\_ of the Red Desert.
Nope, said  the Kid cheerils.

S Prospect.ing_”
Cassidy layghed.
P'AH~ sorts of pilgrims came to Los
Igan: to praspect for gold in ihe foot.
ulls on the edge of the
a_'bcy cowpuncher in spu
\ugb}\ IL quirt under his
unitkeliest-looking fossiolk ! ’
1 fossicker that (lassidy
bad ever seen., 12t Cassidy
J
F'HE POruLAR.—No 48:

(Copyuright in the United Stace:

ANOTHER POWERFUL LONG
WESTERN YARN, FEATURING
FHE RIOQ KD, BOY OUTLAW.

“Forget it, boy,” satd Cassidy. “You
ride back to the ranch and ask your
boss to take you on again. You been
fired 77

" Sort of Ared!” chuckled the Kid.

He did not tell Cassidy how he had
been “fired 7 ; that he had ridden out of
Texas, leaving bafled sheritfs behind
him, aod a reward of live hundred
dollars on his head.

All that was dead and buried now.

The Rio Kid, the outlawr of the Texas
grass-lands, had ceased to exist. Kid
Carfax had come to life in his place.
In the Arizona gold eouniry they had
never heard of the Rio Kid; and they
never would hear of hium, if the Kid
could help it.

“I got a hunch that I'm
strike pay divs in this s
axplained.

And Cassidy chuckled again.

“You won't strike it in
Canvon, T reckon!”

“AVhy o ;

“PBecause it ain't there d Cassidy.
“Tast year the Arizona Con sunk a shaft
in that very canyon, and sunk thousands
of dollars on it, and gave it up again.
The old shaft’s still there, filling up with
water.,”

“What's the Arizona Con?’’ usked the
Rid.

“You sure are some greenhorn if you
ain’t heard of the Arizona Consclidated
Gold Mines!” waid (assidy pityingly
1 caiculate they own hali Los Pinos
and some more!”

“ L\:r\\'wlér heard of them.”

care *

re going to
2 othe Kid

Golden

said the Kid
s a store in
of Ameriga.)

yv. “I veckon ther

Gold, gold — the greatest sirike

in

Arizona—untold wealth in.the hillsides
I¥’s his reward after braving many fearful

this hinve wheve 1 ean get o mining
outfit 7>

© Next door,” said Cassidy.
He 1 away to spin botte
o lass ss the lead counter
ustomeoer,

The Rio Kid.

to

leaning on the counter;
looked over the saloon.

He was new to the mining country.
and all thai he saw there interested 1he
voung puncher from Texas.

The hour was yet early: but the Red

Eye had a good crowd. already. From
the strcet came a red glare of the sun-
set and the roar of the stamp-mills, that
filled the valley with incessant noise.
State laws to ‘the contrary notwith-
standing, Cassidy scld all varieties of
iery liguors acress his har; in that
matter, as in many other matters, Los
Pinos was a law unto itself. ITvery man
in the Red Dye packed  a gun; it was
no place for a tenderfoot, and the Rio
Kid, to the eyes of the rough men of
Los Pinos, looked the veriest tenderfoot.
Near him a poker party sat at a little
table, playing for high stakes, with set,
grim  faces. The faro -lay-out had
already started business, . though the

table was not yet crowded. as it would

be later in the evening. - There was an
incessant hum of voices that mingled’
with the buzz of machinery floating in
through the open doors.

A tall man, with a short black beard
and two low-slung guns, came in at the
door and lounged across to the long bar;
and the Kid noticed that the patrons of
the Red Eye made respectful way for
him.

The Kid knew the type well enongh;
he had bappened on plenty of gunmen
in his own country. (assidy’'s manner
was very respectful as he served the tall
man with drinks, and the Kid smiled
faintly.

The gunman glanced at the Kid, and,
glanced at him again, not iiking the
cool glance the puncher gave him in
return. e contracted his brows and
stared hard at the Kid; and the Kid,
with a faint smile of amusement. re-
turned his zaze steadily,
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A tap on the arm, howerver

to iook round, XI5 was Ca
Spill it said the le o
“You slide ou$, boy,” said Cassidy, 1

a low voice, “Two- gun Paters don
{ilke being starved at »”

"Thas 1 ng valooﬂ”

“Sare! Slide out,
I guess not!”
CZ}Sold}' shrugged hi

went about his busfﬂ
the tenderfoot w a tendc1~
foot did not chooce to t:ﬂ\a the hint he
could get what was coming to him.

The Kid looked thoug L

His
new country was “weakening. The
aggressive look of the gunman irvitated
the Kid: he + not the man to be
scared by aggressive looks. . Buf, after
all, he had dloppod into the Red Eye
in search of local information, and cer-
tainly not in search of tronble.

It was wiser to pull out without a
“rookus.” And the Kid, having bitten
on that, kept his glance away from the
gunman; and Two-gun Peters, having
stared as mm with grim aggressiveness
for some minutes without drawi ing a
glance in return, shrugged his shoulders
contemptuously, and gave him no
further heed. Out of the tail of his
eve the Xid noted that contemptuous
shrug, and his eyes gleamed for a
momen‘c. But be let it pass.

A dusky figure in a tattered blanket
lurchied in at the door. Many eyes
turned upon it, among them the Kid’s.

The mnewcomer was an Indian—an
Apache. The dust of the ¢ t grimed
him from head to foot; his moccasing
were ragged, his Ieggmg; dusty and
torn, his blanket a rag. But there was a
certain dignity in the way the Redskin
draped the tattered blanl\et round his
tall figure as he strode into the saloon.

&

The Xid knew Indians, and he
. figured that the Redsk n was a chief,
oue of the “wild” Apa(hes who pre-

ferred the hard, savage life of the desert
to the confinement of the Indian Reser-

vations, On that point the Rio Kid
could sywpathise with him, though he
shared the rmneral opmmn of his race
that Indians were “ pizen.

“Hallo, Rainy Facei”
across the bar, with a grin.

Evidently he knew tho Apache,

The Ind,an gave him & dignified nod.
. 8ot ern up!” he said, in a gutiural
voice, and he laid a little bag of gold-
dust ou the bar counter.

The Apache had come intc the Red
Eve for ithe potent fire-water—the in-
sidious eneray that was exfterminating
his race.
© “Three fingers?”

Rainy Face nodded.

said Cassidy

Cassidy spun over the glass. The
Redskin was about to pick it up when
Two-gun Peters reached  aecross and

Linocked ihe glass spinning
dust on the flooz.
T guess  you

Injun ! he said. ¢

into the saw-

Cdon’.t drink heve,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Kid Chips In!

HE Rio Kid breathed hard.

The gunman bhad come into
the Red Eye in an aggressive
mood, ]O()hlﬂf’ for trouble. The

Kid had steerod clear of "ouble with
him—unwillingly. Al the other men in

the saloon either gave him a wide
berth, or treated him -with marked
deference. l\obod). it was very clear,
wanted trouble with Two-gun Peters.

. From sheer swaggering aggressive-
iess the ruffian had ked on the
Apache,

The Redskin w unar no Red-
sksn from the 4 ¢ would have dared
to come armed into Los Pinos. TUn-

s resolve to Qodre trouble in this|

armed as he was, he-turned a fierce,
furious glare on.the gunman and his

dusky hands clenched.
The gunman grinned at him. o
He stood leaning on the bar, his

hands loorely at his sides, within easy
reach of the guns low-slung from his
belt. He ha.lf expected tho savage
Apache to spring at him like a tiger;
but had Rainy Face done so, he would
never have rcached the gunman; he
would have rolled in the sawdust on
the floor with a bullet through-his heart.

“Shooting upi!” & Redskin was a
trifling matter in Tos Pinos.

Two-gun Peters made a gesture
towards the door.

“Git!” he saidi  “You dont dunk
heve, Injun! I the trail, lively!

The Apache stood mouonlc

“You ain't going?’ grinned Peters.
“1 guess I'll stir you. Injun!”

He drew a revolver from his right-
hand holster. There was a scurrying
back out of the line of fire. The
Apache’s eyes blazed, bui he did not

speak, and he did not stir.

Bang !

The gun roared; and the bullet
crashed on the ﬁooz within a fraction
of an inech of the Indian’s ragged
moeceasin,

Rainy Face jumped clear of the floor.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a roar of laughter from
the crowd in the salpon. This kind of
gun-play was a jest in the Red Eye at
Los Pinos.

Bang!

The gun roared again, clipping a
sirip of ragged fur from the Apache’s
moceasin, Arram the Indian JmeCd
‘the bullet had taken off a strip of skin
as well as a strip of fur.

“Beat 1, Rainy Face!” called
Cassidy.

Bang ! Bang!

Two-gun Peters was cnjoying his joke.

“I guess I'll make him dance!” he
chuckled. “Dance, you Injun thief,
dance!”

The Indian did not dance, but he
leaped wildly to escape the bullets that
crashed round his feet. Only his leap-
ing saved him, for Peters was ailming at
the ragged moccasins now.

The Rio Kid set his teeth.

He had no call to intervene; he liked
Redskins little enough, and he had seen
this kind_of game played before, many
a time. But the bullying aggressiveness
»f the gunman got his goat. If the
Apache had been a little less active, the
bullets would have crashed = through
bone and sinew; and the XKid decided
that it was not good enough.

“I puess thaﬁ game’s gone far
enough, feller!” drawled the Kid, facmg
round at Two- gun Peters.

“What?”’

“TLet up on the Injun?t

Two-gun Peters stared at him.
could hardly believe that this
puncher was talking to him.

The Kid smiled back at his enraged

out

He
bey

glare, His hand was very near his
gun, but he had not touched it yet.
Many a man along the Rio Grande

could have told the bully of Los Pinos
how fast the Kid was on the draw; but
in Los Pinos they did not know the
Kid. It seemed to the staring crowd in
the Red Eye that he was asking for
sudden death, and some of them gave
him commiserating glances, thongh not
a man thought of chlppmg in. Two-gun
Peters was a bad man to cross.

Two-gun. Peters clicked - &

He did not speak again,
which had been 1imed at
swung round towards the Kid,

Crack!

It was not Peters’ gun that barked,

1t seemed like magic to
crowd; a split second before, the Kid’s
gun had been in his holster; now it w as
in his hand, and it had- barked out
sharply before the gunman could draw
a bead on him.

There was &
Peters,

The gun spun from his Land to
floor, and a shower of crimson spattered
the sawdust.

The gunman clasped his right
ik nis reft.

He backed away, and leaned heavilr
on the bar, his face w hitening, There

yvell from Two-gun

was a bullet-hole clean through his
hand.

The Kid sniiled at hir

“You sure asked for ir, feller,” he
said.

The gunman released uiw nOdanL(L

hand, and his IOIt groped for his other
gun. "The Kid's .45 came up io a level,
“Drop it!” he said tersely.
The gun clanged to the floor.
“That's sure better,” smiled the Kid.
“I guess I don’t want to fix you for a
funeral, Mister Two-gun Poters.
that gun over this way.”

The gunman, sullen, savage, subdued,
obeyed. The Kid stampen )i heavy
heel on the gun, putting it ovt of acti
“You sure won't wani a gun
months to come, feller,” he
“You want to take tuac paw
round to the dee. You I Injun
you can soak up your pizen.’

The Apache fixed his black eryes on
the Kid, with a strange glance.

“Littlo white chief big medicine!”
he said gutturally. “Rainy Face no

forget1” .

He stalked up to the bar again,
draping his tattered blanket round him.
The gunman, white as death with the
pain of his. wound, was staggerving
towards the.door. Face; that had been
subdued when he came in, were grinning
now—Two-gun Peters had lost hix
terrors for the men of Los Pinos. = A
langh followed him as he siaggered into
the street.

“They sure taught you to shoot ou
your - ranch, puncher!” exclaimed
Cassidy.

“They sure did I”

And he walked cheerily
Red Eye, leaving the salocn
behind him.

for
deawled.
of xou“
. I reckon

agreed the Rio Kid.
out of the
in a buzz

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Golden Canyon!

T was a couple of days later that the

I Rio Kid rode into Golden Canyon.

He. had put-in two days at Loz

Pinos, picking up kr\owlﬁdgp of

local topography, and laying in supplies
for his rtrip.

Miner's tools were added now to the
slicker pack that the Kid carried behind
his saddle. . The Kid was ready for
fossicking.

In Los Pinos, many eyes had turned
on the graceful figure of the Kid, when

he walked the street, or shopped in
Baker’s Store. Few who were told
could believe that this boy from the

prairic had shot up Twe-gun Peters.
The twogun man was laid up in _his
cabin, with a bandaged arm in a sling,
and a temper on him that made it une

“You talking to me, puncher?”’|safe for the curious to ask him ques-
zasped the gunman, at last. tions. With his right hand he would

“Sure!  You'll be damagma the ) never shoot again; and there were many
Injun Witn that gun-play,” remonstrated | in Los Pinos rrlad to know it, The gun-
the Kid. “Let up on it, feller.” Tar PopvLar.—No. 485,
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ES
Gghter was Jreaded, bub he was nrqt
popular. Los Pinos stared at the Kid |

so long as he remained in the: town;
put he did not remain long.” With a
miner’s outfit added to his pack, he rode
out of the town one mniormng and
vanished into the foothills., . .
The Kid looked round hiniy, in Golden
Canyon, with a rather grim eye. Scme
hopeful pilgrim had doubtless given the
place its name; bub its look was not
promising—a rugged wilderness of wild,
rocky walls, with trickling water here
and there, and in one place looking out
on the deadly desert—the Red Desert,
ihe Jornada de la Muerte of the eold
3 ist N
p’f:t}lll; ‘l]xo(ia%ncath of the *t veached
the Kid as he came ove ¢ 'divide into
the canyon, remiuding him of the day
when he had ridden into the waste of
death to rescue the Mexican gambusino.
That had been a kindly deed; the Kid
carried in his wallet the map the dying
gambusino had given him, in the same
wallet a bundle of gold nuggets, proof
that the gambusino had -indeed found
gold in the Golden Canyon as he had
told the Kid. Most of the nuggets the

4

Kid had sold to pay for his mining
outfit and te 1l out the roll in his
belt. The ¥Kid had a fat roll these days,

and it was good to think of; though
probably he wo have changed it
freely for a cowboy's pay on the old
Douhle-Bar ranch in Texas, could the
past only have been blotted out.

“So this hyrer is the place,” the Kid
murmured, as he rode inito the wide,
shallow, rocky canyon, encompassed by
a wilderness of barren rock.

Fifteen miles from Los Pinos lay the
Golden Canyon, where the wandering

. ) 1 B P
. gambusino had struck it rich—the gold-

.

seeker wiho had made the Rio Kid his
heir.

The Kid thought of him now. Long
and hard had been the goid-seeker’s
trail. and he had found riches only to
perish. In the barven hills food ‘and
water had failed him, his horse had
perished, t in his desperate attempt
to get back to the settlements he had
carried o heavy sack .of nuggets. He
had wandered in the Red Desert, losing
his way: his fate had been upen him:
the Xid had saved him from the desert,
yeb a ball had struck him down; it
secmed like destiny to the Kid when he
thought of iz, He did not even know
the Mexican’s name—only he knew that
tne gambusino was from Old Mexico, a
stranger in Arizona. And the Kid was
heir to ihe mine he had found, if the
g&!nb'uﬂll_lo had not dreamed it, as the
I&Idv balf deemed. The sack of nuggets
spoze for themselves; but the rich mine,
of \vhzcig the Mexican had babbled—that
was perhaps a figment of a sick man’s
imagination. Anyhow, the Kid ‘was
there to see. If the mine was thers he
would find it.

Wild and desolate

<t

3 looked the canyon,
dusty with the dust that blew on’ ihe
hot \\'md‘ from the desert. The Kid
halted where a ruined wire fence stiil
partly stood, and misshapen wrecks of
_abandonu} machinery lay red with rust.
The opening of the old shaft showed
there—a gaunt, yawning pit, uncovered
fo the rains; a proposition thas had
been ta}con up and then abandoned by
the Avizona Con—the most powerful
gold—m}mng company operating in that
part of ilie country. A rich companv
had tried there, and failed; the mine
was lefs derelict after it. had eaten wp
thousands of dollars. Not a good augury
for the Ris Kid’s quest. .

In Los Pinos they had warned him
to keep his eves peeled when ho went
into Gelden Canyon. The wild Apaches
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from the desert had been sometimes
seen there, he had been told, and a
lonely prospector, far from help, was
uxeiy to meet with short shifs at the
hands of the outecast Redskins, The wazr-
trail was a thing of the pasi long ago,
the days of wild Redskin warfare almost
torgotten, but a solitary white man who
came on a gang of thief-Apaches in the
desert was not likely to ride home again,
The Kid heard the warning, and heeded
it; bui he rode alone to Golden Canyon,
all the same. He could not afford to
have eyes on him when he sought for
the mine that the gambusino had dis-
covered and marked. A hundred men
would have followed him, had they even
suspected that the Kid held a clne t0
a rich strike. A hundred guns would
have been ready to riddle him with lead
for the secret. But that the Kid held
a clue nobody suspected. He knew how
to keep his own counsel; and as for such
a prospector striking it rich on his own,
Los Pinos laughed at the idea. Cassidy,
at the Red Eve, cxpected to see the
young puncher come trailing in, dusty
and broke, if he did not die of thirst
in the desert, or hunger in the foot-
hills. And the Kid was gquite willing
to leave that impression behind him at
Los Pinos; he did not want watching
eyes upon him while he sought for the
gambusino’s gold.

The Kid drew rein and regarded the
abandoned mine of the Arizona Con with
a, thoughtful eye. Wild and desolate it
looked, weeds and grasses growing
among shattered cabins, snakes creeping
among the thickets. He rode on again
at last, down the canyon towards the
Red Desert.

He camped by a little spring, where
a big cottonwood-tree grew, in a patch
of green round the spring. He fed his
horse and himself, and then he drew
from his wallet the strip of leather on
which the gambusino had drawn the
map of the bonanza. It was not an easy
map to follow. The Mexican had drawn
it for his own guidance in returning to

the spot; to a stranger’s eye it was
puzzling, It was drawn in scratches

from the sharp point of a knife on the
hard deather—scratches and lines, with
only one word, scratched deep—the
Spanish word “Oro "—gold ! That word
indicated the strike, the Kid figured out,
but there was no scale en the map, no
landmarks that he could recognise.

That the bonanza was in the canyon
he knew, for the gambusino had told
him so. But the leather map seemed
little guide. But the Kid was patient.
If there was a fortune to be found in
that wilderness of rock, he was going
to worry it out somehow.

For three days the Kid guested.

He left bis horse camped by the
spring, taking an easy time, while he
explored-the rocky canyon on foot, little
as he liked foot work, He would study
the map scratched on the leather by his
camp-fire, at night, and gradually he
drew more meaning from the blur of
scratches. He worked it out that a
scratched ecircle indicated the shaft of
the old mine of the Arizona Con, that
another cirele indicated the desert on
which the mouth of the canyon looked.
Between the two was the distance of a
mile, and that gave him, roughly, the
scale of the map. On that scale the
spot marked “oro” was half a mile
from the old mine, and the Kid was
lea.d‘_fo see that. If he struck it rich
he did not wanit to strike it on land
that was already taken up, the property
of a powerful company, though they had
ceased to work it. But if the mine was
half a mile from the zbandoncd shaft
e was on safe ground.

On the fourth day the Kid broke camp
in & hopeful mood. Leaving the black-

muzzled mustang in the grass by the
spring, the Kid shouidered his pick and
started on foot ounce more. He knew
enough of mining to know pay rock if
he struck it, and, though he had not
struck it yet, he did not allow his hope
to die. But that day he was to be busy
in matters far other than fossicking
for pay rock.

On the sloping side of the greas
canyon the Kid worked his way, every
now and then stopping to test the rock,
the clang of his pick ringing and echo-
ing far through the vast silence of the
canyon. In the clear mountain air sound
travels far and fast, and so it was that
the Kid heard the shrill squeal of his
mustang at a gveat distance. And ah
that sound—the warning of danger—ithe
Kid forgot all about {fossickimg and
leaped upon a boulder to stare back at
his camp by the spring in the bottom
of the canyon.

His teeth come together hard.

By the cottonwood-irce five six
ragged figures were gathered, with
dusky faces, and feathers stuck in their
matted black hair,

*Injunst?’

The Kid muttered the word between
his teeth.

His eyes blazed.

The black-muzzled mustang, lossoed
by one of the Apaches, was struggling
helplessly in the rope. The Kid gripped
his guns,

There was a
canyon.

A score of fattered riders came into
his view and grouped under the tower-
ing cottonwood,

The Kid released his guns.

or

clatter of hoofs in the

Five or six of the thief-Apaches would
have been enough, even for a good man
like the Kid. 'There were nearly thirty
of the desert wanderers in sight now;
more out of sight, as likely as not. The
Kid's horse was taken, and the Kid
realised that he was in a bad way. His
first thought had been to hit for eamp
and handle the bunch of Redskins there
and get his horse. But he abandoned
that idea now. Nearly every man in
the Indian gang carried a rifle, and the
Kid-did not need telling that they knew
how to shoot. He knew that he would
be riddied with balls as scon as he left
the cover of the rocks on the hillside.
He stayed where he was and watched.

The mustang was roped in and tied to
the tree. The Kid had no fear for him;
he was a valuable prize for the Red-
skins, The Apaches were seeking sign
now, and staring round the canyon with
their wild, black, gleaming eyes. They
knew that the mustang’s master could
net be far away, and they had little
fear of his escaping them without his
herse.  The Kid’s face set more and
more grimly. He felt nothing like fear,
because fear had been left out of the
Rio Kid’s composition, but he knew
that if he lived to see the sun set thas
day he would be & lucky puncher. A
white man, alone in the foothills, far
from help, was fair game to the thief-
Apaches, his guns and. his mustang valu-
able plunder to them, his scalp a tropby
to be taken back to their hidden lair in
the Red Desert. There were a score and
a half of the ruthless savages, and they
vere picking up the Kid’s trail.

“7 sure. reckon you're for i, Kid,»
said the Rio Kid to himself, coolly.
“Those galoots back in Los Pinos knew
what they were talking about when they
chewed the rag about the Apaches. Bub
I veckon some of that gang will come
to the happy hunting grounds along with
me.” - ;

His guns were in his haids now.

The whole gawy .of Apaches were
crossing the canyen towards the rugged
hillside; where the Kid lay among the
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vockz, With a grin the Kid stuck his
sStotson hat over the voel ind’inan
insiant two bullets crashed thiough it
Thers was= a yell from the Apaches as
the lead flew.” Then e whele gang
came on at a rush—which was exuctly
what the Kid wanted, Ther were rushing
on in the open, velling.  And the Kid
guns | spoks  death from the cover of
the

it
H

Lt time for, and every
ache i the canveon and
e

e For evev the

Uiz 3

whes hunted the Kid
crnsed o &

THE EQURTH OHARTES.
Striking Qold!

RaCxa
Crack ! Crack!
Not a feather

of the Apache
ous

to be
that

sang hed

ik 30 suddenly
¢ ol Rie K

the

howl; and leapstt into the alr.
(Sve Chapter 2))

Sur 1l conld not be seen they
eould he bhoasd, Worming their way
among riagoed vocks and bhoulders, ever
closer anc ser €0 the spot where the
puncher lay. the Apsehes loosed off
after zhot ws they crept and saaviad,
and some of the lead whizeed uncomfort-
ably near the crouchiing Kid.

“1 guess I oof to pet ouicr

s Dach iwio dus holsters.
There was no  rofrear  fram  the

canyon open to the Kid. iz only chanee

wai to keep in cover of thi rocks on tue

sioping side, Behind hn he fuced

the enemy, e conyol wall v

and h : :

o1

2 ) : thig,” !
wrused the Kid, and he jammed his,

t
goen .

& under the -

THE GUNMAN'S JOKE! (J guoess 'Yl make you dance ! 7
growled Two-gun Peters, and he dragged out his gun and
pumpeoed bullsts at the feet of the Rodslgn. r

ang !

|
1
{
i

farther on, alnost pornendicuiurly,
that noocoyete or cotgar eonid scurce
have found footing thers.

The Ei
erawling
pericrce
and

him fart
zged siope.
to provent tae ©
enemy from closing round

ited the Bretron hat ou his
The

mer erazed his shoulder.

nite and set nou
R

and  the fler H

Rainy Face gave a
Bang! Bang!

gpivit that whitened if. It wos a fght
to the death betweea the Kid and over-
whebizing  odds. A scene  familiar
snovgh an the desol

late foothills, where
men took thelr dves in thelr hands in
ti hunt for the precious yollow metal

The fight in the Red Eyve saloon at
Los Pinog, which had made the crowd

open their eyes, was ehild’s play o this.
{Haciy enough the Kid would have
axchwlnged Mz py L foes for Two-gun
Vare a dozen of him. But the
IKid & had man to erowd, as the
Apaches, wore i1 Twice a Lullet
had rowi; dny: but wnen
the Kid burned pos ngain he did
not i and an Apacie who had

fierce wnoop lron: the r
and for an ingtant
rugh-—a ruzh 1
must oo

which

grimly determined to take of
o zeven of his fovs wi it
the datik river.,  But the
caution of the Redsxins

They did not rusi,
were creeping on lik
worked bis way

back among the rocks, to keep from
being surrounded.
Had be becn able ts
it would have been we
but witl: that gaug o
alinost cireling him he
he had to reireat wheve be could, And
s0 it was that he game up AT &
rugged wall of rock thut cut all
farther retreat, ond the triumphant yell
of the Apaches told that they knew thod
he could go no fariher. In his exulta-
tion, ous Redksin lifted his head above
cover and glared towards the Kid, and

his way
th the Kid;

the next instant dropped back dead.
he Eid was hting mad now, and
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more dangerous to crowd than a-grizzly [ rock that. was chipped away- by the

bear in his lair,

And thon fortune, which had frowned
so blackly on the Kid, seemed to smile
2gain, In the rugged wall of rock that
barred all farther retreat, a deep
crevice opened, and the Xid backed into
it promptly as soon as he saw it. If
was a fissure in the rocky wall of the
canyon, two feet wide at the most, but
it widened out into a “pocket ™ farther
on. The interior of the crevice was
a jumble of =zocks, affording ample
cover, The opening was too narrow
for more than one man to enter.

The I{id chuckied as he crouched
behind cover at the extremity of the
crevice and watched the opening. A
dusky head and a bunch of feathers
appoared sheve, and ¥ gun

the Kid’s
roared, and the Apache dropped like a
stone, A burst of yelling, and a secram-
bling of moccasing among the zocks,
told the Kid that the gang were gather-
ing round the fissure, but they did not
venture yet to push in.

The Kid bhad a breathing space.

High over his head the fissure closerl
in solid rock. On either side were
rocky walls, e could be attacked only
in front. In such a position the XKid
wouid have undertaken to hold off all
the Apaches in the Red Desert, so long
as his cartridges held out. He longed
to- see them rush him, and give him a
chance for gun-play; but the Redskins
were in no hurry for that.

Minute followed minute, and there
was no rush. The Kid shrugged his
shoulders.  He had little expectation
that the Apaches would: throw away
their lives crowding into the narrow
fssure so long as the sun lasted. When
the darkness came it would be a dif-
ferent tale. It was only a respite that
the desperate Kid had gained.

He rested and waited, and his eyes
fell upon an object that lay among the
rocks where he had taken cover. It was
o Mexican machete. The keen blade
was dulled, red with. rust. And the
Kid's glance lingered on it strangely.
Someone had been here before him—a
Mexiean, by the weapon—and he had
left the machete there.. The XKid
thought of the gambusino. Undoubi-
edly it was the lost gold-seeker he had
found in the desert who had left his
machete in that hidden fissure of the
canyon wall. The Kid’s eyes gleamed.
Where the gambusino had been using
his niachete was where he had been
seeking gold—where he had found it.
The Kid knew that now, in the hour
almost of death, he was close on the
trail of the Mexican’s bonanza.

Crack, crack, crack!

Bullets whizzed into the fssure,
crashed on the rock, and dropped Hat-
tened. At every shot there came a
fierce yell from the Apaches. They fired
and yelled, but they did not rush. The
solitary white man, cornered in that
hgle in the canyon wall, daunted them.
Five of the gang had fallen under his
fire, and dread of his guns was mingled
with the Apaches’ longing for ven-
geance. Bullet after bullet crashed in,
chipping the rocks, and scatiering frag-
‘ments over the Kid as he crouched,
wary, watchful. .

“Oro! Eloro!”

N , .
The word on the Mexican’s Jeather,

map seemed to leap to the eye of the
Kid as the chips of rock fell round him,

He picked up one of the larger frag-
mente,

It gleamed yellow to the eye.

“Jerusalem I :

The Kid caught his breath.

He turned his startled eyes upon the
canyon wall behind him. Gleam after
gleam of yellow caught his gaze.
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‘busine’s gold-mine was the grave of the

i Tndian voice that seemed to have some-

to be made. *

crashing hullets was thick with ore. ]

“Oh gum!” breathed the Kid: “To
hit on the bonanza with that yelling
gang of fiends jest going to put me over
the range. Oh shucks?’

The Rio Kid had found the bonanza.
Riches untold lay in the rocks round
him.  An adit driven into the hillside
would " unearth a fortune, and that
fortune was the Rio Kid's. And he was |
doomed to die there, and his scalp to
hang at the belt of some dirty thief-
Apache of the Red Desert. The gam-

gambusino’'s heir.
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Rainy Fass !
HE long, hot day was drawing to

E a closes and still the Ria Kid

lay in cover in the fissure, watch-

ful as o cat; and outside, among
the rocks, the Apaches héemuned him in
and waited for nightfall. The Kid had
heard the trampling of horses in the!
great canyon, and he guessed that more
of the gang had arrived, that foes almost:
without crowded the rugged)
hillside. barring and blocking every pos-
sibility of escape.

Some vague hope he had had of help[
coming—of white men hearing the firing :
and coming along to see what the|
“rookus ” was. But the Golden Canyon |
had for years been abandoned and un-
trodden. No prospector ever trod ib
now.

Within fifteen miles of the roaring!
stamp-mills of Los Pinos, almost within {
sound of the busy machinery, the Rio.
Kid was to be done to death by a mob!
of Apaches. And still he was cool as ice !
as he watched and waited for the éeadlyE
rush that he knew would come with the !
dark. And suddenly, in the red sunset, |
a voice shouted to the Xid—a guttural

number

thing of a familiar ring to his ears,

“Paleface I” .

“Hallo, you?” ecalled back the Kid
cheerily.

“Tet the paleface listen to the swords
of his red brother,” came the guttural
voice f{rom outside the fissure, The
Indian was standing close, but he was
not showing as much as a feather for
the Kid’s fire.

“Spill 1517 jeered the Kid.

“Wah! I have seen the horse that
was roped by my warriors,” went on the
chief’s volce—evidently it was a chief
who was speaking. :

“Then you've sure seen a good cayuse,
Injun,” said the Kid. _

“I have seen the horse another day,
ridden in the street of Los Pinos by a
little white chief.”

“What about it 7’

The Kid spoke over levelled guns. He
suspected that he was being kept in talk
to divert his attention for a sudden rush

“The rider of the black-nosed horse is
the friend of Rainy Face,” went on the
chief.

The Kid started.
and he knew the voice now. The Red-
skin who was speaking was the tattered
Apache he had saved from the gun-play
of Two-gun Peters in the Red Eye at
Los Pinos.

“Rainy Face!” he exclaimed.

“Let the paleface listen. If he is the
tittle white chief of Los Pinos, he is the
brother of Rainy Face. Let him speak.”

“I guess I'm that litile white chief,:
Injun,” grinned the Kid. -~ “But what
does it come to, getting down to cases?”

“Rainy Face came, because he re-
ceived news that his warriors were in

" little white chief.

IR

He knew the name, |

“But when Rainy- Face saw- the black-
nosed horse, he knew it The little
svhite chief is the brother of Ragny Face.
Let him put up his guns and come to his
friends.” : :

“Oh, Jerusalem ! murmured the Kid.

He pondered it. ’

It might be a trick to get him out of
cover, but he did not think 50, There

"was a ring of sincerity in the voice of

the Apache. In the Red Eve he had
said that he would not forget. .

“If ‘my white brother does net trust
the Red man, Rainy Face will come to
him with no weapons in“his hands,” said
the chief. )

. ‘;J,That’s talking turkey, chief., Hop
in!

The tall, dignified Soure of the Anache
chief stepped in at the fissure without
a moment’s delay. His hands were
empty. ’

The Kid lowered his guons. -

“I guess I trust you, chi=f,” he said;
o b‘ltw}, R

“My young men will not touch the
Rainy Face has given
his order,”

The Kid smiled.

“T guess your young men don’t feel
too friendly to me, chief, after I've
made it last sickness for half a dozen of
them.  Let them bring my herse, and
stand back while I ride.”

“The little chief has spoken !™
ainy Face. ’

He turned and called to the taitered
gang of thief-Apaches in his own tongue.
There was a murmur, and the chiet
called again, in hard. stern tones, and
the murmur died away. There was a
claitering of hoofs among the rocks.
The Rio Kid waited, his heart beating.
The sunset was red and ‘deep. It
wanted less than an hour- to dark.
Rainy Face had arrived on the scene

zaid

lonly In time to save his life—for the last

desperate struggle could have ended only
one way the Kid was well aware. Truly
he had done well for himself when he
had chipped in between the Apache ehief

and the bully of Los Pinos. .
Rainy Face made a gesture. i
“Let my white brother take his

horse,”™ he said. ;
He stepped back. The Kid followed
him from the fissure into the open of the
hillside, in the flood of crimson light
from the setting sun. . The Apaches had
fallen back to a distance. Wild, davk,
fierce eves gleamed at the Rio Kid, but
not a hand was raised. :
- If the chief was playing him false, the
last fight might as well come in the
cpen.  But the chief was not playing
him false. The Redskin’s memory was

Rainy Face, who would have buichered
any other white mian in the desert with-
out compunction, was more concerned
for the Kid’s life than for his own. -

The Kid slid inte his saddle. It was
sheer joy to feel his mustang under him
again. Rainy Face made a gesture of
farewell. The Rio Kid waved his hand,
and rode clattering up the canyon. °

“Y guess that was a close call, old
hoss,” the Kid remarked, as he hit the
trail for Los Pinos, and galloped.. “It
was sure a close call, old-timer, I
reckon we've gota claim to stake out,
old hoss. and a title to register at Los
Pinos. And the galoots there will sure
stare when they see the Rio Kid’s
bonanza.”

And the Kid galloped on contentedly
as the stars camse out, gleaming in th
velvety sky. .

THE END.

{Anpther roaring Rio Kid yarn next

fight with & white man,” said the chief.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Some Strike!-

08 PINOS hummed the
news.

Cassidy, who kept the Red

Eye Saloon, had a crowd in his

place morning, noon, and night. They

discussed one topic, and one only—a

topic of which no man in Los Pinos ever
seemed to tire.

it was the biggest strike since Los
Pinos had had a local habitation and a
name. News had come into the gold
camp many a time of a rich strike in
the sierra; within an easy reach of Los
Pinos there were 2 score of mines work-
ing and paying, and in every canyou
-and dusky guleh for many a long mile
prospectors hunted for pay-dirt. Many
a man had struck luck; many a dusty
pilgrim had -shown rich nuggets over
the bar of the Red Eyve. But the new
strike eclipsed them all.

The Gambusino Mine was some pra-
position, Cassidy told his pairons across
the bar; it had the Yellow Dog beat to
a_ frazzle, and the Yellow Dog was a
rich mine—hitherto the richest in the

“valley. And the man who had located
it and staked it out, and claimed and
registered it with all due formalitv
was & mere kid—some hoy from Texas
a puncher who had come out to Arizona,
prospecting, Cassidy had heard. A boy
p}mcher, dropping 1nto luck like this on
his first gold-trail—it made the mouths
of the Los Pinos men water.

Los Pines lay in the wide, shallow
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canvon. leoking out on the Red Desert.
From the windows of Cassidy’s place
the desert could be scen, stretching far
and wide from the base of the hills.
The Hed Desert—the Jornada de la
Muerte of the old Spanish days; a
“Journey of Death” then, a journey
of death now. On the cdge of the arid
desert Los Pinos had been a little
settlement in the Mexican times, inces-
santly raided by the Apaches, the
Navajos, the Comanches; but even in
those old dangerous days hardy gam-
businos had settled there, hunting for

gold in the foothills of the Gila
Mountains.
Those days were long gone. The

Mexican border lay to the south now;
the golden land of Arizona had long
been reft away from the sons of the
There were still
Mexicans in the town, but they were
few. Men from all the States
gathered there; not one voice in ten
still spoke the musical Spanish on the
streets of Los Pinos. Indian raidshad
vanished into the past; the citizens of
Los Pinos would have smiled or stared
at the idea of Apaches or Comanches
coming down on the camp on the war-
path.  Apaches and Comanches—what
were left of them—were shut in reserva-
tions, save for a few desperate gangs
that wandered in the desert.

Los Pinos was a busy camp. All
through the day the stamps roared;
even at night the graveyard shift kept
the machinery going at the Yellow Dog.
Noise was so ineessant that it was dis-
regarded; had an accident stopped the
stamp-mills, the silence would have
startled Los Pinos like a thunderclap.
Busy as the town was, the railroad did
not reach within twenty miles; the diffi-
culties of construction were great.
Newspapers were old when they reached
.the camp, and gold-dust was s6ilL legal

Los Pinos mining

“THE Ri0 KiD'3 GOLD

camp ! -

tender, as in the days of ’49.. TEvery
man in Los Pinos packed a gun; aud
Rube McCoy, the town marshal, had
been elected town marshall for the good
reasen that ke was lightning on the
draw. '

Now TLos Pinos was agog with the
news of the Gambusino Mine. Why a
Texas puncher had given his honanza
a Spanish name no one knew; how he
had discovered it was equally unknown.
But men who had seen specimens from
the mine pronounced that it was a won-
derful strike, and that young Carfax—
that was the puncher’s name—would be
one of the richest mine-owners in
Arizona if the Gambusino panned cub
as it looked like doing.

And’ many a gunman who loafed
round Cassidy’s bar wished from the
bottom of his heart that he had hap-
pened on young Carfax before the boy
from Texas had legalised his claim io
the mine. But 1t was too late to wish
that now; young Carfax was the owner
of the mine, and it was known that he
had thousands of dollars in the Los
Pinos Bank, and not a man inthe
camp ever dreamed that young Carfix
had ever been known along the Rio
Grande and the Pecos as the Rio Kid,
and that in far-off Texas there was
still a reward of five hundred doilars
offered for him, alive or dead.

Men who had seen him were not

“likely to guess that he ever had been

an outlaw, and the Xid kept his own
secret. Perhaps his heart ached some-
times for the wide grassiands and- the
dusky chapparals of his own country,
for a sight of the silvery waters of the
Rio Frio, for the old bunkhouse at the
Double Bar, and a ride with the bunch.

But coolly and deliberately the Rio
Kid had thrown his old life behind him.
Texas and its boundless prairies was a
sealed book to him now! Never again
did he think of looking on the rolling
waters of the Rio Grande, never again
did he think of riding to the round-up
with the Double-Bar bunch. And he
had many things to comnsole him. His
new life was within the law; in Arizona
no sheriff’s hand was outstretched to
seize him, and within the law he pros-
pered as he never had dreamed -of
prospering outside jt. If there were
times when the Ric Kid: would have

(Copyright in the United States of dwmerica.)
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Mine for a day's
of the Frio, he
and dismissed

given the
ride on e
shrugged his
the thought . .
And the excitement of the big strike
was still strong upon him. Fifteen miles
from Los Piuos lay the mine he had
discovered and located and claimed,
and that was now his. It lay in the
Golden Canyon
desert; often the hot winds from the
Red Desert swept along the canyon,
scattering impalpable dust. Already
fifty or more timber shacks had beeu
un up; already thirty men worked in
the mine, thirty names were on the
Kid’s pay-roll. The nearest mine was
half a mile away—an abandoned shaft

P Arizona Coo-
pheten he  Arzo a
com-

solidated Company—a powerfal )
pany that owned much of Los Pinos in
mines and buildings, and was rumoured
to own the town marshal also.

The Kid was his own mine manager;
he enjoyed it with a boyish enjoyment.
He had had a frame-house put up near
the mouth of the mine. Fixings had
been brought up on the backs of mules
at enormeus cost; the Kid did not care
for the cost. His bonanza was turming
out gold faster than he could have spent
it had he thrown it away with both
hands. . Within half a mile of the spot
where the Consolidated bad sunk large
sums and failed to make good the Kid
was picking up a fortune,

Sometimes, when he watched the
miners changing shifts, he wondered
whether it was all whether
he would wake up some morning in the
old bunkhouse at the Double Bar.

He had saveq the life of a Mexican
gambusino, a gold-seeker whose name
even he did not know. in the Red Desert,
and the Mexican, shot down by
treachery, had made the Kid his heir,
giving him the map that located the
mine in the Ciolden Caunvon—the mine
that the Kid had named after him as
well as he could.

Fortune had smiled on the Xid, and
it seemed like a dream. Only a few
weels ago he had been riding the black-
muzzled mustang to the west, seeking
fortune, and the fortune had fallen
upon him like this. Tt was still novel
enough for the Kid to enjoy it, though
often he closed his eyes on the wealth
that was his, and saw a vision of spread-
-ing grasslends and grazing scattle.

The - Kid = knew something about
mining, but not much. He was his
own manager, but he had picked out a

- good foreman, and Jud Clay had named
his own salary—that he had not named
three times the figure proved that Jud
~was a squarc man. The Kid was care-
less in such matters. He was going to
be one of the richest hombres in
“Arizona, but he had noi lost the easy
ways of the cowpuncher swith money.
It was still easy come and easy go with
the Rio Xid. .

So far little machinery had been put
up at the mine; the ore went on wagons
to the stamp-mills at Los Pinos to be

~crushed, and it crushed richer than any
otl}grpi‘g that went to the mills. A deep
adit had been driven into the sloping
hillside. and pay-ore had been stoped
out in stacks, as Jud told the Kid.
There was no need to sink a shaft; the
level adit veached the rich heart of the
mine.,

T1Es sure some boranza !” Jud told
the Kid. for the hundredth time. “And
I guess you'll be a millionaire if the
Consolidated let vou.”

And the Kid grinned.

He was not afraid of the Consolidated,
though there were many men in Los
Pinos who were afraid of it.
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*1 guess the Consolidated cuts no ice | agen’ of the Arvizona Consolidated Gold

with me, Jnd, "™ he answercd.

Jud waved hLis grimy hand towards
the abandoned workings, visible half a
mile away across the canyon.

“That’s where the company sunk
thirty thousand dollars, and gave it up
at the finish,” he said. “I gu the
Consclidated won't like you striking
cich in the canyon where they sunk
dollars and failed.” ’

The Kid laughed again.

“1 allow that they can like it or lump
. a ; 8
it,” he remarked.  “This hyer mine
belongs to niwe, don’t 167”

@

Sure !” assented Jud.

P s . . .
“And there’s law in Arizona ?”
“Some 1”7

“Then whot can the Conse

even if ther don’t like me striking it
rich where they slipped vp on it7"

Jud Clay shrugged his shoulders.

“The Conselidated keep inside the
lasw,” he said. “But you can sure do
a heap of things inside the law. T guess
they'll buy vou oub.”

“T guess I won't sell.”

Jud smiled,

“You're new to the mines,” he said.
“If the Consolidated decide to take over
the Gambusino Mine, I guess they'll
take it over. They've bought up half
the mines round Los Pinos.  (aloots
who don’t sell when the Consolidated
want to buy are liable to meet with
accidents.”

“Ob, shucks " said the Kid.
within the law, you Jud ?”

“Aoney talks” !

“1s that

oney V0 said Ju

The Rio Kid chuckled.

“You figure out that if I refuse to
] an accident may happen to me?”
he asked.

“Yep.”

“Sort of shooting accident?” grinned
the Kid.

“ Mebbe.”

“T can sure shoot a little myself,” re-
marked the Kid. “I kinder reckon that
if an accident happens. it won’t be to
me. And the Consolidated can go and
chop chips, Jud.”

“I guess I've put you wise. Br. Car-
fax; but you got to learn.” said the
mine foreman. And it dropped at that,
the Kid still laughing. As vet. at least,
the Arizona Consolidated Gold Mining
Company had no terrors for him. He

dismissed them cheerfully from his
mind, aad gave nc thought to any
scheme that might be hatching for

roping in the Rio Kid's bonanza.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
No Sale !

%Y ENOR1” /
“Spill it,” said the Kid.

A Mexican half-breed did the
chores in the Kid's frame-house.
The Kid was coming in from a long
ride, and he was taking the grey
mustang round to the stable himself,
when the Mexican came to him. The
Kid might be a rich mine-owner now,
but he was still cow-puncher enough to
look after his horseflesh himself.
“ A caballero come see the senor,” ex-
plained the half-breed.
“A visitor ?” yawned the Kid.
“ 81, senor.”
“ Waiting 7”
“8i, senor.
Los Pinos.”
“Drew?” said the Kid.
don’t know the name.”
“Tt is the agent of the Arizona Con,
senor.” i
The Kid whistled.
“Tell him I’li be along.”™
“ Si, senor.”

1t is the Senor Drew, of

“1 guess 1

rPhe Kid rubbed down his mustang
before he went to the house. He was
nof keen to sce Mr. Drew, tlie Los Pincs

Mines, and if the man had wailted he
could wait a little longer. The Kid
remembered now that he had heard the
name—it was a name of power in Los
Pinos.  Jas Drew represented the all-
powerful company that had Los Pinos in
its pocket. His word was as good as
law in the mining town. It was because
he was big gun—powerfu!l medicine, as
the Kid termed it—that the Kid let him
wait.  He knew, without being told,
why Jas Drew had. come out to the
Golden Canyon, and the Kid had no
intention of “talking turkey ” to the
boss of Los Pinos. Irom what he had
heard of the man he did not like him. .

But when he came into the frame-
Rz L R | A

T A addNa D KA LLERTSE W UlYal. Ly
slim, steady-eyed man in store clothes
rose from a chair.

‘: Mx C”arfax?" he asked.

“Sure,” assented the Iid.

“I'm Drew.”

The agent of the Con spoks as if his
name was enough; he was used to carry-
ing things with a high hand in the

houveo the

valley.  But the Kid shook his head
seriously.

‘: {)'rmx?” he repeated.

“Yes.

:I don’t get you," said the KKid.

“Agent of the Arizona Con.” added
Drew, biting his lip.

“1 guess I’)'.e heard of that crowd.”
assented the Kid. “So you're the agent?
S
Bit down Mr. Drew, and tell a man
what you've come about.”

The the Con sat down. Xis
keen eyes were on the Kid's
ing him.

“I'm here on business of
pany,” he said.

“Yop7”

—i
agent of

the colus

“I’ve waited sorae hours for you, Mr.
Carfax.”
“Now I'm to home.” said the Kid

cheerily, “spill it, feller.”

Jas Drew’s dark brows contracted a
little. It was evident that he did not
like the free-and-easy mode of address
of the puncher from Texas.

“The Consolidated are making you an
offer for your mine,” he said tersely.

The Xid smiled.

“Thanks; but I ain’t selling.”

Drew smiled, too—a pitying smile.
This young Carfax was, he concluded, a
cow-puncher who knew something about
cows, bub nothing aé all about the ways
of hig combines in the business w8rld.
He did not even know that he had to sell
if the Con wanted to buy.

“My Company offers fifty thousand
dollars,” he said, as if the Kid had not
spoken.

The Kid roared:

“That's generous! I fizure on taking
more than thai oubt of the mine every
year I

“It's a good sum for a new mine,
hardly proved as yet,” suggested Drew.

“1 guess if it wasn’t proved the Con
wouldn't be offering a hatful of money
for it,” said the Kid good-humouredly.
“Cut it out, Mr, Drew. I ain’t selling
to the Con or anybody else.”

“Name your price, then.”

“Nix.” said the Kid. “I ain’t tived
of the stunt yet. I'm sure some gold-

miner when I°get going. If T sell, T
shan’t sell to the Coun. I reckon they've
got too big a grip on this  section

already.”

“You will sell,” said Drew quietly.
“The offer remains open for three days,
Mr. Carfax.”

“Three  years
difference to me.”

“ After three days a thousand dollars
will be taken off the figure daily, and
vou will lose money when you sell.”
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«F reckon I've mentioned I'm not
elling.” .
* h exclaimed Drew,

«“Qh, come ofi !” d I
showing signs of anger. “l’}ou rebi
greenhorn from the cow cougur}/xg nlsle
you sure ought to have hosss e11 s
enough to know that youw've got to se i

«And whos going to make me?”
gueried the Kid quietly, but with a ghint

in his eyes.

“The Con.” .

The Kid snapped his fingers. .

“That for the Con and its agqnt! }}e
answered. ¢ The Con cuts no ice with
me, feller! I ain’i selling!”

Jasper Drew rose to his feef.

«“mMake advice from your foreman, or
from any man who knows the ropes in
Los Pinos,” he said coldly. “ Any gaiooi
will tell you yow've got to sell. The Con
don’t take no for an answer.” =

“J guess they got to take it in this
ease I” smiled the Rio Kid. “I’ve sure
eaid no, and that goes!? .

Drow made a step to the door, but he
twrned back. . - .

“Yowre a kid-puncher,” he said, as if
eompassionately. . “You don’t ‘savv’y
what youwre up against. If you don’t
sell, you won't be allowed to work the
mine. You'll have to shut down. You
might even meet with an accident in the
canyon. I'm warning you for your own
good.”

“Keep your warnings iill T ask for
them,” sald the Xid contemptuously.
“T’ve sure run into rustlers and durned
thieves before, and they never put it
over me. Youwre threatening me, feller,
and I don’t stand for that. Beat it
while you’re safe.”

Drew stared at him hard, and walked
ont of the house.  The Kid, from the
window, saw bim mount his horse and
ride away to Los Pinos.

His brow was thoughtful as he
watched the agent disappear by the trail
up the canyon.

“They made me an outlaw in Texas,
because Old Man Pawney made a mis-
take about the galoot that pinched the
pay-roil!” he murmured. “But I
reckon if I had pinched it, I’d be a
better man than that hombre. I reckon
T’ve hit up against rustlers on the Rio
Grande that didn’t deserve stringing up
so much as that galoot and his crowd.
I'm. sure new to big business in the
Wegt; but I’m learming something. I
was a gink to let him go without knock-
ing his nose through the back of his
cabeza.”

Then the Kid laughed.

He was aware that any wman in the
gold country who stood up againssg the
all.powerful Consolidated needed 1o
know how to take eare of himself. Duk
the Rio Kid was accustomed to taking
care of himself; and on second thouglits,
as his brow cleared, he was glad that be
had let Jas Drew ride away without hav-
ing had his nose knocked through the
back of his head.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
‘The Rough Stuff!
HREE days passed—and a week
followed them.
The time of grace had expired;
. and no word had come from the
Kid to Mr. Drew in his office on Main
Street at Los Pinos.
The Kid had, in fact, almost formoiten
Jas Drew, ’ N
He would have forgotien him fotally,
perhaps, but for the forebodings of his
foreman, Jud Clay; to which he listened
with a smlle,‘but with respaet, for Jud
had been a mining man in Arizona lone
before the Kid's eyes had opened on the
world at all.  Jud was an honest man,
TEE POPULAR.—No, 486, ’

the Kid knew that; and he knew he was
luckv to get such a foreman; he trusted
Jud absolutely in mining matters, but
he listened incredulously to what Jud
had to tell him of big business in the
gold country ar d its methods

“They own the Yellow Dog in Los
Pinos, right in the town,” Jud told him.
“That was the big noise in these paris
till you struck the Gambusino, Mr. Car-
fax. How do vou reckon they got the
Yellow Dog ?”

“Located it,” suggested the Kid.

“Loecate notaing! The Con never
locate ! They buy proved mines.”

“Then I figure they bought it ?”

“Man wounldn’t sell—an ornery cuss
{ike you, Mr. Carfax. Bui after he was
picked up aé ihe potiom of & winze with
his neck broke, his relations sold.”

“You want me to believe they gave
him the rough stuff like that, Jud?”

“Bure!”

The Kid laughed.

“That hombre Drew sure don’t look
as if he could break the neck of a jack-
rakbit,” he snid.

“Not in his lifetime,” said the fore-
man. “Bub hd's got plenty of rough-
necks on his pay-roll, Mr. Carfax.”

“What was the town marshal doing?
T’ve heard he’s some hombre.”

“The town marshal draws his salary
from Los Pinos, and three times as much
from the Avizona Con.”

“Oh, shucks!” grinned the Kid. “You
sure wanut me to take it that a big min-
ing company is no more than a bunch of
rustlers.”

“A bunch of rustlers has nothing on
the Arizona Con, Mr. Carfax,” said Jud
Clay. “If you won’s sell, watch out!”

“I guess Pm watching out.”

“Where are you going to-day, sir?”
The Kid was standing beside the black-
muzzled mustang as he talked to his
foreman.

“Jest a paseo up the canyon.”

“Look out for falling rocks. A rock
fell on Hank Wilson when he wouldu’t
sell out to the Con.”

A NARROW SHAVE! As the Kid ap~
peared in the doorway a sharp crack
came from the shadows,; and he feit the
wind of a hullet. Bang?! The next
moment the Kid’s .46 roared and from
the darkness came a piercing yell.
{See Chanter 3.)

The Xid roared, and
laughing as he rode up the canyon, past
the old abandoned shaft, and out of
sight of the Gambusino. That the
Arizona Con, through Jas Drew, would
get hold of the Gambusino Mine by any
kind of trickery, if they could, the Kid
little doubted: but he did net believe
that they employed “rough-necks” to
beat up rivals in the mining business.

The Kid cantered along cheerily in
the sunny morning. He liked a solitary
ride up the canyon, to the top of the
divide, which reminded him of days in
the rocky Huecas of old.

He rode through a narrow winding
gulch, where the walls of rock were only
a few feet from his horse’s flanks cn
either side; and he had aiready for-
gotten Clay’s warning.

It was a whinny from his mustang
that first apprised the Kid of danger.

It was not the first time that his horse
had saved his :ife in the dangerous days
and nights that the Rio Kid had known.

The Kid came sharply out of a
reverie and looked about him; and then,
as Clay’s warning came back into his
mind, upward.

“Jerusalem !

From the high, steep side of the gulch,
where it almost overhung the horseman,
a gigantic rock came rolling and bound-
ing.
~ For a fraction of a second the Kid
froze as he saw death rushing down on
him with the speed of lightning

Only for a fraction of a second. Then
his spurs dashed into the mustang’s
flanks, and the horse leaped frantically
on—a leap for life.

He was barely in time.

Crash !

Two yards behind the mustang’s
swishing tail the huge rock crashed on
the earth, splitting to a thousand frag-
ments.

The Kid dashed on.

His nerve was of iron; but his
bronzed face was white under its tan.
His heart throbbed.

He pulled in his mustang a minute
later, under a scrubby bunch of pines
that grew in the gulch, and wheeled

he was still

round. His keen glance swept the high-

side of the canyon where the great rock
had come whirling down.
huge mass become unlossened by chance

—had it fallen by chance just as the Kid'

was riding underneath?

The Kid’s tecth were set, his eyes
gleaming fire. Had a man’s head shown
among the rocky ledges of the gulch side
his gun was ready to speak. But thero
was no sign of an enemy. If a human
hand had sent that rock hurtling down
the treacherous enemy had hunted cover
at once.

For many long minutes the Kid sat
his horse there, watching; but the gulch
was still, silent, deserted.

“¥ reckon it was just chance!” the Kid
muttered; but his face was very
thoughtful as he rode onward at last.

When he rode homeward he rode by a
different route.

Jud Clay came to supper with the

Kid in his frame house that night, as
was his custemn. The Kid told him of
the falling rock.

“They’re beginning,” was the fore-
man’s comment

“You figure that it was a rough-neck
behind that rock ?” asked the Kid.

“Sure.”

“With Jas Drew at the bottom of it?”
asked the Kid, with a sparkle in his
eyes.

“Vou've said ib”

“1 guess I'll make sure before I call
on that hombre,” said the Rio Kid in a

Had that’
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GETT!NG AT THE TRUTH ! The Kid’s gun roarsd, and the buliet passed beiween the gunman’s arm and his ribs,

and smashed on the
quietly.

drawl. “If 1 get him fixed for fair, T
guess he will learn how heavy a quirt
can be, with e Texas puncher’s grip on
ie.” ’

“You want a froni place in the Los
Pinos cemeterv, for sure,” said Jud.

_The Kid shrugged his shoulders.

"He said good-night to Jud Clay at the
porch of the frame house, with the stars
twinkling overhead, and lights glisten-
ing from the ryw of miner’s shacks near
the adit of the Gambusino. Just as he
stepped back. a sharp crack came, like a
bark from the shadows of the night, and
he felt the wind of a bullet on his cheek.

Bang! '

The Kid's .45 roarcd like an echo of
the rifle-shot.  From the darkness came
a piercing vell ’

“He's got hi.!” panted Jud.

The Kid was running for the direction
of the shot and the cry. From the
dhacks a dozen miners came swarming.

Twenty yards from the Kid’s porch, a
Mexican lay on the earth, and his black
eyes rolled wildly at the Kid and the
foreman. Jud stared at him and stared
.at the Kid. ’

“You're sure some hombre at shoot-
ing, Mr. Carfax,” he said, in an awed
voice. “I never even saw a shadow »

“I guess the flash of the rifle was
ernough,” saild the Iid coolly. “That
dago has got nis.”

The Mexiran shivered and lay still.
The Rio Kid stared down at him, coolly,
curiously.

“Bearch me!” he said. “I want to
know why that hombre took a pot-shot
at me at my own door, Jud.”

- *Ask the Con,” said the foreman.

It sure begins to make a galoot sus-
picious,” said the Kid, and he walked
%o his house, with a frowning brow.

rock behind him.
¢ Mow tell me, who put you on my trail 2

Starbuck gave a convulsive start. ¢

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Kid Msans Business !

HE Rio Kid lay low for some
days.

He was thinking it out.

Jas Drew had warned him, as
well as others, that accidents were
liable to happen to prospectors who re-
fused to sell out their claims when the
“Con” wanted to.buy. The Kid was
beginning to believe it.

He was not thinking of selling. On
the Rio Grand: and the Pecos, in the
old days, the punchors had been used to
say that the Kid was a bad man to
crowd. - i he had been determined
before, his determination was now like
iron. - But he could see that Jud Clay,
and, indeed, every man on his pay-roll
at the Gambusino Mine, believed that
the Con were after him, and that they
would get him.

Miners who caine back from a jambores
in Los Pinos reported that . it was
common talk at Cassidy’s place there.
The falling rock and the midnight shoot-
ing had been talked of, and Los Pinos
drew 1ts own conclusions—the same con-
clusions” that the Kid was drawing now.

But he wanted to be sure before he
acted. The respectable board of directors
of the Arizona Consolidated Gold Min-
ing Company, sitting in respectable state
at far-off Tombstone, no doubt knew
nothing of the company’s peculiar
methods. The president of the company
probably knew, and told his colleagues
iittle if anything; indeed, bis instruc-
tions to Jasper Drew, at Los Pinos, were
no doubt vague—only clear enough to

be understood. The Gambusine Mine
was to come Into the ring; metheds

were left te the Los Pinos agent, who
did not need telling what to do. The
president of the great company—a
prominent man great in Western politics
would nct wait to be told details—

You’re

asking for said the

(See Chapter 1.)

i,

Kid

would probably refuse to hear them.
Jas Drew was paid a biz salary to do
his work and hold his tongue. The Kid
was beginning tc understand.

In locating his mine in Golden Canyon
the Kid had been cornered by a gang
of thief-Apach:s from the desert, and
he had had rne of the closest calls. He
was beginning to understand now that a
mine agent in store clothes, with a boiled
shirt and a clean-shaven face, might be
as ruthless as any Apache in the Red
Desert, and more dangerous. But the
Rio Hid was a bad man fo crowd.

Every day the camp in the canyon
was growing It was going to be a
town if nothing happened to stop its
growth. The pumber of shacks had
grown to a hundred, a siore had opened,
a timber saloon was building. A two-
horse hack ran every day from Los
Pinos with passengers, news, and bag-
gage.  Every day a line of wagons
wound away down the canyon with
stacks of ore from the Gambusino Mine,
with teamsters cracking = their long
whips, heading for the stamp-mills at
Los Pinos.

Loafers and  gamblers, Chinese
washing-men, all sorts of pilgrims,
drifted in daily, along with prospectors
seeking for other lucky strikes in the
canyon. Among -that motléy crew Jud
told the Kid that there were sure spies
sent by Jas Drew to watch his move-
ments, and the Kid had no doubt of
it. One of the latest arrivals was Bud
Starbuck, 2 professional gunman, and
upon him the Kid cast a keen eye more
than once. If the Con agent had sent a
gunman to shoot him up, the Kid was
more than ready for gun-play. But if
Starbuck was “after ¥ Kid Carfax, as
all the camp suspected, he gave no sign.

That was the state of affairs when the
Kid rode out of camp one day and

Taz Porvnim.—No. 486
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g dowa
Hg had let it be known
he was riding over te Los Pines that
morning, 'md he rode away with his
Quirt Jn(.l(‘l' hiz arm, )n:umrng a tune.
Buy a mile out of the camp the Kid
disizounted and concealed his Mmustang
jin a4 clump of Ju::n'wr Then he clam-
bered to the top of a high rock, and.
keeping in eover, watcned the trail.
And 2 grim sy enrved hig Jip as he
saw, In the 141 ance, g horseman
nom_iug on, aid cgnised Bud Star-
e, -
“That galoot's
side she camp, je:

[E)

trotied

€anyon., (hat

d

suve pot business out-
1 at e sume time as

we ! arinned the Kid.
e descended from the 1ock From
the distance he heard the clatter of

hoofy, and knew rhat the gun-inan was
spurring at a gallop to overtake him.
T{«wnmg in cover of the junipers where
Lie had hi dd(‘xl Lis mustang, the Kid
waited for the pursuer to come abreast.
At this point the trail was only a few
varas wide, with irvegular recks stacked
on either side of it. The Kid had chesen
the spot with care.  Faster and faster
came the clatter of hoofs, and the gun-
man came galloping into -1"hc. He was
ulmo&.t level with the bunch of juai pu\
when the Rio Kid stepped out, with a
six-gun at a level and his eves glinting
ovoer it
“Put em up 7 called the Kid,
rarbuek stared as him \xnh stnrtled
r\y“s The six-gun covered Ligy, and he
Ynew what he had ro do, He dragged
in his horse and put his hands up over
. his head, his eyes glinting at t Eid,
The Kid stepped towar with
smitie,
“What's  this
asked S'uu‘nurl,.
thi:'s a hold-up?

B}

a8

8]

(_ax fax?
s

zame, ,
between ma teeth.

“Jest that,” agread the Kii. “You
followed me frem the comp, hoinbre.
“1 guess I never knew vou'd Jeft, 1.
was riding to los Pinos™
* You wasn't after moe —with ihe big

idea of xhoou'\p' me in the back c¢n the
trail?” grinnad the Kid.
“\0 “Y've no uoub‘r« with yon i’
“Wasn' t vou sent along to my camp
to makc trouple, you durned jobo wolf 7™
“Yowve got it wrong, My, Carfa
said the gun-man. "T nover kn
vou was on ihis trail.’
‘You figure thas Tm
take?” asked the Kid, with
’I sure allowad that

s
air of

doubt, won
after me.”

“Forget it, Mr, Cariux. noibing of
the sort,” assured Starbuck,

“I allow you may be all .1g,m skid
the Kid, and he lowered his revalver, |

*You can put down your Duws.

He stepped bhack, mth A care
The gun-mau lowered his han L
with the same movement 1crked & 01-:
gun from his helster and threw it up
to ire. .

Bang! Tt was the Kid's gun,

The Kid had heen watchi: ag, fuly ex-
pecting that move, and he fired from
the hip without lfting his gun,

There was a yeil from &:arbuck as
the bullet from the .45 crashed through
his shoulder, and his drawn gun dropped
from his hand with a claiter on the
rocks

“You was quick, hombye,™ A lvd the
Kid, * but not \;uwl\ cooug
]o bo, I krew vour game,
ing you onu. I rockon I warn ted to m"k“
you shew zour cards before T o
trigger on you.  Gen off

The gun-man

thiat

Was  swayin
saddle, his face dwr,l’-* wi blood
streauunz dewn  his almost
1

fell from the saddle.
hiz norse and ser

TEx Poru

1
e

1,

sred
~oz~ me beat ! Lct

+he gur-

1o staggered aga
The fear of deatn wa: in

ed at the Kid,

“Yeu was after me?” grinned the Kid
The gun-man nodded : 16 was uszeless
to dun\ now,

ERTIYN an vou on my trait v

“Nobody muttered  Starbucl “T
was jest arter vou because you shot up
Two gun Pet who was a pard of
mine.”

Bang !

’l'hc Kid's an roaved again, and the

Letween Starbuck’s arm

d smashed on the rocg

¢ :md nin. he guneanan gave a con-
vulsive start

Y You're azk z'r' it, '*mn*b“c Tosaid
the Kid quictiv.  “I'd shoot you like
a coyote, but 1 recken I want you 1o
talk,  The next buliet takes vour ear

off. Who piut vou on my trail?”
The eunanan panted.  Ile saw that
the Kid would be as good as his word,
“Jas Ivew,” he mustered thickly

“1 reckoned 0,7 aszented the Kid
“This is the third 1e Ja: Drew has
handed e the rough stuff, and I figure
that it's going fo be the Jast, You was
going eport to him after youw'd shot
e np

Sta rhm k nodded.

asked Wid.
b place Los Pines,”
d the gun-man. Jm Diraw
¥ T]’lf‘l“ a: nine o'elock
e not going on to Los

the Kid, ¢ You can
vou lobo woii—hut chew
you mer try to pall a gun

on me agmn it wili be the last time you
“ever touch one. I eguess I'll keep your
appointment with Mr. Drew.”

“You may as well pus a buller

through my head oz let on to Jas Drew

sure got notning to re- |

jthar T've

! fnl]s examined his guns.

given -him away,” mittered
Starbuck
<1 ogue

ain’s

T'm telling him nething—1

B2
m[kmg to him with my tongu
ot & quirt to fﬂlk to hxm with,

cekoed the Kid, 7 This galoot Drew
seents to have Tos Pinos stared griff;
but he don’t scare me worth a red cent,
YOU can béas 5, vou dwned covote!”
The gun-man atdrf‘d at him,
“You're goin' into Les Pinos
JFas Drew 7 be muttered.

to guirt

ek laughed hoarsely.
guess if you beat up Jas Drew you
won't tell r,hem aoour it at your camp

] to his mustang and Impul
lightly into the zaddle. The wounded
gur-man stared after him he rode
down the frail, ard I&ughod again. .
The Rio Kid knew that he was viding
into danger, but his handcomv face was
are-free us he rode, and he hummed the
\'1 e of a Mexican ‘auda.ngu Only when
lights of Los Pinos gleamed from
Gk ahead the Kid haited and care-
Then he ¢

on, with the roar of the never-ce
stawp-mills in his ears, into the lig

and dismounted at Cassidy
‘aud hitched his Lorse to the rail. )
dv's place was waking up for the
evening, and the saloon was crowded
when the Rio Kid strolled in—and there
was & general stare and buzz of
interest ag the cow-puncher nmiive-owneyp
apreared.  Cassidy gave him a nod of
weleome from Dehmd the bar, and spun
forivard betsle and glass.

" “mf“ for me!” drawled the Kid.

Is was a quarter to nine. The Rio Kid
lonn'wd on the bar and idlv sipped

£

-

RN AN

lemconade while he waited for the agent
of

the Arizona Consolidated to enter.
THE END.
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THE KID IN FOT WATE!

there is no rest for the Kid. There

out his bright future !

This week:

 THE HIDDEN HAND!”

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

E trouble, xno one would have

guessed from his looks.

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

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

Hardly a man in Los Pinos took s
drinks; it was seldom that Cassidy
his bar:tenders were asked to. pass any-
thing of the sort across the bar.
Indeed, it was scarcely safe for & man
to ask for soft drinks in Cassidy’s.
Such a sign of softness was liable to
draw upon him rough je z, likely
enough to be followed by rough hand-
Iing. But the Rio Kid never took any-
thing else, and the Los Pinos men knew
better than to jeer hLim.,  The boy
puncher who disdained whisky, and
sipped lemonade in the sizht of all the
town, had shot up Two-zun Peters, the
most dreaded gunman in Yos Pinos;
after which Le could drink anythine he
pleased without adverse comment. For
the id, cheery 1 he
looked, g ne

packed

Peters on
in the Red
o soft drink
eibow, he was

away before

11

turn his face
T had his quirt under his arm.
In his chaps and high-heeled boots and
clinking spurs, the Kid looked the cow-
puncher he was—and uot at all the suc-
sful mine-owner that he also was. A
d puncher from s they called hiim

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

vith a price

Grande as the Rio Kid,
Los Pinos, in

or his handsome head.

the mountains of A as a far
ery irom Texas; and t had lelt
hiz name and his fame behind him on
the other side of New Mexico.

He had vesolved fo feave trouble and
gun-play behind him, too, if le could;
but that had not been 1 bix power,
Trouble haunted the footsteps of the

Rio Kid, And, n :pitec of his carel
manner and his pl

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

] ko
L in 3LOre
A

 very
105t power-

] I
a1l nich

oshes from the offices on Main Street,
loafers and loungers of all sorts. A

motley crowd. Rube MeCoy, the town
marshal, stood looking at the faro lay-
out, which it was his duty as

mavrshal to suppress—: r that

never dreamed  of performing.
faro lay-out did not tempt the Rio Kid,

ince hs had

He swag a rich man now,
E e in Golden

struek the Gambusino D

The Rio Kid, \ :
miner, looks round to enjoy life,
i, in fact, a whole thunder-storm of trouble blotling

‘portant a man ito be left

13

now a successful golds

But

VOTHER ROARING WESTERYN YARN, FEATURING THE AMAZING
BOY OUTLAW,

THE RIOG KD,

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

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

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

of
|Y

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

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

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

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

tender. ;

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

) Trx PorULar,—XNo. 487,
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an uvnmistalable air of being monax
of aji he surveved. And the Rio K
etaehod gself from the ba
lemonade, and
to where the agent st

¢t cool and careless, but a moc
wleam in his eye, and
his arm ready to s
his hand.

< Renin’, feller!” said the Kid.

All eyos were upon him 23 onee.

gasper Drew glanced at him.

¥e cave a brief nod, without unswes-
ing the greeting. o

“1 guess DIve ridden into town fo

spoak “tow you, homb'ge,” went, on the
owner of thie Gambusino Mine.
Drew raised his eyebrows shightly.
" Business 17 -
- Rure.”
“Ceme to my ofice to-morrow, ihen,”
i Prew. I don’t do bu 5 in

re in the evening, Puncher
“T guess my businéss wen't wait.”
“1 guess it must walt.”
“That’s where you slip
loclared the Rio Kid.

up  on
“Fact is, I want
ihese galoots to hear my bLusi
with you, Jas Drew.”

There was a buzz of voices, and a
gathering round. Poker games stopped
2t tho little tables; even the déaler at
the faro lay-out paused as the players
turned from the game io stare at the
two men at the bar. It was seen ab
once that Kid Carfax was looking for
yrouble—and it almost took away the
bresilr of the Red Eye crowd. There
waere “bad ¥ men in Los Pinos, plenty
of them; but the most reckless of the
bunch pever sought for trcuble with the
agentd of the Avizona Con.  And this

all

HORSE-WHIPPED IN PUBLIC !

— grasp he was
Tee PortLaR.—No, 487.

his eyes.

“You moseyed along to the Gambu- !

sino Mine one day, and made me an
offer o buy,” said the Kid.
Ter’s still open,” sa
wed that the Arizona

" The offe

on huying me out,
wouldn ke no for amswer.
Drew.”
Drew shvuggad his shouviders.
“You was kind enough to warn me

that zaloots who refnsed to
the Con wanted to buy were
meet with aceidents.”

The nt smiled faiutly.

“Now, you were sure somes prophern,”
said the Kid agreeably
that 1 came migh
under a falling

There was a
saloon.  Dre
and gave the Kid no
the Kid’s voice went

clear in every corner of
building.

*After that a greaser took a pob-s
at me at the door of my house, and it
was sure a close call.”

No sign from Drew.

“Then this very day,’
Kid, “a gunnman
trail, and 1 had to
have done mischief.

Drew’s eyes gleamied. .

“So I figure it out thaf yvou was some
sarl  the  Kid
accidents would
did. I've come
s that Tm fode

on tho
on the
or he'd

weng
faid for 1ne
hoot him up

The next moment the Kid’s grip was upon
&he 2gent, and the heavy quirt lashed through the air. t VLas

a2sper Drew struggled and squirmed like a wildcat, but in the Kid's
powerless, -{Ses Chapfey 1.}

Lash! Lash! Lash!

irom

“of a cowpunche

| thoy gnzed on with ey

accidents—ie

Drew.”

in Les

1

d.
oot has over been able

id laughe
I guess no gal

to got the goods on the Arizous Cou,
Mr. Drew, so far as legal proofs go.

The facts are enough for me. You pus
2 man to hoave a donick on my cabe
you hired a greaser {o shoot me up in
Ny owin eamn, 3”',‘:'}'0” sonf » sunman
iy L Yowre a double-crosser,
and 4 yvellow hound! Gei

(012}

that 77

The words were barvely out of the
Kid’s mouth when there was a surging
back of the erowd out of the line of
fi “For a tenth part so mnch offence
Loz Pinoy kmew that Jas Drew would
sHCOL man  dead in  his tracks.
Astonishinent at the defisnce scomed to

&

hold the agent dwwb and still for a
second.  Then bis hand flashed into the

breast of his coat.
Thé hidden revolvar
fited almost in 1
But the Kid knew w}
him,
Iie did not-toveh o gun. Ile had not
come to the Red BEye for gui-play,  His
quirt flashed wup, and the gun went spin:

came out; and
sa1 moment.
was conmuhg to

ning from the agent’s hand even as the
trigger was pulled. The bullet crashed
mio the ceiling; the pun clanged on the

fle 2 moment the sgent stood
i . penting, glaring at the Kid,
mask.  of  calmmess  completely
his features convulsed with
The noxt moment the Kid’s grip
on. him, and the ageni was
; the grip of the punchoer
iron, and the ageus
and the heavy quirt
hand rese and foll

his
dropped,
fury.
was
struggling,
Ifrom Texas was like
crumpled up in ig,

in the Ki
with fierco lashes.
Lash, lash. lash!
Jaspor D s ULEIL
and fought like a wild-cul, hut the ficveo
rain of blows continued withont a pause.
There was a rouar in the Red Eyve. -

4 and siraggicd

i Poker Vlare; even ihe tdrinky en

the bar, wore forgoifen siow, With
aring  oyes  the Loy Pinos men
owded round, gazing spelibound at t

scone. Jas Dre the most power

1
of
crumpling and squirming in the grasp

an in fhe Los inos valley, the bo
the rown aud the district, was

shrinking and howl-
ing under a rain of blows from the cow-
puncher’s whip.

The Kid was not smiling now; his
<

sudsome face was | He
shed and lashed ner

The heavy eattle-w fairly rang on
the squivming, yelling man. Cassidy
stared across the bar like a man in a
dream.  The ‘evowd bad {allen silent;
1 vas almost bulging.
McCoy’s hand sought a gun, but he did
not draw it

It would have hecn difii-

ccult o shoot without as much risk of

hitting the agent as the Kid: and even
ihe town mavshal, ioo, dared not out-
rage Lie opinion too far. There was
iittle Iaw in Los Pinos; buf there was
Ivnch law for a man who shot down a
pilgrimy unawearcs. MceCoy looked on
grimiy. Afingled with the smazemens
in many faces was a grim satisfaction :
Jasg Drew was feared, and no man dared
to eross him, but he had more
enemics than friends in the erowd,
Thers were many who were giad (9 sce

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

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

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

The K‘id’s eyes wern

4 O uaim.
“1 guess you've got
what was. coming  to
vyou, Jas Drew,” e

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

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

“@ents, the circus is over! I want
all Los Pinos to know that that lobo-
wolf Drew sent his hired killers on my
trail, and Tve quirted him as a warn-
ing to let up on that game. Gents,
there’s the bar—and the drinks are on
we.”

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

“Taken water breathed Cassidy.
“Jas Drew’s taken watcr—aforc o kid
puncher from Texas! Waal carry me
bhome to die!” . ,

And the Rio Xid rode bomeward to

s
1y

W as Ulld()l’ }1i5 arm
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‘his camp under the stars, humming a

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

Kid’s {frame house, witli a desp

frown on his brow.

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

He glanced up at Jud and smiled.

“What’s wrong at the mine, Jud?”

Jud Clay slumped into’ a:seat.

“Trouble,”-he said briefly. .

“You looked it,” smiled the Kid.

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

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

THE K12 CLOSES HIS MINE !
notice on the wall !

NO HANDS| |
WANTEDL

- NO HANDS WANTED !

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

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

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

richer the vein.”
‘Yon sure sing
d the Kid.
“looatn’s that,” said Jud.
Lands.”
“Trouble with the mince
“Yop.?

a good tune, feller,”

The Kid looked frow {he window.

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

{
il

along the canyon, where a. few shor
weeks before all had been solitary, 2
the Kid had fought the thief-
Apaches from the Red Desert. A
“boom 7 town in the mining country
docs not take long to grow; and the
Gambusino Dboom was at its height.
Already the camp had a name, and was
on its way lo becoming a town rivalling
Los Pincs itsell. A stamp mill was in
the course of consiruction; . the Xid
aimed to do his own crushing, all the
more because he knew that Jss Drew
had the power to close the J.os Pinos
stamp nills against him if he cared.
Gold Brick was the name of the camp—
an allusion to the rich nuggets that were
constantly -taken out of the (Gambusino
Mine. Fifty men worked in the mine
fiow, and of all the half-hundred pot
one had any cause of complaini. Miners’
wages were high in the sierra; but the
Kid, growing richer day by day, paid
higher rates thanany other mine; twice
the men had demanded higher pav, and
the Kid had cornceded. 1t. Now he
wondered if the trouble mednt o :fresh
demand; which
concede. Careless good-nature was very
casily mistaken for weakn and thy
Kid did not mean to have his mine run
by anybody but himself.

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

Y

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

he did not” intend to

¢ Put up the
SHUTDOWN!

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

barre]l, was haran

was trouble brewiug,
but

the Rio IKid

ed,  Sometimes he thought that he',
ed on trouble. .
glanco  turned  hack 1o the

troubled brow of the foreman.

“Spill i, Jud!” he said cheerily,

“T guess it’s a skrike.”

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

“It’s the greaser.” :

“The greaser!” repeated the Kid. .

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

*Feller that does the choves here?”

“Yep!”

The Kid lzughed. .

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

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

“That’s a cinch. Bui - they wans
trouble; and they allow ihat they won
handle” a singlejack in the mine agin
till the greaser is fired!? °

The Kid's jaw squared.

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

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

“Jas Drew?”

“For sure.””

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

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

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

IS

The Kid nodded thoughtiuhiy.
fiig POPULAR.—Na. 487.:
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8ince he had quirted the Arizona, back in Texas Carter! Now vouw've told  Big Hank stared at hin m, quite taken
Consolidated agent at Los Pinos therejne the ge‘g ! And chew onjaback. But the sullen looks of his fol-
had been no more accidents, no more | this—if any si in Gold i lowers were clearing. The bone of con-
trailing of Kid Carfax. Open hostility | Brick, I can sure ua“dlc a gun myself, | tention was rnmow‘d the pretext for the
scemed to have ceased. But tampering { and I shall be there when the fur begins | strike was gone. Carter, with_a single
Wlfh the hands that worked at the Gam. | to ﬂs. Now git!” elance round, saw that his hold on his
busino Mine was a new move, and it was “What 7’ roared Big H: dupes was weakening,
easy enough to stir up trouble there. “Git! repeated d, with 2 “ I guess you knuv vou had to toe the

o They're coming !” said Jud, with a gleam in_ his eyes. ou surc make me|line, & (/arf ” he jeered. “I guess

dispirite { glance from the window.

“Let em come!” said the Kid.

The Gambusino men were coming
across to the house in a straggling
Crowe Big Hank-Carter, the man in

the 1e‘d shirt, led them.
Tnc Kid lounged out into the Oorch t

them.

alto, youwuns!” he called out
‘l\ as the stnkers came to a hals
LL the -porch.  Jose the Mexican,
with one scared look at the ecrowd,
bolted intc the house like a rabbit into
a burrow.

()
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,’3“

The Gambusino crowd cyed the Kid

a3 he stood in the porch, smiling and
,mpeled

it, felle said  the Xid.

the trouble now?
strode forward.

“You've got to fvle that greaser
vours, Mr. Carfax!” he said.

The Kid's eyes gleamed.

“Got to?” he repeatod.

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

“T got you!” assented the Kid.
“AWell, I ain’t sacking Jose, and you can
put that in your pipe and smoke 16.”

There was a growl from the crowd.

“Jose never beat up a man in his
life,” said the Kid. “Lu«, if youw've gon
any ev idence, Liand it out.

“I guess he never callod in any galoot
to see him doing it,” snorted Carter.
“He 5 @ greaser, anyhow, and he's
going.”

1 guess not!

“You hear

of

123

that, boys?” roared
Cacter. “He's keemnrr on that greaser
who beabts up white men after dark
There was another growl. .
“¥You mean that, Mr. Carfax?”
manded Big Hank.
““Sure !’ said the Kid coutemptuously.
“*Then not a man handles a pick in the
m mn agin!”
“I guess you're not the only crowd
of xmgle)acl\ h'mdlels in Arizona!” said
whe Kid r‘ooHy “Get out, if you choose;

I can sure get a fresh crowd from Los
Pi inos.

de-

Pinos,” said (,&L«Ox
up on you, Mr. Ca.lfzm‘."
“TLos Pinos isn't the only town in the

! <a1d the Kid. “T’ 1 get a fresh
if I have to bring ’em in cars
irom Tombstone

There was a roar at thaf.

The rough

crowd surged [peares to the porch, and
th re'ltuunw glances were cast on the
Kid,

i - .

The Kid stood without flinching. A

scornful smile played over his handb\)me
fﬂco
“Hay, you. Carter, what has Jas
Direw pdld you for stirring up trouble at
my mine?” he asked coolly.
“Is that greaser going ¥*’
L er.
Nope.
“Then no man in Gold Brick handles
& pick again in the mine, and we sure
won't let any new cm\\d handle a pick,
either!” said Carter. “You bring vour
frezhi crowd from Tombctou(‘ 1\11
fax,
’.‘Alnp
\carch

roared

and there will be shooting in th 3
You hear me shout!”
id the Kid cheeril

' brow

tived,  Vamoosa the ranch, the whole
bunch of you!”
The Kid's hands dropped on his guns

and his eyes flashed fire, More than one
hand in the rough crowd had dropped on
a weavon; bug t the flashing vlancL of the
Kid daunted then:, and 10\\1x the angry
crowd surged back, across the street to
the Gilt Edge Saloon.

The Kid went back into the house. his
thoughtful. The Rio Kid was a
man of resourve; but for the moment,
at least, he did not see how he was
going to counter this mew move the
Arizona Con,

oL

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Rid Puts His Foot Down!

j OSE !

shouted in vain.
Jose, the greaser,

in-
strious at his chores, prompt to obey

always

his master's call, did not reply.
It was time for the Kid's dinner; and

he shouted thrice. Then he went ‘o
look for the Mexican,

He did not find him.

The kitchen was vacant, the stove
cold. He looked in the Mexican's room,
and saw signs there of huwrried packing,
but no other sign of Jose. The ¥id

burst into a laugh
“ Vamoosed. I rockon.'
The Kid cooked beauns and bacon
his dinner with his own hands, as he
had often donec on the trail. Jud Clay
came in to dinner and found him thus

engaged. .

“What's the matter with your
galoot?” he asked, in surprize.

“He's beat it!” grinuned the Kid. “I

guess that mob this morning scared him
stiff ; he figured that there would Dr a
necktis party if he stayed. I recl on he's
half-way to Mexico by this time.’

Jud whistled.

“T guess if ho's
that crowd over at

“Tll put Tem
grinned the Wid.

And after dinner
across the street to the Gilt Edge
saloon, the headquarters of the strikers.
He found Bigp Hank Carter haranguing
his followers there, mounted on the
barrel outside the saloon. Carter was a
skilful hand at stirving up  labour
troubles, and the Kid casily guessed
that Jasper Drew nad hired him for
that very reason.

Dark ?Opks were turned on the Kid
as he came up. Many of the crowd were
in Drew’s pay; but the greater number
were led away bv the agitater’s rough
eloguence. Kid Carfax was g man who
backed up murdering greasers was the
burden of his song, 2 and it was a popular
topic.

e
i

e, that lets down
¥ 7 he said.
dinner,”

the Xid strolled

the Kid would submit to dicta-
tion in his own houschold Carter knew
was ver unakeh ; and for that Teason
he fancied that he had the Kid in the
hollow of his hand. The Kid nodded
and smiled in response to the black

loo ks that greeted him. -

“1 guess you-uns don’t want my
greaser in Gold Brick,” he remarked.
“I've moseyed in to tell you he’s zone,”

Yone!” repeated Clarter.

“Lit out hlm he was sent for!” smiled

the Kid. “If yowuns are tired of
trouble, you can get back to the mine.
That greaser sure will never be scen in
Gold Brick again!™

I knew you'd sack the greaser and core
over to talk turkey to s

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

““Sure!” said a dozen volces.
“We got to have this straight first,
said Cdrtu “You don’t have no more
greasers in this camp, My, Carfax. That

so. bovs?”

There was a shout of assent. -

“That goes,” said the Kid, with un-
diminished pleasantness. “No more
greasers—if you boys want me to cook
my own bacon and beans, I'll sure do
it to oblige you.’

There was a laugh at that.

“And no vicitimisation,” said Big
Hank. “ Every man thai came ouf goes
back to his job.”

The Kid paused for a second. His
hands were aching to be. on the paid
agitator, to roll himi off his rostrum,
and beat him np. But it was only for
a 18C011d that he paused.

“Frvery man!” he assented.
“Meaning me?” persisted Carter.
“Sure!”
The strike

d
IIHLD‘T

leader was at the end of
Liis resources. He was left not a single
pretext for trouble; and those in t}r
Gambusino crowd who were his dupes,
were already turning away from him.
The dozen or 50w ho like himself, were

in the pay of Jas Drew, looked to him
for guidance. There was nothing doing,
and he knew it; most of the .crowd

were already starting for the mine.
“It’s a cinch, then,” he said. “We-
ounly want fair play, Mr. Carfax.”
“I guess I know what you want,”
assented the Kid, and he turned his

back on Big Hank, and walked back
to his house

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

vibbed adit of the Gambusino Mine.

The trouble seemed to be over.

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

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

The Kid wondered what the next
move would be; and in.the meantime,
he watted patieatly. The next move
was not long in coming. From Jud
Clay, he learned that Big Hank was
giving trouble in the mine; more and

more trouble and more and more in-
solence; till breaking point came af
ast, and one morning Big Hank lefi

the mme office sprawling, with Jud

Clay’s heavy Loot behind him, and was
kicked ail ‘the way across the street
hefore the enraged foreman let up on
him. .

“I guess I had to fire him, My,
Carfax,” sald Jud. “He asked for i
a round dozen times afore I let fiy at
him.”

o guess so,” assented the Kid.

"Ihat the next move in the game.
Man howla for trouble, and when he
gets it it's V‘CUL“IS&{IOH and then the
whole bunch roar for a strike.”
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“That’s the tickef,” said Jud rue-

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

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

“What's the
asked. :

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

“That's the
said the Rio Kid.

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

The Kid laughed softiy.

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

S R

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

There was a roar of wrath.

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

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

worry now, boys?” he

1a 3t 7

tune this time

w«

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

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

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

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
QGun Talk!

g §RIGHT and early in the moining

the Rio Kid turned out. After

an early breakfast, which he ate

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

The mine office, and Judson Clay’s
dwelling, were the same building; a
timmber shack at the mouth of the
tunnel. The foreman grected the Kid
with 2 gloomy brow. Obviously, he
Lhad no expectation of seeing the hands
curn up to work that morning; neither
did he believe that the strike at tne
Gambusino Mine would be conducted
peaceably. All this was new to the
Kid, though he adapting himsolf

P
£ was

.mine office

tf) strange surroundings very vapidly.;
But Jud had besn throagh gold-miz
strikes  before—he 1}

a.med  with  revolve

attacking mine buildin ¢
unpopular mine oillclals swung up  ad
the branch of a t ; he had seen

R u
Btate troops turn machine-guns on roar-
ng mobs ot. {rencied
that he

SLeiba s, snil

knew of labour troubles in the

wild West cceurred to his mind now,
and darkened s brow with gloom.
Gold Brck w roirom the rega o

la_w«-it was fifteen miles from Tos

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

away was the neavest sheriff who could
have afforded protection, and that
sha Nkely o i ity
miles with his posse to keep order au
the CGambusino Mine. Not that the
Kid would bhave wanted 3t. He had
had too much trouble with sheriffs in
the old days, to think of calling on one
for aid.

The cards were stocked against the

i PeEiCEioy LiGS

Rio Kid.  Juas Drow, bis office in
Los Pinos, pulled the strings. In the

wild camps of ths Gila Mountains a
strike mob was Hable to turn into o

yruch mob at a moment’s notice, and
well Jud knew i, He could not under-

nd the smiling cheeriness of the Rio
Kid as_the latter walked into the mine
office.  Jud had liitle expectation of
seeing the sun set that day, unless he
turned craven and rode away for his
skin, leaving his voung boss to face the
music aione, And that the Gambusine
foreman did not think of doing.

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

“Nary a geleot.

“Then they mean

“You bet.”

The Kid stcod in the doorway of the
and locked on the sunny
street. At a distance, ouiside the Giit
Edge Saloon, a crowd was gathering.
Big Hank Carter was already on the
orator’s barrel.  Miners and loafers,
the workers and the scum of Gold
Brick, were gathering round him, listen-
ing to fierce and fiery words.

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

“They're sure gettin® thelr mad up;
feller,” he remarked. * But it's got to
come to a grip. I gave them enough
rope, and if I gave them more it would
come to the same thing. .with a durned
skunk behind the scenes pulling the
wires to make them dance. The poor
fish reckon this is a strike. They"ll|
never tumble that they're being use
to help a big corporation get hold of
this mine, Jud, old scout, if you want
to light out while the gomg’s good, 1
guess I shan’t hold It against you.”

S

business 7

The Gambusino foreman shook his
head.
“If you fire me, Mr. Carfax, Tl
quit.”
s Kid chuackled. .
ary a fire, oid hoss.  Shucks!
3

T

u
dida* I put o bail chrough

I guess
ny own
re hate to wipe
cekon 1’11 make 1t

sguare

though.
Nope” ;
“T guess wo'll pull through all right,”
said the Kid confidently. “They can

1 ain't guitting 7?7’

mosev out, and be durned to their
hides! Il get new men from Tomb:
stone, aid shut down the wmins til}
they come. And if they want to

damage the mine, Jud, I reckon they’il
have fo walk up my gun to do it.”
“Tm  with you, Mr. Carfax,” said
Jud. “And I guess Iin the only man
in Gold Brick that Here they comea!”
There was a roar from the crowd
the streel, o craching of hal
dozen guns fired in the air, and then
the strike mob came across towards the
mine office In a surging crowd.
The Rio Kid stepped out to face
them. -
“You-"uns

.
el &

coming back to work?”

he queried, smiling. “T guess Jud
Tla; g ready to sign on.”
There was a roar.
“You fired that Jud Clay?” shoutsd

Big Hank Carter.

““Nope.”

“You going to fire him?”

“Nobt by a jugfuall?

“Phen we'll have him out, and ride
him on a rail outer camp, and you arter:
him 1” roared Carter. “Rush the office,
boys!” :

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

“Go slow ! he rapped.

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

“Git!”  said  the - Kid. “You're
standing on my property, and if you
ain’t here to work you're irespassing.
(3it, before I pull trigger and let day-
light through the whole bunch of you 1

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

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

Ten minutes later there was a notice

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

«SHUT DOWN! NO HANDS
WANTED !

the

It was oil to the flames, and all day
long a wild mob paraded and roared in
the camp: and every man knew th-?,"
when night came there would be wild
work in the Golden Canyon.

THE END-.
rousing story of the Lfo

Fext week's ’
(Fem! weok “FACING THE

Kid is entitled:
MUSICI) . i \
. ) Tug PopULAR.—No. 4874



2

TEE RID KID AT BAY]

One desperate

boy against a hundred tierce

men —that’s the situation in which the Rio

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

This Week:

i “«FACING THE
. MusIC!”

THE FIRST CHAPFPTER.
The Strike at Gold Brick!

I VHIE full reund moon sailed high

E over the Gila Mountalns and the

Red Desert of Arizona.

It was fong past midnight, but
ae one slumbered in the camp of Gold
Brick. -

The naphtha lamps of the Gilt-Edge
Raloon threw up a hwid light aguinsi
the silver ghimmer of the moon.,

The =aloon  was  swarming

with

lted men—growing more and morve}

1 oas the votenl fire-waler clreu-

the Thuilding was another

swarny, gathered round an upilurned

1

upon ~which od an by oned
orator, in a red shi with a Stetson
hat on the back of his head
5 the wide, unpaved. rugged
street stood the office and buildings of
the Gambusinn Mine, cnclosed by feuce
and zate.

Within the gate was the Rie Kid,
fooking across at the fHave of the saloon
aund the surging crowd, listening o the
roar of voices, thai grew every momeoent
londer and mere “hecutenin

There was o grim expr
Kid’s face.

ITe stood in silence, watching.

No man in Geld Brick was thinki
of sleep that night—and cast of all
-ng Kid, owner of the Gambusing Miue.

There was a step Behind the Eid. and
Jud Clay, the foreman of ihe

Tare Poernak.—No. 483,

barre

niine.

ANOTHER BOARING WESTERN
THE BOY

joined him, with a Winchester under his
arm.

e looked over the gate und knited
his brows.

“T guess they won't be long now,™ he
suid.

The Kid nodded.

“ Any minufe, I reckon,” he drawled.
“You’ standing  thems  off, A,

“You bett”

“ Y lon’t veckon you'll get away
with i

The Kid shrugged his shoulders.

“Quien sabe?” he said carclessly. 1
no man puis a hoof on my ground

¥ oeress
o7 "~ N
without walking over my gun first! But

| iook here, Jud, thiz isu't your rookus.
I yow're a wize man youw'll hop over
the fence while there’s time, and go for
vour cayuse and vamoose the ranch.”
Ju ook his head without replying.
- A roar from the cvowd in the distance
come loud and threatening.
“Burn ‘em out !’
There was a movewent of ihe
" towards the mine, and the Rio Iid’
hands droppned on his guns.
' But the attack did nob come yet.
1 gue
in’,” drawled the Kid. “They'll shifs
some more tangleloos before rhey wade
| n. to got their courage up. 1 sure hope
vhat galoot Cavrer will be in the lead !

“He sure won't!” sald Jud. “He's
paid by Jus Drew, in Los Pinos, to sir
up trouble; but I guess he ain’t looking

for hot lead. You won't sec him when
the rookus begins.”
“T1 guess not 7 sighed the Kid.
Ha coutinued to watch. Big Hank
Cavter was still  eddressing  the mob
from the top of the barrel. The Kid
could have him easily enoungh
then, in the fare of light from the Gilt-
Edge, and he was tempted to put an end
i the paid ag s eloguence with a
£ Bat vould nob be the &
to puil irigger I ithe trouble
coring,
And it was coni :
Fiftv men in Gold Brick had heeun on
pay-voll at the Gambosino
ot sanid g
v Weoestern mining

i anin does
v oon peaceable lines. Bui in the

ZOt

Bk
S

1OV,

T
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s they know there’ll he shoot- |
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TALE, STARRING THE RIO IHD,
OUTLAW !

Terowd I
were not o
nore men.

All the loafers and riff-ratf
that had drifted into the new mining-
| camp had gatherved there in the hope of

loot if the mine was
share in the hootleg whisky that was
freely civenlating., = And ihere was a
| crowd of sirangers in the camp—men
from Los Pinos—sympathisers with the
stvikers, as they gave it out. But.ihn
Rio Kid knew well enough that they had
been sent into the camp hy Jas Drew,
the agent. of the Arizona Consolidated
CGold-Mining Co.. of Tombstone. = Ife
recognised some of them—DPBud Starbuck,
- the gunman, with his arm in a sling;
Two-gun Peters, with a bandaged- hand
—both of whom had scores to settle with
boy puncher who owned the Gam-
no Mine. '
guess you won't think

attacked, and to

I'm taking

Mr. Car satd  Jud Clay
. en they come, the
up. If therc’s shooting, they

[ won't be satistied with burning the mine
office. It will mean lynching.” He
raused. “Jas Drew has worked the
“\Vholq riffie, and I reckon it’s not too
late for you o get him to call it off.
The Arizona Cen sure 'mean to get hold
of this mine, and they've planted this
an you because you wen'i sell. I guess
if you got word te Drew even now he
would call off those bulldozers and make
it a irade,”’ :
*Forget
: &

feller 7 said the Xid
X not seiling the mine to
rizona Conszolidated, or any other
of gold-sque And I guess
¢ woaldn't come to {erms, either—

it,

in the Red-Eve over there. He's sursé
zot it in for me now. nersonal, as well
as for his companv. Forget ip!”

The foreman was silent.

“Look at :ihat crew,” -went on the
e . R
i Fifty men are on strike here,
avd there’s a bundred and fifty in that
caboodle. Loafers and gunmen, most of
them—and they're paid for their trouble,
Romebody’s paving for the bootleg stuff
flowing like water yonder. -

. thig roo is costing the Arizona
Con a heap of dollars. They figure on
autting it back out of nuy 2

b oo
oan

benanza.’?
!

since I quirted him before all Los Pincs
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The Kid's eves gicamed. “Why, feller, ma 3 pesky unyofes T e
if they beat us to i, and therc’s no suxd S U dou'ry sure  weleo I
other wav of stal hem off, I guess|iry.
I'H blow up the v haldf thie cup SHeld on ! exclalwed Bi
with xt e -everal of hix foliaw 2

e le f‘;e agitator oid nut wany

1 mean that, @ o} quie i W n:*c uc Vas in L
ST we go oup, up, “1“‘1 .
every stick of dy oob on |t ‘ot
hand. I guess I've zached the d»nam'm 1 v all,
in the nel ready—encugh to Llow | vor've gng to fi ;
‘Seld Brick halZway acress the desert Lt 4L out ! vuapp}r[ “the Wid
1o Mexico. That's thie programme, ! sure Jaow that O game 15
Tud and 1f vou wans to pull out before | worked by Jas Drew ficin Los

I reckon you'll show

lue band plah,.

e
way,

von ail ihe

There was a stirving in the erowd
again. ~ The wmen inside the salooh
voured out., joining the crowd who sur-
tounded the red-shirted orator on tae
parrel.  Piots v shaken ot the gate
where the Rio Kid }' Jud, and
five or zix revoly iuto txm
aie, There vas a
movement, and Jod
ciiester,  Bof pven yef he
attack, The m v phe
wide street towards the mine; b Big

Hank Carier led the way. with a hand-
Levrchiaf tied to a barrelstave by way
of a flag of truce. And the pob halted
aid w’mml within ‘2 dozen feer of e
o wh*lra their tecder waved the flag.
ax " he rosved.
answered the Kid

Rio

Show wvourself, if you ain’t afraid I
shouted Divk R‘um.

The Kid stood on a bench inside the
gate and looked wver the top, with a
cool, eonternpincus fuce

"l' guess I'm to home. felle Lie

wHiawled. “ 11 tell a man vou're keep-
1 me awake late with your durned
jamboree!  Anvehin wantedi”
And the roar died away to a murmur
as the mob staved at the cool,

handsome
face that looked scormfuliy and fear-
lessly aver the gate.
———
l More than o hundred exciled

' men faced him, all of them
avraed. Al any momeni some

Big Hank, cacching the gleaming eye

of the Kid fixed ou i, made a gesture
with his white dag.

(=5

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
—exeited man might have loosed off

The Attack on the Mine !
HE Rio Kid waited.

bullet, but the Kid seemad a3 uncon-

scious of danger az of fear,

“This byer is a flag of iruce, Mr.
Carfax,” he hastencd o say,
*“If you want to chew the rag, Carter,

‘vou cun sure get om with it said the
Kid. *What's the news?”

“%he men who are on_ stvike at this
muw have elected me leader—-7"

“And that gang of puniuen from Los

Pinos?” jeered the Kid., “What's their
trouble 77
“Dve come to talk turkey to vou, Mr.

Carfax. The boys here will mive vou »
chance to cowg fo terms.”
“Let ’ern wailt till T ask fop it,”

sug-
gested the  Kid. “My terms are the
same as helore—1ths men cen
Torrow, if they like, But not you,
Ilank, or that other

big
durned Tfire- burr

foper. You can go back to Jas Drew in
T.05 Pinos, and teldl him you're fired
{rom here
“Then ¥ aln’t coming fo terms?”
ropred: Car i
“Burn bhim out!” yelled a dozen
voiges,

The XKid Jmmhcu.
EThere'l]l behorne shooting bufoie you

burn out, 3

and L mi ight fire Jud a dozer tim

di¢ nel wnsweur thal

Bw" Hunk

“ Next,” he weni on, Fevery man oo,
back Lo his job. This heve crowd don't!
stantd fo" victimisaring,” ‘

The Kid's lip curled,

CForgut it,”
“It vou re
“Pake it
i
is going {o do H

“rihen

L going o \dn\, po the paive,
-
and vide inuat Jud outer camp on a
Lil"

when vou ytard, old hoss,

" said Cartor.

“Aud iE tho;’c’s shocting.

Syl siring up on oa iree any galoot
that burns powder
“You want to rope u thab galoot
soid the Kid  “D'm sure wailing
for you to quit chewing the rag anc
come down to cases,”
STt Iynehing if yeu shoot!” shouled
i Ropm‘ ) :

“0h, suucks I jeered the Wid

There waz g vear.

“Have him outi”

“1 guess Tve Ustaved to yodr chins
swar,” said the Kid. © Now, you listen

to me. I give you one minute 10 get
back across the street.  Afwr that 1
begin to burn powder. Now, pronto:”

And the Kid lifted Liz guns,
There was a swaying iu (he crowd a3

the two Colts looked over the gate, the |
Tid's gleaming eyes bekind then.

Guns wern grasped on all side

“Drop vour flag of truee, and come
on, Dty Hank v Wid,
S Vou'va grawing the Ax oy

for stiring up tids rookus. Lome on
and enrn it, vou durned yvellow coyote I
Bang!
Two-gun Peters lilted a gun 1o five at
the handsome Mc the
noihing escaped the g keen eye.

gaio.

He

fired Before the gunman conld get oo
bead, and Two.gun Puters went down
with a crash, hiz rovolver expioding as

he fell, and wounding a man beside him.

The Kid stepppd down,

He was only in tiree, for a roar of
firing broke out, and builets erashed on
th(\ onte and whizzed over it,

¢ Peters has got his ! exclaimed Big
Hank. mamw do“ a ot tha gunman from
Los Pino rned fire-bug
fmvn X \‘ﬁe oters ) Lineh

[EE)

has

Lynv‘q bhim: !
There was a w
R )

the gate. The w

tous cush
sashed to tha

‘B""e hitm outl”

can't hdld e ga

o0 ¢ ﬂ}u-nn t
attack  in nambers,
aried A.mu were clam:.
withoui wailiug for the

an

to fall,

b Kid and
into the mins offies
to tha .uonri of rm

iy "nr“:.;

Ling ¢
adic af
cank at

L(O

thy
AL (AOX\Z\;\L

‘That tun
Kid and o

t"l‘

comrade if the me el the ol
buildi Already, deop in the tunmnel.
iv\o Kid had stacked h'\d and watber, and
v of dynamite that was uzed
X < um the ]()(‘l«.\ Tie was vee prped
for a fghi te tho deatl, if i calis to
vhat; but he weas @ g b epared for sur-

seder, hj.r(\‘ womight | wipen.

The gace foll cras lllLE‘,, wnd the ol
ed dntoe the enclocure. T Mon were
] inside (e force on all sides.

A5 ot € the fore
; a\om. and Lo was
wack {rom the storm
From the shuttered
mine office, the Kid

('uter w
1, N

;s :
Of iill:‘

wingdows

warched the evowd, gun in hand, Rut

be hesirated to shoot, )
’Ih(' vard swarmed with strikers; buf,
wdly  excited and vengelul s they
fie l\nc v abere merely  tools

enanies,
of fary for

W m'!\ud up

which taey l\nm. nuthmg
: ided o net the tarsols
Kid desived for" the walnnt-butted s
unppm‘. in il m).n Buy as Dirk
cane onwiliiugly suio ihe tine of

on by @ rush of the miners,
the Kid polled trigges, and lxopm* went
spinning over v bullet through s
i«”\\r

“Have (hem oul ! came a wild

The mine-office was surrounded
blows shook doors and windows.
fime of hesitation was past. The Gam-
Lusino miners were wmixed snd mingled
\'Lm the huerl gunmen from Los inos,
and life and death were in the balance,
Once that wild mob 1 hdnu) on the
Rie Kid, Ivneh law would do the rest,
And the Iid, reiuctanily, but coolly,
and wish xﬂ_y adtn, munpnd bullels
i'loux Lis six-guns jnfo the 1uob thak

oaved and s ‘mu mnmt ﬂ)p log Build-
ul 3%, aid Wik ‘)x-l\ and
heavy falls followed.

Iunm one  window Jud
pumping bil“(h from his Wi er;
from another, the Kid's six-gung roaved,
and the Lot lead poured t‘rax‘«jh the
mob,  Bulwers smashed and crashed on
the walls; bui the thick logs stopped
then. .

The beating on the door of {he mine
ca (PJA(\(Y thera v a backward
sivge of the raob. The fize wus too hot
for Tnz‘m‘ and they swayed and backed,

OO

sbevighs

i

and at lasy broko s and dashed fov eover,
izaving a dozen mel gprawiing ou Lhe

gronnd,
+HE THIRD CHAPTER.
i tha Tuanei !
Y3 TRN him ont{?
! “Pive the office )
“ Leneh him 7 .
The astack had stopped for
o moment; but bluod was at bhoilwag-
The envaged ob, more
had no tuouﬂht of

point now.

CLvned hiv ! enraged than ever,
“PBreak in the el reireat. They crouched in cover behind
Crash, crash, crash! fences and w agons and c\enuumd thay
Miners' pleks and axos caoy on ihe | could sereen dhern fromy i ilets, at l_):‘
pme\xood gate, same fime keeping up a heavy fire oo
ihe {rouble's iing, old | the roine- office,  Over the it sevin: tu‘\-ﬁ
paid, d the Rio il as he ' moon sailed bright as sitver, inoa dark
“”LU\(‘Q acr the mine office. ©We Ellue shy feerz w Sith light (‘oud
Get in heee” h e Tort.en ~No. 138



4

Trom a little distance a fare of danc

ing Hame tose wildly in the air. ’J:hv,,)

id's frame house had been set on firc
and twas burning like a torch, And the
mob were yelling to one another to fire
the mine-ofiice. The scene was now a
carnival of hatred and fury. . .
«J guess they’ll beat us to 1, Jud,
drawled the Kid. “They've got gaso-
line yonder.”
“It’s us lor
foremart.
© “Sare i
“Your shebang has sure gone up, Mr,
Carfax,” said Jud, staring through a
chink in a shutter at the blaze of the
ing frame house. i
bu“rictbit go up,” said the Kid indiffer-

the tunnel ! nuttered the

ently. “I guess I'll get another ?heb&ng
cun up in short order, if swe pull out of

this. They sure won't be long in firing
these logs, Jud.” ]

There was 8 swishing in the air.
From tho cover of a stack of overturned
mine-wagons, & bunch of strikers were
pumping petrol, and the inflammable
Hnid dropped in a shower over the log
Building at the mouth of the tunnel,

Tt sounded almost like rain on the
voof to the XKid and Jud as they

listened. »
“3When  they get o maich to that,
thero will sure be some blaze,” grinned

the Kid. . L
A torch, soaked in petvol and lighted,
cared through' the air, describing an

arc of flame. . Lo
T+ landed fairly on the rooi of the

mine office.
There was

tng

a wild rush of flame, soar-
- like a pillar of fire.

Fierce crackling came from the logs
and planks; flame and sparks and smoke
tiled the air, L

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

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

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

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

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

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

The Kid’s eyes closed, and in a few
minutes he was sleeping peacefully, At
the mouth of the tunnel the mine build-
ing, fence, and gates were going up
in smoke and flame; ard through the
roar of tho fire came the intermittent
erackling of revolvers. The din was
deafening ; but it did not disturb the
frhg Khld But there was no sleep for
Jud; his nerves were x
stoel like the Kids, oo OF fompered
e waited * and . watched

TaE PoruLiR.—No:- 488,

in  the

! cautions against that.
and !

.would be.

o the lamp, the rifle across his

knees.
No attack came on the tunnel.
The blaze of the fire at the mouth of

the tunnel kept the enemy off. Until
it died down they could not follow on;
and it was nob likely to die down until
every stick of timber was consumed to
ashes.

The Jast hours of the wild night wore
aWay.

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

By that time many of the crowd had
withdrawn. some tired out with the wild
excitement of the night, others over-
COMNE Ly bhe T aGoch T lgior suad Lad
heen liberally served out at the Gilt-
Edge.

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

He grinned chee at Jud.

“You ain’t slept 77?

“Nops.”
“I gu you'd better snooze a spell
while I keep an eye open for those
rubes. You'll want it.”
Jud nodded, and lay down on his
blankets.

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

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

The Kid watched coolly.

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

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

unlikely to sit down before the tunnel
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By Charles Wentworth.

This corking long complete yarn
deals with the amazing adventures of
the Blue Crusaders on a close-seasen
tour in Africa. They've fallen into
the hands of a mysterious race of
blacks who live in a marvellous
ruined city right in the heart of the
jungle. Read how they are hemmed
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include vivid real-life serials of sport
and adventure, a page of side-splitting
cartoons, readers’ jok and . special
topical sports paragraphs.

On Sale Every Wednesday—Price 2d.

THE LEADING BOQYS STORY PAPER..

to besiege him for days—or for weeks.
The strikers, the Kid sagely opined,
would throw the game ups but it was
quite otherwise with the gang of gun-
men who were backing them up. The
men who were in the pay of the
Arizona Consolidated were there to
“get ” the Kid, and they were sure not
to let up. But the Kid, as he ate a
cheery breakfast. of cold flapjacks,
red down by cool water, wondered
n and how they would come dowpo
business.

It was close on noon before he knew.

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

“Hay, My, Carfax!” |

“Hallo!” chirruped the Kid.

“You don’t want to burn powder—itls
Meluy speaking—iowii mMarsial ol Los
Pinos.”

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

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

The Xid
barricade.

“¥You can come ©
come alone.”

“Bure ¥’

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

eyed him across  the

n, AMr. McCoy—bhut

e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Goods on the Kid!
¥ UBE McCOY halted, blinking. in
the dim twilight of the tunnel.
¥ The Rio Kid sat on one of the

: ore trucks, and gave him a nod
and a smile. Jud Clay rose from his
blankets and picked up his Winchester.
The Kid was not touching "a weapon;
but his eye was alertly on MecCoy, and
his- hand was within easy reach of a
zun.

“ Morning, marshalt!” he said cheerily.
“I guess you heard in Los Pinos that
there was a rookus going on here at
Gold Briek?” B

“1 sure did,”. assented the marshal,
eyeing the Kid keenly and curiously.
‘A good many galoots came loping into -
town for the doe.”

The Kid launghed.

“Yep; guess some of them must
have wanted the doe,” he agreed.
“And you came over - abt once to restore
order, marshal, and to put down that
gang of gunmen who are running my -
camp.” :

The Kid smiled as he spoke. He was
well aware~-as all Los Pinos was aware
—that the town marshal was in the pay
of the Arizona Consclidated, and per-
formed his duties—or left them unper-
formed—at the behest of Jag Drew.

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

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

“There’s sure been some rookus here,”
went on McCoy. “A hull crowd ofw
galoots have stopped lead.”

“Sure,” said the Kid. “I guess you
know there was a strike here, and the
whole caboodle attacked the mine.”

“That 1isn’t how TI've heard the :
story,” said McCoy. “The men out :
there tell me that your side started the”
shooting.” s

“But you know better ?” suggested -
the Kid, still smiling. R

“Not a heap,” answered McCoy. *
“According to what I hear, @ man
named Peters got his, first pop, and it
was you drepped him.” s

“¥e was pulling on me, marshal

S The other galoots didn’i ~sée' Him
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pull,” said the marshal. “But
if .you're givivg me the
straight goods, you've sure
zot plenty of witnesses. There
was & hundred galoots on the
spot, br more.”

The Kid’'s eves danced with
amusement.

“1 guess they won't feel

& witnessing in my favour,
narval, as they and Peters
were all in the gang attack-
ing the mine.”

“That’s your say-s0.” said
McCoy. “It ain’t for me to
judge; I guess I'm here to
vestore order. I want you to
come to Los Pinos with me,
Mre. Carfax.”

“You do?”

r:&fep‘n

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

3 SU!‘Q.”

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

“Rely on me, Mr. Carfax,
o seg that you come to no
hapm.”

“I guess I'd rather rely on
my guns,” smiled the Kid.
“You mightn't be able to
: off » Iynch crowd
wou sure mightn
if you wanted to,

iins.

“I guess you savvy, Mr.
Carfax, that 1 represent the
faw here 2” he snapped.

“1 sure opined that you
represented the Arizona Con,”

ieered the Kid. *“1I sure
reckoned you was sent here by
Jas Drew to get me where he
wants me !

Rube McCoy flushed crim-
son.

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

The Kid chuckled.

“I sure do admire Jas Drew,” he
said, “He’s some hombre when it
comes to laying out a gun-game. If I
hadn’t burned powder last night I'd
have been lynched by that crowd, and
the Arizona Con would have snooped up
&1nis mine while I was ornamenting the
branch of a tree. And if I burned
powder I was to be charged with shoot-
ing down @ galoot and hanged, accord-
ing to law. I guess all the law there
is in Los Pinos is in Jas Drew's pocket,
marshal. I allow he's laid it out well.
Why, you durned pesky covote, do you
figure that I don’t know you’re hand-
in-gloye with Jas Drew, and that you've
come over to hook me out of the mine
Lecause your rough-necks slipped up on
it fagt night?”

McCoy's eyes glittered.

Bang !

“That’s enough, Kid Carfax! You're
my prisoner.”
133 L1 “

“Yguess not !
“Watch out [ said the marshal of Los

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

Bang !

tors through tha rushing crowd. (See Chapler 5.)

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

The Iid snapped his fingers in the
marshal’s face.

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

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

“T guess Ive answered you,” said the
Kid contemptucusly., “What sort of a
sucker do you take me for? If 1 walk
out of this mine with you, and without
my guns I guess I shall have about ten
seconds before I go up a branch. Aud
youwll tell Los Pinos that you were
rushed by a mob and couldn't save me.
Forget it, feller!”

The marshal gritted his teeth.

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

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Kid.

That Kid Carfax had been an outlaw
on the Rio Grande, in far-off Texas, was
unknown to any man in Arizona. The
marshal stared 2t him  puezsled and

angered by his amusement.

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

Jud shook his head.

“That’s good advice, Jud,” sald the
Kid soberly. “They've got the goods
o me, old-titner—they sure have!”

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

“T guess I ain’t selling.”

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

“T'm wise to that, Jud.” )

“Tt ain’t good enough, sir,” said thﬁ
foreman earnestly. “An outlaw can’t
own a mine and work it—yon anW t(h_‘at- .
The mine goes derelict, and the t“}):
will get a grip on it. [That's been fn
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along, Take what ,you can
tep out, Mr. Carfax.”
T not selling the mine,

But the: y're going to make me an
sure, for Stic 12 to my own
; and I don’t w ant vou to be
in the szoup \ntn me. You walk out
pronto. luey ve nothing against you
if vou don't back me up, and you can’t
help me fur ther.”
fud did not answer,
“Phai’s sure good talk, Jud ClaV’
said-the mcucnal ST see you safe to
vour horse if you step out.”
You're fired, Jud!” gv‘mnecn the Kid,
“The way things are shaping, I suve
Jon’t want . o foreman any longer.
Youwre fired, feller! Now step out

Ju ?.
outlaw,
propert

Jud Clay lmd domn the ‘Winch
T b - N A TN ~
iaa stand ¥ _,v‘L oC the s,
shal or no mmshal, if you say the wor d
M. Carfax,” he said.
The Kid shook his head.
“W}}at" the uge, feller? I tell you

xﬁd re fired!”

““That goes, then!”

Jud climbed over the barricade of
ore tz’u-"ks. He shook bands with the
Kid and walked away with the marshal
of Los Pinos to _the mouth of the innnel
and dizappeared with him.

The Rio Kid was left alone.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
ne Kid Faces the H

Wusic I

FEV\ID Kid stoed very still, his eyes
E on the patch of daylizht o} the
mouth of the fuunel
He was glad that Jud had

gone.
In the abyss that had opened hefore
him the XKid did not want fio

another man down.

e § 0 iy, € B e ¥ R © B T 45T § M 3 i R € T €6, € $ T & 2 ¥ 5T € 2 € 5 £ $ s € 5T €35

There

Was o

o warned him
that the ted would be
too strong for hl.L. tha\: if he defied tpm
powerful company they would get th
goods on him.

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

In other d the Rio Kid had been
driven into outlawry in his own country
by unjust saspicion, Injustice piled on
injustice. He had ridden a long trail
from Tex throwing the past behind
hinx determined that in a new country
e wou]d lead a new life. But fortune
md given hun another fall. By no fault
of his own he was to he made an
outlaw in Arizona. His mind was
quite clear on thab point. They had
gob the goods m. If he abided by
ﬂ)e law, a3 TQp;csont(‘d by Rube McCoy,
he w ouid be 1 lynched as soon as he set his
ro i outstde the Gambusino Mine. If
he defied the law, as represented by
Rube MeCoy, he was an outlaw, his
hand agoinst every man’s and every
man’s hend againss him. The Avizona
Con had been too sirong for him. He
had been warned, and he had scotfed at
he warnings—though had he heeded
them the cme would have been the
same. ad set out to fight a power-
ful and sulous company, and they
had beate n to a frazzle. The quirt
had lashed Jas Drew, the agent of the
company, as a W g to step clear;
(mfi the =ult W he agent almed

“1‘ I i d was
r"he town marshal
In his ofm’p ab Ios

the \LILOD Con

f—

on

of

ling the R]Q wid leanl*
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THE MERRY

This is Archie
Glenthorne
doesn’t he look
nut 7

<

next week’s issue

chaps they are.

in riext week’'s

ST. FRARK'S |

Do you know Nipper & Co., of Si. Frank's ?
famous detective who has become a master at this
Do you know Edward Oswald -Handforth,
Remove ? And Sir Montie Tregellis-West—and his noble chums ? They are
NEW CHUMS to the * Popular,” and they will be making their bow in
Many of you may have vead of their adventdres in
cur Companion Paper, the *“ Nelson Lee,” and will know what ripping
Those of you who do not knew them will be intro-
-duced in a SPLENDID SERIES OF STORIES DEALING WITH THE
EARLY ADVENTURES OF THE BOYS OF ST. FRANK'S starting

story is entitled :

“How Reggie Pitt Came
to St. Frask’s!”

By Edwy Searles Brooks.

-
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next

And Nelson Lee the
well-known schoel 7
the prize chump of the
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issue.

What \/IcCoy had threatened, he could

and would make good. The gang of
gunmen and the crowd of disgrumtled
miners would be sworn in as special

constables to assist the marshal in secur-
ing 2 faw-breaker. In any law-court the
’ld would have had no fear of the
cesuls; and for that very reason he
N oulu be lynched ous of I\and Los
Pinos would talk and whisper of one

more gold-finder who had bucked
against ~ the Arizona Con, and had
h H

been broken by them. Outside ~the

Los Pinos country nothing would be
known, unless it was a tale told by his
enemies, igu ing him as a reckless gun-
man, who had been Iynched for his wild

deeds. They l‘ad got the goods on him,
an% r‘he Kid knew it. He had set out
o

LOONELU G POWOP Lhab Was (00 surdilg Loi

hime, and he had beea beaten to it.
Harder and grimmer grew his face.
e was beaten to it—but they had not
got the mine yct. They never should
get the mine!  He had sent his last
friend away, to save him. Ie wanted to

be alone : at the finish, to face hls wild
fats singly. They had uc&tuu him to
it; but the Rio Kid was a bad man
to crowd.

Sl\ty minutes passed, and promptly,
\\rheu mc hour of grace was up, a hgure
ed In the mouth of the mine,
ng a white flag. It was the marshal
of Los Pinos.

Rube McCoy did not advance into the
tunnel.  He shouted to the Kid from
stond, and his voice rever-
orated like thunder Lmouu 1 tne hollows
of the mine.

he

“Carfax !’

“Fiallo !

“Your last chance!” shouted the
marshal. ““A safe escort to Los Pinos

if wou step out—without your guns.”

R t it jeered tho K'd “\,

“Then yow’ll bc taken by ferce.’

“1 g Tl be to ]omo »\hen it's
done.” replied the XKid. “I give you
one second to qop out, marshall?”

. Cne second was enough  for the
marshal of Tos He vanished

m sight with a bound
“Now for the rookusi
Kid.

He stood behind the barrier, a six-
gun in either hand, a gleam in his eyes.
\um‘re followed minute; the Kid
waiched and walted. Then there came
o sudden rush, and the mouth of the
funpel was black against the sunlight
with a crowd of gunmen and rough-
necks.  There was a roar of firing as
thev rushed into the tunnel.

Bang, bang, hang!

he Kid’s guns rang, and the bullets

tore through the rushing crowd. Men
reeled to right and left. The Kid was
in cover, and the assailants, with the
daylight behind them, were an easy prey
to the guns -that never missed. For two
or three wild minutes the tunnel was
pandemonium, hcoming with wild eries
and Lhe cracking of firearms, thick with
smoke from the guns. But the wild rush
did not reach the barricade behing
which the Rio Kid stood pumiping eut
bullets. It failed and broke, and the
assailants fled frantically for the open,
velling and panting. Behind them
sounded the roar of the Rio Kid’s six-
guns till the tunnel was clear. And at
the mouth of the tunmnel, still and silent,
lay Rube MecCoy, town marshal of Los
Pinos, shot through the heart.

murmured the

THE END.

(Wil thé Rio Kid save lziS’mz'ne, or -
will he lose it to the enemy? See next
wee roaring iale of this amazing Boy

tQutiaw.)




of his enemies—much rather woul

decision comes, the Kid keeps

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
At Bay !

AT the game was up, that
g remainder of hiz young life
might be counted in hours, if
noet in  minutes, would have
seemed a sure thing to anyone but the
Rioc Kid. And even the Kid doubted,
though without the slightest slad\emlm
of his nerve, or diminution of his
courage. The Kid had alwawvs held life
lightly, in the.old days, on the llanos
of Texas, and now in the gold moun-

i the

tains of Avizona. 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 watched 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 hod attempted to
rush the tunnel, and had broken and
fled before the Kid's barking six-guns.
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 beonanza; he had fcound it, ke had
fought almost to the death with the
apaches of the desert in  iinding it
and he had no thought of qurlcndounjr
it. He was grimly determined not even
to save nis lfe by escaping and
leaving the mine to his foes.

From where he watched
barricade of stacked ore-wagons across
the tunnel, the Kid could see the open-
ing of the adit far in front of him, with
a glare of sunshine there, contlmung
with the shadow of the deep tunnel
where he was camped. }*l»ory stick of
timber had been burned away; the
mine buildings lay in ashes; the tunnel
was eopen to the hot wind from ihe
Red De%lf Oceasionally a  bullet
whizzed in from some resﬂess rifleinan,
and ricochetted along the walls, and
dropped, spent, among the ore that had
been dug out when the mine had
last been working., But &
bu_lIe had lttle chancs of hnd

id.  Eo did ngh w
powder on nvmom firing;
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“THE RIO KID’S
TRUMP CARD!”

were silent tiil 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 tighter corner than he }
was in now, 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.

“\\’111 you respect a flag of m ue

“Bure, h | you don’t try to put any-
thing over.’ .

A slim, “ell-dressed man in 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
\Iiuinw Company of Tombstone; the
man who had pulled the string behind
the scenes, and brought about ihe dis-
aster that bad 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 it,

and the drronb of the Arizona Con
walked up the avenue towards him,
holding the white flag, unharmed.
And the Kid admired his nperve a
little, too; only the Kid's word stood
between Jas Drew and sudden death,
and he trusted ¥ life to the Kid's
word.

#¥aly right there!” sald the Kid,
when the agent was within a dozen feet
of the barrier. "1 guess that's near
enough for chewing the rag.”

The agent sbo 1.

In the dir of the mine

red ab the Kid,
solly

tunrel hc sta

tu wagons. D face
Lool and (.anm; scoundrel as he
3, he had a nerve of iron.

THE RIO KID, BOY
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drawled the Kid.
tell me that you're lefting

you;

an offer
thousand dollars

“Nope !”
guess I can hold this tunnel against all

of

] of Los Pinos.
rope when youw're corralied.”
“When!” agreed the Kid.
“You're
claimed an
If you get out of this

a price on
hunting you.”
a cinch,” agr

“Jas Drew;
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\IN A TY:.V Rio Kid vowed he w
i fet hic crnld minea fall ints
PR SR ) c\‘-. AT 'I&\ 4 IR
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“I guess any
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OUTLAW !

feller?”
e you come to
up on this

come io talk

galcot in Los
you

A few weeks ago I made you

from my com

1
said Dr

a

vou'll beat off

grinned the

pany of ffty

for the mine.”
“T kind of remember,” said the Kid.
“That offer’s still open.”

' “Gee
“I mean it,”

cornered here, Kid Carfax.

“You're
You don’t
hundred gun-

ew.

Kid. “But I

wsmen in Arizona.”

“Tor how long?” asked Drew.
wise to it that you stacked up food and
water here
'shcy won’t last for ever.”

“You've said it.”

“You've put yomself on the wrong
continued Drew,
“You've shot up Rube McCoy, town
That means the

ready for th

the law,”

an  outlaw
outlaw thr

ever work the mi

s
¢ played a dirty

but I allow
by well.”

The agent smiled.
“I reckon I offered you good telms

start,” he said.
and you shot at
your trail. You
got. .

e Kid coolly.

eyes

the mar lxa were

“I'm

e rookus. Bugt

already—pro-
ough all the
you
ne avaln—with

your head and the sheriff

eed the Kid.
game on me,
yowve played

‘You refused
the gunmen I
asked for what

“ And I quirted you, Mr. Drew,

“1 sure tnrashed
vou like a dog in the Red-Eye at Los
with half the town
glowed for
He had not fomotteu the lashing of the

looking on.”
a montent,

still deep on

that we'd™—..
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“That was a mistake, Kid Carfax,”
he said coldly. N

“1 guess so. 1 sure ought to have
put a bulles 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.

“Yop; 1 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—
a0d foveed e Oglbialg—a0d sead nube
McCoy to chip in. And if he’d brought
you in a prisoner youw'd have been
strung up out of hand; and if you shot
him up, as you did, you'd be on the
wrong side of the law—an outlaw., I
guess you know all that.”

“I guess so,” assented the Kid., *I
ain’t denying that yow've played your
cards like a durned clever card-sharp.
But what's it coming t0? Vou 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 wmarshal
of Los Pinos. Bul 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.”

~-“A durned sight better!” smiled the
Kid. .

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

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

“You're not selling—now?”

““Sure not.” R

The agent stared at him blankly.

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

“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

rew.

“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 so sure of getting the
mine, Mr. Drew, you wouldn’t be here
talking turkey to me this minute. I
reckonr yow're wise to it that I've
stecked up the dynamite in the tunnel,
ready to touch off when ¥ durned choose.
And T reckon vou know that before I
give up my bonanza to the Arizona Con
I’ll blow it up into chips, and half the
canyon along with it.” The Kid's eyes
glinted.  “That’s ot the programme,
Jas Drew—if I go up, the mine goes
up. Theré’s enough dynamite stacked
here to blow the mine half-way to
Mexico. PDve got the fuse laid all
ready, and I’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.

“Youwve sure played your cards well,
My, Drew,” he sald banteringly.
“You've got the goods on me, and
turned me into  an  cutlaw  1n
Arizona.  Youw've sure loss me my
bonanza. But you ain’t roped it in for
your company. I guess you thought you
was dealing with a kid puncher from
Texas, and could put it across him easy.
You've slipped up on if, feller.”

Drew’s face was white with rage now.

“If you blow up the mine, you go up
with it ! he snarled.

“T'm suve wise to that ” naddad 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 mnch of Gold Brick
Camp left afterwards.”

“Yowre mad!”  mutiered Drew.
“T'm offering you life and freedom and
a sack of dollars———:~>

“Keep ’em till I 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. Ii's going up in smoke,
Mr. Drew, and I guess if T get clear of
this T'll make the Arizons Con pay for
the damage.” :

He made o motion

“You can hit it lively, Jas Drew!
T’'m sure tired of you! Get out of the
funnel 1

“¥ tell you——" began Drew.

CGit!”

The Kid’s gun tame 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 tununel.

The Kid's mocking laugh followed
him.

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

S A Y
with his gun.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,

Rainy Face Talks Business !
AINY FACHE, the Apache, stalked
R in his tattered 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
thicf-Apache would have ventured to
raise a war-whoop in the canyon now.
The camp had grown up there, and
hundreds of white men swarmed in the
camp, and every man packed a gun. If
Rainy Tace felt hostility towards the
palefaces whe had torn yet one more
strip of terrijory from the Redskins, he
gave no sign of it, The fierce chief of

she desert was left behind when Rainy
Face entered 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 streefs,
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 deiuded 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 ran by
the gang of gunmen in the pay of Jas
Drew, and Bud Starbuck, one of Drew’s

wioehdb i d
gt hon

2 meon, hod beésn appoinbed
town marshal of Clold Brick. Many of
the strikers had gone, and those that
remained would gladly enopgh have
resumed their work at the (fambusino
Mine had it been possible.  DBut the
Gambusino Mine was now the fortress
of the Rio Xid, 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
stovekeepers, 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 end of
Gold Brick as a settlement. Deserted
cabins would be left to mark the spot
where thie camp had once 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 wag the man to
do it. .

Rainy ¥ace, stalking silently in his
tattered blan'et, heard the excited talk
of the groups in the street, giving no
sign. He saw the gun-men who watched
the mine—havd-faced men, in cover,
gun in hand, in a semi-circle facing the
mouth of the tunnel. It 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 arrest after shooting up the
mazrshal of Los Pinos, and he was o 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
afterncon when he stalked into the Gold
Brick Hotel—a lumber building—where
Jas Drew had his hesdquarterss And in

TeE PoPULAR.—No. 488,



10

THE LEADING BOYS’

STORY PAPER.

R

The

the bar lLie asked to sce wie chief.

bartender, when he understood ab last
that the - pache was referring to the
agent of the Arizona Consolidated,
arinned. B

“1 guess you caw’h sec Jas Drew,

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

Rainy Facs made no reply, bui with-
(1rc.v, and leancd in tattered dignity on
the doorpost, and waited. He had to
waib an hour before the saw the agent
coming out.- Evidently he knew D1ew
by blght, for he stepped forward and

saluted  him.  Drew \Lared at the
Apache.
“Beat it, Injun ! he snapped.
“Rainy Face serve big white chief

said the Apache. He made a gesture
with a bronze hand itowards the Gam-
busino Mine.

Drew stared again, and then gav
attention. There was a reward offered
in Gold Brick of a ‘mou\au dollars for
any man who could get the Kid, and it
zame into Drew’s mind thab the savage
flom the desert had hea ru of it.

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

“What's this, boss?

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

“Injun geb ‘um !’ said the Apache
nuietly. 'Injun creep like snake 1in
grass, litile white chief no hear, Injun

kill.”

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

“You've sald 113‘” muttered Drew.

asked Starbuck.

n

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 & matbter of little moment, but 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 Cousolidated had
no use for failures. Drew had

the Iid 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 sk What a white man
could not do might be donc b§ the cun-
mwr stealth of a desert Apache.
bpum.” he said curtly.

“Injun creep ab m’rbt like snake,”
said Rainy Face. II)JLJ\ no afraid.
Go soft and make neo sound.  Catch
little white chief asleep maybe-—catch
him am‘how Kill, :

“By gun!? wpeah d Sta
ln.;un could do it.”

As likely as not, the iKid would be
on  the watch, too keenly on the
watch for the T 'lcuckxn and a bullet from
a six-gun  would stretch  the Apache
dead in the tunnel. Butb the Apache’s
life was nothing to Jas Drew; he
would have risked his own for a
chance of success. For it was ruin
that stared him in the face if he failed
to save the Gambusino Min the
Arizona Con. if the Redskin failed
there was nothing lest but his life
which mattered nothing; if he suc-
ceeded—and the stealthy cunning of the

“An

Redskin had a good chanee of success
—Jas  Drew breathed deep at the
Ehmignn.

“Get the little white chief, as you
call him, lnjuu, and nanie your own
reward,” soid Drew, almost husky with
cagernes ‘Thﬂ“c s a thou:and dollars

to be picked up for it.
fh Indian shook his head.
No want dollars,” he
“Wanpt hoss.”
“The Kid'

answered.

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

o

I aco want little white chief’s ho
“1 guess I remember the critte

Drew. . “T'vo sure seen Carfax riding
it. He's not got it in the tunnel with
him. Where is if, Starbuck? One of

your gang roped it in, I suppose?”
Bud Starbuck Grmned
“1 guess I've got it,” he answered.
;)’It-’s n the stable behind this hyer she-
ang

2 ] now. A savage: beast, too—the
cudgelled his brains for a scheme to »tab]emdn doesn’§ llh\, going near it
handle the desperate puncher in the Lnt it’s a pood hos
mine tunmel, and had had to confess fou shall lave the hoss, Injun,”
that there was no way. The chances \(le Direw, tmnmg to Rainy Face
of an attack were doubtful; and even again. © Dollars too, if you get the
a successful attack could not prevent Kid.” -
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“No want dollars: want hoss.”
‘inch,” S“Ll(l the agent.

“And

“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 warpaint and knife
10 cah go on warpath without war-
paint. Come back in da rk.”

“It’s a cinch!”

And 2 few minutes later the Apache
rode 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
stealth and cunring, the  solitary
Gelender of the Gamibusinu daile Wouia
perish in the darkness of the iunnel;
porxbh be ore he had a chance of touch.
ing off dynamite. And the
Gambusin would be saved, and
Jasper Dr ew along with it.

Drew’s only fear was that the Apache

might repent of his bargain, and fail
to M*'“'l the desert.  But thab
fear was Ltmound d. Late in the

night the
Brick Hatel.

By that time most of the camp was
sleeping; though a score of watchful,
armed . men, guarding the tunnel
against the eccapc of the Kid, did not
dream of clos 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 Hotel, too, men were drink-
ing **hooch ” and discussing 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-
chnnged a glance of satisfaction when
the tattered chief rode up. Rainy Faco -
had a bundle om his bony broncho,
which the white men guessed was his
fixings for the svarpath. 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
blanket 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 nosc.”

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 you've laid him out, and the
hoss is yours.”

“But began Starbuck again.

Ruffian as the gunman was, he re-
volted at the thought of the scalping.
Drew 1merrupted him roughly:

the Gold

]r\'\illrv‘

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

“Injur no sece hoss,” said Rainy
Face.

“T1 guess it's in the stable
growled Starbuck.

In his own mind the gunman had re-
scived to drive a bullet through the

hyer!”

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

“Injun see um,” persisted the chief.
He hitched his bony broncho to the rail
outside the 1umbur hotel. “Tie um
here; Injun see.’

Stmbuck muttered an oath, but Drew
signed to him fiercely to obey. The
Apache was worth more to the agenf
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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drove

of horsaes for geiting the

e the dynamite could
And the black-muzzled
mustanv though a good steed, was
scarcely worth Yhe tbomand 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

keen eye and nodded.

“The hoss is yours,
Injun, and a bag of
doilars, too, if you like,
if wyou get the Kid?
a.l'(l Drew, 1n a tense
voice.

“Hasy to get him.”
answered the Apache.
“Rainy Face can creep
on tl"e panther and the
prairic fox and they no
hear., Rainy Face” big
chief. Big White chiet
come tell him young
men to let Injun pas

“This "way.” said
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 watchmg‘
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 dalkness of the
wide, rough stretch of
ground that separated
‘them from the tunnel
in the 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 walt.” He touched the butt of
his gun, “I guess he won't carry off
a white man’s scalp to his tepees in
the uesert though—ﬁlot while Iw gob
a gun.”

Jas Drew made no reply. He was
listening intently, with bent head, in
deep amxiety, swwhile minute followed
fong minute.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Friend in Need.
1 ITTLY white brother !’
i The Rio XKid
violently.
e was not slee
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

p o,

on

THE MINE QQES UP!

‘¢ He’s done it 1 >
biown up his mine ! ”

creep into
dark; but

that some stealthy foc might
the shadowed tunnel in the
he had no fear of being surprised.
Hven if a creeping foe came so silently
that the Kid did vot 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. Tor he
kiew the voice, softly whispering as it
was—the voice of Rainy TFace, the
Apache he hwd befriended once at Los
Pinos, and who had saved him from
the knives of the Redsikins on the day
he had located his bonanza.

“T.ittle white brother!”

The whisper came again.

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

“Rainy Face, old hoss. You?”

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

“ Gee-whiz {” mumrmurad the Kid.

“How the ‘rhundez did you gef through
that caboodle vonder, Ram\ Facet”

came the ysll from thes miners.
(See Chapler £.)

As the disguised Kid reached his horse there was a fearful roar and a
rolling echo of thunderous crashes—than the whole of the hillside seemed to rise in the air, and the
night was {it with blinding flashes.

“® ety

There was a husky chuckle in ¢
darkness.

“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?

“Libtle 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 gwe Rainy
Tace hoss with black nose for reward.
Apache tell plenty lie.”

“Oh!” said the Kid.

“No take scalp of little white
brother. Big Chiel Drew ng savvy little
chief brother of Rainy Face.”

- “I guess you'd be a dead Injun if he
savvied that, old 4 > chuckled the
Kid.  But he wondered as he spoke.
The thief-Apache of the desert, stained

ae

533

with the murder of many a lonely
prospector, drenched with the fou ul
hqum‘ of the saloons, was not the

‘Lrother the Kid would have chosen.
But his service to the Apache had won
his gratitude, and he could not but
wonder that the old red ruffian remem-
bered that service so well and rated it

so high. That .he could  trv the
Apache—savage and faithless as he was
THE POPULAR.— 438,
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nature——the Kid knew, from his Jas
ience of Rainy Face.
saved his life then, and now he

M

had
seaking to save it again.

“How did you know » he began.

“nch talk in whxte man's camp,”
said the Apache. “Let my little white
brother listen. Many men guard with
sins—no can get out. Rainy Face come
and go easy. “The Big White Chief has
spoken to his men. Listen! Rainy
Face bring Injun blanket, leggings,
. moceasins, feathers, war- pamt—‘lntle
white (‘hlel dress and paint all same
LLIJUD.
he Kid whistled softly.
Big white chigf tell um men leb
Injun pass, * went on the cupning old
Apache. “Rainy Face creecp out one
way—one side of iunnel—tittle chief
look like Injun creep out otheér side.
Yaue men no see both—all think one
}n‘un Rainy Face. Is it good?”

“Injun, vouw’ve sure got a hpaupic(‘e
bn you,” said the Kid admxrmgh. ’s

as easy as rolling off a log, 1 guess.”
“Rainy Face glad. Little white

brother’s hoss with black nose tied up
outside Gold Brick-—-get um in dark,
vide with Rainy Tace to the lodges of
the red men in the desert—is it good?”

“Like thunder it is,” agreed the Rio
iK “T guess I shan’t forget this,
Rainy Face, Walt i1l T get to yon.”

The Kid, who seemed to be able to
zee like a cat in the dark, busied hum-
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 trucks, and dropped
beside the Apache in the darkness. Only
a gleam of the Indian’s oyes was visible
to him. Bub after a few momentz he
made out the shadowy figure of the
Apache in the deep gloom.

“Little white brother no lose time.
muttered the Apache gutturally. *"Big

1
vhite chief waiting.”

The KWid grinned in the da

“Pronto ! he said.

In a few minutes the Rio Kid was
draped in the Apache blanket, the
Ilmg(d leggings were drawn on, the
moceasins took the place of his boots
The Stetson hat was discarded ; feathexb
were stuck in his hair, and the Indiar
daubed his face with thc war-paint of
the Apaches. The disguise would have
been goad, even in the daylight; in the
darkness of the night it was perfect.
Under the Apache blanket the Xid hid
the belt and holsters that held his six-
guns.

The cunning Indian had planned Wokl
1f he crept out from the right of the
tunnel mouth, and the disguized Kid
from  the leff they would strike
different sections of the semi-cireie of

ness,

watchers; and the watchers had been
ordered to let the Redskin pass. Not
till they compared notes afterwards
would the guards know that two

Indians jnstead of one, had left the
tunnel.
The Rio Kid’s eyes were gleaming.
He had h""dly hoped to save his life
hom this desperate adventure, and now
the way was easy. It had seetncd likely
enough that he niuss perish in the esx-
plosion when he blew up the Gambusino
Mine, as he had resolved to do. Now
e would be clear and safe when the
mine went up. To save tho niine for
himself was no longer possible; {0 save
it from falling into the hands of Jas
Drew and the Arizona Consolidated
Leouued only a match to the Tu
“Little white brother come !
~pered ihe Apache.
T=E Porvrar.—No, 489,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Last of the Bonanza!

NJUNY One of the guards, on
the exiveme left of the hali-circle
ng the mouth of the
half raised his gun as a
& approached, and lowered
2 (u\cevned the blanket and
painted face of 3 Red-
O.1., Injun; you can

ned under his paint.
Injun?” breathed

said the Kid in e

“ lnjun get him,’

gutiural voi S Go mk alp show Big
White Chief.

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

And the gunman allowed ihe Reds
to pass,

Beyond ihe cvircle of gunmen the Rio
Kid hurried on in the gloom. He was
nxious to get away before the explosion
oared 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 koew his master under the
blanket and feathers and Apache paint.
The Kid stroked the black muzzle
fondly, Standing by the horses, which
he vmmf(hod from the rail, be stared
usly towards the tunnel. The
arn two minutes,
fh@ 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 eas as he was the
Imnun wio had entered. The Kid
Hing wvolcey, and  as the moon
silver g‘iimnmr “from behind

of elouds he sighted the

Euéel‘he' 3

T T"'ec. street. Drew, in m"-
i 's blank

had laid a band the Tud

“Did you get him, Injun

In the silence the words ¢
across to the Kid, There was no need
for the Apache t3 answer., Suddenly,
like the crash of the end of the world,
came a frightful roar from: the tunnel,
ith red, bhndmg, flashes: a roar that
was like the roiling of thunder in the
depths of the miue, “and the high, rocky
side of the canyon SDI\t like a curtain—
the very ground shaking under the
fearful force of the explosion. (Greas
rocks and boulders hurtled in the air,
many of themn falling far ss the
street; onie great rock crashing t"ubuvh

xme clearly

the roof of the Gilt Edoe saloon. and
sending Um uowd there scurrying forth
\ wild, rumbling, thundering
of terror

in terror,
roar, and & creas
guards at the mine ¢
stumbling and fzlling in panic
haste. There was a vell from Starbueck:

“He's done He’s blown up the
mine 1

Jas Drew
move. Hae
the rocks
His face

gazed at

as the
away,

did nob speak—-did not
stond transtixed, heedless of
atid stones raining round him.
was white and drawn; he
the vawning gulf torn in the

n-side with haggard eyes, seeing

the end of his scheming, the ruin

his plots, utter ruin for himseli.

¢ls and vells of ievrov filled the

ol fr'muﬂ men rushed past the

agent, who still stood there vooted to
the ground. 1hc wind of the fearf

o\plouon caught the Kid, distant as he
was, and made the horses ’)Euno Rainy
Face joined him in iwo Lomzm

Without a word the Apache flung him-
self upon his hroncho, and the ~Kid
nounted 111\, bla(,lx muzzled mustang.
Side by side they galloped down the
street, down the canyon, heading for the
desert. Dehind them ross 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
two Redskins who galloped away into
the night. And still Jas Drew stood

otionless, his face white, his eyes
haggald This was the end of his
scheming—the end of the Gambusino
Mine. The Rio Kid was a bad man to
u‘owd. rhuck, bkadinrf {from a
rashing stone that had “siruck him in
the fdce, breathed curses.

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

It was all the sclace-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 ouc who doubted that the
Kid was dead. But Jas Drew, and
others who had played that lawless and
desperate game for the Kid’ bonanza,
were dus*mcd to learn that the Rie Kid
was not cead.

THE EXD.

ANOTHER ROARING
YARN of the WEST,
starring

“RIO KID,

Next Week, Boys.
DON'T MISS IT?
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AN OUTLAW AGAIN?

The Rio Kid has lost his gold mine, and has

the Kid by any means!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Hold-Up ! -
THE Rio Kid bent his head to
listen,
From afar, through the clear
mountain air, came faintly the
throb of an engine.

“1 guess she’s coming.”

The car was distant as yet, far out of
sight on the winding mountain road.
But the Xid’s keen ear picked up the
throb of the engine. He glanced round
him, to make sure that all was in
readiness.

It was a lonely road, from Flynn up to

Los Pinos, on the edge of the Red
Desert—as lonely a road as any in
Arizona. It was but seldom that the hum
of a motor-car was heard on that road.
The- traffic was mostly on horseback or
burre. But horse or burro would not have
suited REli Robinson, the president of
the Arizona Consolidated Gold-Mining
Co., of Tombstone. It was but seldom
that Eli Robinson visited Los Pinos, but
when he came he came in state. And
urgent business called Tli to Los Pinos
row, though he was not likely to reach
that town in the Gila Mountains if the
Rio Kid could prevent it. And he
guessed that he could.

Across the road lay the trunk of a
great cottonwood, felled by the machetes
of Rainy Face and his Apaches, barring
the road from side to side. Among the
boulders by the roadside lurked half a
dozen  Apaches, in war-paint  and
feathers. Rainy Tace, the chief, stood
by the side of the Rio Kid, a wild and
savage figure in his blanket and fringed
leggings, and head-dress of eagle
plumes,

Ki: She's coming, old timer,” said the

id.

Rainy Tace nodded.

“Injun hear,” he said.

“Yowd better hunt cover,” drawied
the Kid. “Keep your men out of,sight,
Rainy Face. We've got to let the
driver go, and I guess T don’t want him
to ‘talk about a Redskin raid in Flynn.”

“No talk if kill,” said tho Apache,
touching the knife in his girdle.

E}E(}:I_Kid shook his head.

15 1S ay-s N
kilingtr 7 SO Re
~ Rainy Face nodded, and disappeared
ﬁﬂ'l‘(')ng thé rugged boulders. The Ric
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Injunt

| fat,

N/

Kid stood alone in the road, awaiting
the car.

The throb of the
nearer and clearer.

The Kid’s face was dark and clouded
as he stood waiting. Fortune had
played him a cruel trick in making him
an outlaw in Arizona, as he had been in
the old days in Texas, and the associate
of the thiel-Apaches of the desert. And
the man who was rosponsible was the
prosperous minz president {from
Tombstone, now approaching in his car.
The Kid's handsome, sunburnt face grew
grimmer as the throb of the engine
sounded closer, and the car came into
sight at last round a bend in the moun-
tain road.

The gradient was steep, but the big car
came on swiftly, There was a grinding
of brakes, as the chauffeur sighted the
great tree levelled across the road. The
car halted within a few vards of the
felled cottonwood.

Within the car sat a fat, hard-faced
man, in store clothes and a plug hat, and
gold-rimmed glasses. e got up from
his seat and stared angrily at the fallen
tree. -

The Kid lounged forward to the car.
He raised his hat in mocking politeness
to the president of the Arizona Con.

“I guess you're Robinson?” he re-
marked.

The fat man eyed him sharply.

“Is this a hold-up?” he rapped out.

“Jest that,” assented the XKid.
“Don’t igure on pulling a gun. I will

12

be sudden death if you do'!

The Kid had not drawn a gun, bub
his hands were touching the walnut butts
in the holsters low-slung from his belt.
The chauffeur gave him one keen look,
and then sat motionless. ¥l Robinson
drew a hard, deep breath, and his eyes
glittered at the IKid through his gold-
rimmed glasses,

“I'm not pulling a gun,” hLe said icily.
“I guess you could beat me to if, who-
sver yvou are. But I warn vou that if
vou hold up my car, I'll have you hunted
down and sent to the pen, if it takes ten
years and ten thousand doilars,”

engine sounded

“8ho!” said the Kid, “You sure
make me tremble, feller. 1 reckon
yowre a big shout when you're to

bome.”

¥ . . L
“I am Eli Robinson, president of the
Arizuny Cotwsliduied,” bl the meu in

been forced to fly for his life.

But that’s not the end of

RALPH REDWAY

ANOTHER ROARING YARN OF WESTERN ADVENFTURE -FEATURING THE RIO KID, BOY OUTLAWW!

the car, in the same lcy tones. “1f
you've heard of me——"

“I sure have.”

“Then you ought to know that vou'ra
playing a dangerous game,” said the
mine president. “You'd better ciear the
road and let my car get on, if you know
what is good for vour health.”

“Maybe I don't, then,” smiled the
Kid. “This car has reached the end of
its journey, feller. Get oug!”

The mine president set his lips.

“If you're aiming to rob me

“Not at all. I've told you to get out
of the car.”

Eli did not stir.

“You'd sure better mind your eye,
Mr. Hold-Up Man,” said the driver, his
eyes turned curiously on the Kid. “Mr.
Robinson ain’t the man to let you oft
light.  You're asking for a lot of
trouble.”

“1 guess I thrive on trouble, feller,””
drawled the Kid, with a smile.
“Thanks all the same. You hop it
lively off the car, and hoof it back to
Flyan. You ain’t wanted here any
more,”

The man stared.

“It’s twenty miles back to Flynn,” he
said.

“Then I surce hope you're a good
walker,” said the Kid. “The car stays
here with Mr. Robinson.”

The man hesitated, and the Kid's guns
fashed out. One of them was levelled
at the chauffeur, the other at the fat
man in the car.

“I guess we're wasting time. Light
down, both of vou, before I drill you
full of holes.” .

The chauffeur leaped down wwith
almost ’Iudicrous - suddeuness.  Ddlore
slowly Eli Robinson opened the door of
the car and stepped out. His hard face
was white with rage. Eli Robinson was
a great man in the city of Tombstone.
He was accustomed to giving orders, not
to obeving them. It went sorely against
the grain with bim {o obey the orders of
the boy puncher who had held up his
car on the mountain road, but he knew
that he had no choice. There was death
in the levelled gun, death in the gleam- -
ing eye that looked over the barrel.
Almost the president of the Arizona Con-_
solidated made up bhis mind fo take the
chance of drawing 2 gun. But he did

He otepped inte the pend, and, at

[T
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. any outlaw had the temc
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a sign ‘frgm ‘the Kid, pui hands country; he was ‘\ou re sure some liar,” sala the
abgvg his head. ) He could oniv wais and | kid. ‘Jas Drew was your agent af
. “Keep ‘em upvf_‘tdm_“;ed the Kid. | enemy was, and what| Los Pinos, and you surc pulled the
Now, you beat it back to Flynn,” he| he wanted. strings  from Tombsione. You knew
added to the chauffeur. * Youw're leaving| The Kid proveeded coolly to drench | thas the Gambusino was the
the car here. Beat it lively. I guess if|ihe president’s car with petrol, and| bonanza over struck i i
youw're in sight in two iminutes from | then a match was tossed into if. and you wanted it for your company.
now, I shall clip off vour ear to hurry Eli gritted his teeth with helpless{ I guess I heard a good many stories in
you up. You get me 7 | rage. Los Pmos about She Con ° IOp‘nfr in
The chauffeur looked doubtiullv af ni The car was quickly a glaring, flar-| prospector’s claims, and all sorts of
employer; but an impatient motion ing mass, soon to he vednced to cinders. | accidents happemno' to galoots who
the Kid’s gun decided him, and ‘{u\“nv set fire to the car, the Kid!|wouldn't sell. I guess you sat in your
started down the road on foot, came across to the mine pxendent He | office at Tombstone like a pesky spide)
“Pronto !’ rapped out the Kid. th a seaf on the low rock beside him.!|in a web, with Jas Drew on the spob
Bang! L 1 guess you want to know,” he re- hyer to do vour dirty work. I'reckon
He fired in the air, the bullei whistling marl\oj. “I'm going to pus y i it was bad news for vou when you
a foot from the man’s head. That was|feller.  You dou't sav 1 heard that the Gambusino had govlevpl)

more than enough. The chauffeur broke
ed daun the road

1v\‘r\ a,

‘at top speed.

run and ban
run, and 22n

THE SECCND CHAPTER.

glow for Blow !
LI ROBINSON stos
E hands up, his eyes gl

rage. It was the first time the

president of the Arizona Con-
solidated had ever been held up, and
even now he could scarcely believe that
to do so.
As he stood, with set teeth, be was scan-
ning the handsome face of the Kid,
memorising his features savagely, ang
bitterly determined that the hold-up
man should not escape his vengeance.
The Rio Kid slid his guns back inte the
holsters. The chauffour’s footsteps had
died away now; the man was far out of
sight.

*Show up,
the XKid.

Eli Robinson started conv aln\dv as
the gang of Apaches suddenly anpe‘aleu
from the rocks. It was the first intima-
tion he had that the hold-up man was
not alonc.

“Indians!” he muttered.

“Sure!” smiled the Kid.

“If you want to rob
wasting time,” said Eli,
teeth.

“Who's wantnw to rob vou, feller
jeered the Xid. “1 guess 1vs the other
way round. . Go Lhmugh his
Rainy Face, and see if he’s hee;ec.

Rainy Face searched the mine Olesb

with his
'rre\ ng with

out

Rainy Face calied

me, yOil
between

dent, and took possession of a siver-
mounted 1evolve1 To Eli’s mmneA
nothing but his weapon was taken

from him.

“1 guess you can 511 down il you're
wanted, feller,” said the Kid, indicat-
ng a rock by the roadside.

“What does this mean?” snarled [El.
“I've got to get on to Ios Pinos on
unportafxt business.’

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Kid. "I

guess your business can wait, Eli. Ive
sure gob some lmportzmu business with
you, and you won't see Los Pinos in a
hurry, nor Tombstone, either. 3it

down }”

With an angry glave, the mine presi-
dent sat on the boulder to await the
pleasure of the hold-up man.

He gave one sharp glance round him,
as if calculating the chances of “nuhmg
a run for it. But the Apaches were
round him, and there was nc

The mine president was completely
puzzled. He ‘IAdGrStOOd Do that
was not to be robbed. And what els

the hold-up man could waut with him
was a mystery. He had plenty of
enemies. His methods of business had

made him many. But he had
seen the Rio Kid before. There

wer
many mining men in Arizona who had

but the Kid
snd Eii's
not been

been ruined by the “Con,”
: 3

looked like a cow-puncher,

unscrupulous dealings had

Jﬁah’x'r with yet.
“No i mutfered Rl

“Ever heard of Kid (arfax
Eli started.
“You ”

“Buare,” nodded the Kid. “Wid
Carfax, the owner of the Gambusino
Mine as Gold Brick. I'm sure that
very galoot——"

Something like fear came inio the

hard face of ‘the mine president.

“Yowre wise to it now,” smiled the
Kid. *“You was going to Los Pinos on
that very business, feller, You found
that your man Jas Drew, in Leos Pinos,
slipped up on it. e had your in-
struetions to get hold of the Gambusino
Mine by falr means or foul, and he
obeyed " his ovders. The Gambusine
Mine has gone ,op now: they had me
cornered, and I }Iow up the mine, I
guess the goid seattered, and
will never be located again, even if
vou could shift the thousands of to s of
u)(,lx» plxt,d [oX the adit.
the mine te keep
grip.”

woln ig

O
T
i
¥

¢oup

the
“Ho

Drew worked a strike at
went on the Kid quietly.
4 his cards well. He had the
town marshal of Los Pinos in his
pocket, and I shot up the marshal in
defence of the mine. And after thatb
it was just pie to Jas D;ew I guess
I'm outlaw now, and nhey ve offered
a th nd dollars for me alive or dead
in Los Pinos. But they ain't roped e
in yet!” added the Kid, with a grin.
'l 1e mine president panted.
“Rid Carfax was blown

an

in the

up

mine ! he muttered. **You cunnot le
ho He was kmed in the explo SEOR

I guess not,” grinned the Kid, “1I

s I was safe out before the dyna-
nite exploded, feller. And here I am
—to talk business with you.”

“Of course, I-know nothing of all
“ns‘” muttecred the mine president.
“If myv agent ab Los Pinos did any-
thing outside the law, it was done

knowledge.”
culated the Kid.
tructions to him were to buy

without my,
“Bho ! eja
g

the mine, splained 1 Beyond
that, he had no or You cannot
ppose that—-"

“That a g ke vou had anvthing
to do with hax*d 1g out the rough
5 vped the Kid.,

I gm, s thai's jest whait I suppose,

. Robinson.”
o

sajd El.

re yomn,”

Drew has already
soon as L ntdrd that
ed at Gold Brick,

ng that

be-
old of the

n't fire him

1 b

id the Kidwith grix
idn’t boot him because |
; up the mine instea
zona Cey

the flume, and you beat it lively for
T.oe Pinos to see whether any rhmﬂ'
could be done. Sayi”
Eli compressed his lips.
“I tell you I knew nothing.”
“And T tell you youwre a liar!” said
*hp Kid coolly. ““And I tell you thez: 5

nothing to be done with the mine. It
was a big bonanza, but now it's no-
thing but a pile of rocks. I blew it up
to keep it out of your hands, Mr. El
Robxmon—-—and you owe me for the
damage.”

“What 17

“I'm asking you a hundled thousand
dollars for the mine,” said the Kid.
“I guess I cant afford to throw away
my Yonanza. You are goum to hand
over that little sum, feller.”

The mine president staved at him.
“Are you mad?” he exclaimed.
sure hope not.”

not give you a ceut,” said
between his teeth—" not a red cent.
'lhﬂ mine is a wreck now, and if,
you say, nothing can be saved from th
ruin, it is worth nothing to me.”

“\othmg at all,” acrxeed the Kid.
“But you've got to pay for the loss to
me, Mr. Robinson.”

‘Not a cent.”

as
e

“I guess we 11 talk about it again,
feller,” said the Xid, rising to his
feet. * Here, you Ramy Face.’

The Apadle came up.

“Put him on the bronco.”

“My little white brother speaks
well,” said the Apache. He signed to
his braves, and they surrounded the

man from Tombstone.

“IWhat do you mean?” panted Eli
“You dare—"

“Oh, can it!” interrupied the Kid.
“I guess you’re coming for a little
pasear with me.’

“Where?” hissed Eli.
The Kid waved his hand towards the
desert.

“That’s where you and your gang
have (hiVLn me,” he said. “That’
where you're coming, feller. I guess

your Illellub \'»ont find it easy to mck

up your trail in the Red De;ext—e&el

i they want to look for you, of which

I ain't sure. It's you for the desert,

hombre.”
«

i

/ B vt

“Put bim on the bronc!” said the
Kid.

And the president of the Arizona

Consolidated, grasped by the Redskins,
was lifted to the back of a2 shaggr,

bony bronco and bound there with o
lassn. Then the Kid called to his
mustang, and mounted, and the
Apaches followed his e‘;ample. Leav-

ing the car still burging on the read,
info a trail to the

the party struck

southward, an Indian leading the mmp
president’s horse by 2 nrml rope., Eli's
face was as white as death, Ilis ey

stared round him with a hunted ex-
pression 1'1 them. Many and many an
anscrupulous deal had the president of
the Arizona Con bronght off success-
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THE LEADING BOYS’

STORY PAPRER.

: a mining man in the
rizona sierra owed his ruin to BOIS
Robinson. But never had the hard-
faced mining man from Tombstone
dreamed of retribution like this. The
Rio Kid was a bad man to crowd, and
the Arizona Con president was learn-
ing that—too late for the knowledge to
be of service to him.

. Even as the hoofs of the mustangs
knocked up the dust of the desert, he
could scarcely believe that this disaster
had fallen upon him—that it was not
some fearful dream.

Mile after mile, league after league
vanished under the galloping®hoofs.

Behind, as the man from Tombstone
iooked back, the line of the Gila sierra
was low and dim against the sky.

Before him lay the desert—illimitablc
to the eye—sand and dust, cactus and
vucca; arid, waterless, trackless.

The Red Desert—of which even hard-
ened plainsmen spoke with bated breath
—the desert, dry and deadly, given over
to the thief-Apache, the coyote, the
vattlesnake, the vulture. He was pene-
trating into the heart of the desert.

His face was haggard now.

He glanced many times at the Rio
Kid; but the Xid, riding with the
Apaches, did not look at him.

Mile after mile, league after leaguc!
The dust blinded him, as it was kicked
up by the dashing hoofs. He ached with
fatigue, with heat, with misery. The
despairing thought was in his mind that
oven if he escaped from his captors he
could never find his way through the
trackless desert unaided. Escape meant
certain death from bunger and thirst in
those fearful solitudes.

With his chin sunk on his breast,
haggard despair in his face, the mine
president of Tombstone rode on, and
on, and on into the heart of the Arizona

desert.
S boundless expanse of the desert,
when the cavalcade halted. How
iany hours “had passed Eli Robinson
did not know; it scemed to him that
for days and days he had been in the
saddle—aching, blinded by sun and dust,
saddle-sore.

‘He was too dazed even to look about
him when he was untied from the
broncho, and bronze hands lifted him to
the ground; but he heard a muttering
of guttural voices, and saw the gleam
of black eyes, the glimmer of bronze
skins in the starlight, and knew that
he had reached the Indian encampmeut.
Against the starry sky close at hand rose
a dark mass, but he was foe dazed with
fatigue even to wonder what it was. He
felt himself dragged away and thrust
into an evil-smelling shelter of some
sort, and then he slept, on the bare
ground, the sleep of exhaustion.

The sun was high in the sky when the
president of the Arizona Consolidated
opened his eyes again. Ie was aching,
and stared about him with dizzy cyes,
wondering. He was not in his hand-
some house at Tombstone, he was not
in the hotel at Flynn. Where was he?
Recollection came with a rush, and the
man from Tombstone sat up with a
cry.

‘He rubbed his eyes and stared about
him. He lay in a skin jacal, of which
one side was open, giving him a view
of thq desert. Other jacals and tepees
were in sight, lounging Indians, squaws
and papooses, horses, and dogs. It was
the encampment of the Apaches.

ke mine president had heard of the
gangs of thief-Apaches of the desert,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Kid Selis!
TARS were gleaming in a sky of
darkest blue, arched .over the

who preferrved the wild, hard
waterless wastes to Indi
but he had never dreamed o
them in their camps. And he was a
prisoner here—sa prisoner of the wild
Apaches of the desert,

Only the previous morning he had
left Tombstone in a fuxurious Pullman;
at Flynn, wheve the railway ended, he
had stepped into a handsome motor-
car; and now—now he was in the
desert, where life was red and raw,
where the savages were still as savage
as in the davs before Columbus sailed to
the west. A day had made that change,
and the change was overwhelming.

o dragged himself to his feet at last,
stenned wearily to the opening of the
jacal. The great mass against the sky,
which he had dimly noted the previous
night, was now before his eyes, clear
in the sunlight

It was a vast circular mound, rising
in steps, or, rather, terraces—gigantic
steps suitable to the feet of a giant.
He gazed at it in wonder, dimly
into his mind came remembrance of
tales he had heard of the remnants of
ancient Aztec civilization in the desert.
It was a “teocalll,” an open-air temple
of the Aztces, thai race Jong-vanished
from the carth, but whose blood still
flows in the veins of the Mexicans.
Close by the tcoealli, the Apache camp
was pitched, and the shadow of the vast
mound fell across the camp.

On the summit of the teocalli he made
out a figure—a boyish, active figure, in
cowboy chaps and Stetson hat, a strange
figure on that spot, among the wild
Apaches of the Red Desert.

He knew that it was
once the owner of the Gambusino Mine
at Gold Brick: now driven to the
desert, a fugitive, his mine blown up te
save it from the greedy grasp of the
Arizona Consolidated.

His eyes gleamed with hatred at the
sight of the young puncher. The Kid,
standing on the summit of the teocalli,
was staring to the northward, scanning
the level plains and the distant horizon,
and Eli guessed that he was watehing
for a sign of pursuit.

He moved at last, and descended the
teocalli to the camp. ¥H could see in
his facoe that he had discerned no sign
of an enemy on the arid wastes that
stretched northward to the Gila sierra.
The sierra, in whose shadow lay the
town of Los Pinos, was a mere blur on
the horizon—many a long mile distant
from the Apache camp.

Pursuit there was not likely to be;
Tli knew that. No doubt his chauffeur

would tell the story at Flynn; there]

would be search along the mountain
road, the wreck of the burut car would
be found. But no track remained to
tell what had become of the president
of the Arizona Con. The chauffeur’s
description of the Kid would be enough
to tell into whose hands he had fallen;
but none could tell whither the XKid had
taken him; the sands of the desert told
no story.

There were many who would rejoice
to hear of his disappearance—many who
would hope that he would never be
fonnd. But even those who would have
sought him had no clue, they would rot
even guess that he was a prison they
would conclude that he was dead, and
that his. body had been thrown iuio
some arrovo or barranca.

Tli Robinson realised it, and realised
that there was no hope of rescue, no
hope of escape. He was at the mercy of
the man he had robbed and driven into
outlawry. .

The Rio Kid. as he came down from
the teocalli, sighted the man from

ar:

Kid Carfax, !

Towmbstene standing i
the jacal, and came tow:

“Morning, president!”

El looked at him with gleaming eves.

“ A thousand curses——"

“Cut it out!” said the Kid derisively.
“I guess you can be glad that you're
not tied to the stake, feller. Do you
reckon these injuns would have let you
have your sleep out if I hadp’t been
here?”

Lli shuddered.

Many of the Redskins were glancing
at him, and he understood only too
well what their glances meant.  Only
the Kid stood before him and the savage
cruelty of the Apaches.

o white man, in leagne
he muttered.

The Kid coloured a little.

. 1 guess I've always said that Injuns
1= pizen,”” he admitted. “But I sure
reckon that begszars can’t be choosers!
I did the chief a good turn, and he
saved me from your gang; and I guess
I'm safer herc in the desert with the
reds than I should be in Los Pinos with
the whites now that yvou've loaded the
dice against me, Eli! But I reckon 1
ain’t hanging on here—only till I've
sold you my mine!”

Kl gritted his teeth.

“You sure allowed youw'd buy the

with

Gambusino mine. whether a galoot
wanted to sell or not,” grinned the
Kid. *“*That is why it was blown up,

because your crowd had me by the shori
hairs. Now I reckon I'm going to make
you buy whether you want to buy or
not. You get me?”’

“Not a cent!” muttered Eli.

The Kid laughed, and pointed to the
teocalli. Lz :

“You see that chunk?” he asked.
“That's where the Aztecs used tg sacri-
fice prisoners of war, hundreds of years
ago. when this descrt was peopled.
That’s where these Apaches deal with
their prisoners, Eli. I guess if T wasn't
around you'd have been tied to the
staoke already oun the summit of the
teocalli, feller! The “Apaches haven't
changed; I guess they’re not like the
tame Injuns on the Reservations. If
I mount my mustang and ride, leaving
vou here, you're a gone coon !

“And  you'll leave me to the
Indians?™
“Why not?” said the Xid coolly. “1I

guess I'm not hanging around here for
long! T'm a cow-puncher, and I guess
I dorn't like Injuns; and I've got only
one friend in the gang—Rainy IFace,
the chief. His word goes; but if any-
thing happened to him in the  desert
these bucks would turn on me like a
crowd of wildeats, and I reckon my
guns wouldn't save me! I sure don’t
mean to stay here till that happens!”

“And you will leave me at their
mercy 27

“Bure!” said  the Xid grimly.
“Vouve asked for it, Eli, and you've
got it. You've made an outlaw of me
with.vour gun-games; my bonanza has
gone up the flume; I've nothing left but
my cayuse and my guns, that I brought
with me when I lif out of Texas. The
Gambusino Mine is worth nothing now—
to you or to me, and youw're going to
buy it for that very reason! You'll
hand out a hundred thousand: dollars
for it. I guess it was worth a good deal
more than that; I'm letting you off
cheap. And if you refuse, youw've got
i1l to-night to think it over. At sun-
down I ride—alone!”

“Where am I to find a hundred
thousand dollars in this desert?” mut-
tered the mine president.

“I guess you could find five times as
much in Tombstone.”
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“Youll iet we
The Kid leughed.
“Forget it, feller. I'I itrust you =z

far as I can see wou with both eyos;
not farsher. Youw'll give me a draft on

Tombstone.”

“It would never ve paid.”

“I’'m sure sorry for you in that case;
because, unless I draw the dollars, 1
shall leave you to the Apaches”

“Do  your worst!” muttered the
wine president. “I wiil not hand over

a cent for a ruined mine.”
The Kid shrugged his shoulders.

“Please  yourself, feller, JIf  wou
change your mind give me a hail--I

shall be within hearing ‘il sundown.
After that X sbhall be gone, and once
I hit the trail T'm gone for good.”
» And the Xid Jounged away, huau
a tune.

The mine president stepped Ladk into
the jacal. Tood and water were
brought to him by a Mexican peon;
evidently some prisoner of the Apaches
who had been wmade a slave hy tne
wandering tribe.

The hot day wore on.

Once the president of the Arizona
(Con stepped out of the jacal; and in a
moment a dozen or more Apaches drew
towards him, with ferocious looks. He
was glad to step back out of their
savage sight. It was clear to himn that
only the authority of the chief, Rainy
‘Face, saved hiro Zrom the torture; and
only Rainy Faee': friendship fer the
Kid caused bim to protect the prisoner,
Once the Kid was gone, notiiing could

ning

save hiin from the eruelly of tae
savages:; that wag quite clear in his
mind. DBut for the Kid, Rainy [

would have been as eager to lift

sealp as any of the dirly, savege-fased
braves in tiab ouisast camp, His life

hung on a thread—even with the Kid

in the camp ouiside the teocalll. And
when the Kid was gone-—-
Black and Dbitter thoughis passed

tirrovgh the micd of the m
accustomed to cealing ruth

on who was
legsly with

others. hut who kad alwaps, hitherto,
defied the hand of vengeance. He

his felly in ventaring
: and yet he had bell rhat
Carfax was dead, that he had
shed in the s k of the Gambusino
Mine; and never for a moment lad he
dreamed of danger from a wandering
gang of Apaches, Tt was a Roland for
an Oliver; he had used the gunmen of
Los Pinos to gain his ends. and the
in his turn, was making use of
inese ikieves of the deserr. In Tomb-
sione he was a powerful man; in the
desert ha was g helpless prisoner, with
the krife almost at his throat.

As the sun sank to the west, and the
shadow of the {eocaili lengthcned on
the plain, it was borne in upon the
mind of Eii Robinson that he was a
beaten wen; thas the mine for which
he had plotted and schemed was to be
hig, ut & price, now that t was no
tonger a mine, bus a worthiess stack
of shattered rceks.

He had started for Los Pinos when
he learned frowx Jas Drew that the
mine had been blown up, in the hope
of yet saving somsthing from the
wreek—Dbut from what the Kid had told
him, he knew that there was nothing
to be saved; the honanza was gone
for ever. And he was to buy the wreck
of it, and pay for the ruin he had
caused—or else—— TFrom the jacal he
couid see the woldsh eyves of the
Apaches turned towards him. and those
glances told him only too plainly what
he had to expect. 1f the man he bad
wronged ceared to stand between bim
and the outcasts of the desert.

In the wess the rim 2f the ved sun
touched the d t; and ie prisover in
the jucal heard the muttering voices of
the  Indiuns, The opening of the
Jreal was darkened by the figure of the

in

boy puncher, hooted end spurred. The
Kid was ready to ride, i gave bium
a  hasgard look.  The Kid smiled
orimly.

“{hewed on 147 he asked. “I guess
Uz rezddy to bit the trail, Zeller. You

wan: to meke un your miind, pronio.”
thowsand  dolats -— ¥ muitered

(FRCAPTIVITY ! ““Youses ithat? " gaid
the Kid, pointing to the huge mound
looming in the distance. *f That’s where
the Injuns sacrifica their prisoners—
and that’s whare you’il go unless you
sign that draft 17 (See Chajpter 3.)

it cut, You've wrecked
;oand T'm oseding  you

my
the

i .
sald the Kid

There was a hrief pause, while the
president of the Arizona Consolidated
struggled with himself, Defeas rankicd
‘o bltteriy in his breast than the Joss
money. But Le knew that he had <o

22

' he breathed,

“The mine’s yours, then,” prinied the
Iid. “I guess I was told from the
start that the Arizon Con would force
me to sell—and 1I'm selling.  Bus I
sure reckon the Ulon never knew what
they would be buying, feller.  You

want to make out a drafs that will be
puid on sight at the bank in Tomb-
want to play
I

stone—and  you den't
any tricks with it, Mr. Robinson,
wid sure be bad for you if anything
happens to me i Tombstone,  If
ain’t back here in three days, Rainy
Face

2
3
i
3

will know that I ain’t coming
back-—and I guess you wiil want a new
scalp on tae fourth day. And while
I'm gone, feiler, vouw'd better lie low
jn this hut and sing small; if you try
to get away the Indians will get you
sure—and Rainy Face won't be able to
save you. I guess I'm walting for that
draft, feller?!”

Half an hour later the Rio Kid was
riding  the black-muzzled  mustang
under the stars of the deseri; and the
president of the Arizona Consolidated,
crouching iu the jacal with the mur
muring voices of the Redskins in his
ears, was hoping and praving that the
Kid would ride back safe and on time

F

THE FOQURTH CHAPTER,
The Kid Hits the Trail !

OR three days the president of the
Arvizona  Consolidated  Golg-
Miving Company lived with
terror for his daily companion,

and his bed-icllow at night, In those
three days his looks grew haggard
Through the long kot days he

watched the desert, hoping for a signh
of the Kid’s refurn; through the nights
he searcely closed his eves, fearing every
moment to hear the savage yells of the
Apaches, hungry {or a victim. Squaws
and papoos ame to the jacal to jeer
and mock him; dark and threatening

looks were cass on him by teilered
braves whe- stalked by; more than once
Lis heazd It end excited voices, and

e Popriak—No. 480,
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“and the mine's

have spoken;” i vare wanted
And ihe Apache stalked away TFor m
Bl groaned aloud in kis ierror murteres
hagémw eves swept the desert to tho TRury T've got a brone waiting
north, the way by which e Kid 1 and we'ye hitting the wall, pronte, if
would come—if ne came, Then he { <ot b't k don'rt (’m*w tg “i'*h a bullet
lacked o the westward; the rim of | in the back; T rec 1 they're sure mad
the round, red sun was almost LOL.clnnrri aboul 1<>=mg vou!” chuck {ed the I\m‘
the plains In those tervible momonts | o grasped arm  of h..
pelhu‘va the wretched man renented of ident, and - hiwn £
ine evil he had wroughs, and which had INE in w-« r,l.r snes P)ramn‘& the
bronght vpon him so fearful a retribu- j Jacax stood & lack-muzzled muste
lon. and a b"'m\.nt) ucxdled and beidled, L
CGaliop, gallop!? ’r“l mbed dazedly into the saddle; tue
The Sonnd - of hoof-beats from the } Kid took the bridle and led the svay.
piain came suddenly to his ears, and he - As the hools rang on the plains there

encamp-
(u\pomt"npnt
sce held his
there was no in-
Twice the

bu t'Fia.‘m ¥

and
and no pursalb
ed back. The fres of the
f nkied in the distance,
she great mass
s the dark

5

BOW, f“ cr"
night they ‘ode
crac.;

fault

on 'iumm; a and
Under tne rising taey
1 riding: at }mzh noon  they

rode mfo a “deep canvon in the Gila
sterra, and there the Kid pulled rein.

we part here, feiler,” he
vant to ride on, and in
vou'll hit CGold Briek, I
2 mine iz there—and you're
welcome to it!”
Lii looked at hins,
ou ¥ he said
shrugeed his stoulders.
s5 I'm hiuing the irail—DUm
Arizona,” For a moment his
nand - mmwd upon a gun, I was an

outlaw in Texas, felier, and I lit out
for Arizona to leave it behind me: but
1 reckon trouble dogs tne trail of the

Rio Kid, T suve tempted to let drive
a bullet through vour cabeza; but ride

cn, felier, rige on!”

And the Rio Kid wheeled his mus-
tang, and dashed away, without a back-

ward glance at the man who sat in the
saddle watching hlvu go, with a strange
expression en his face,

THE EN.
(Yow’ll meet thye Riv Kid in another
roaring Western yarn next week, chums,
Dot mise itf)
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The Serpent of the Gollege House! h sl Chrbstine

(Continued from mugs 7)) s well enou t vou're
e o all getting wild,” remua i, rising
“Fouw're seusitive on  the subject, of | to his feet, “Thart's Iv. 1 didnt
Coiirze, don't wonder at it.  Bur, [ come hers to have a serap with any-
fairly and zquarely, im't it o f that | body.  As T was saving, T willing to
the Ancient IHonse leads the way in | show vou kow watters can be altered.
nearly everything?” ) Juet give me a caance, and Tl make

Eob Christine frowned.
Well, what about it
“PDo you think you can alier

and all ke rest ‘em bite the

of *
I want a free haxm"

Nipper a

he growled.

1»,

free  hanc

—n

epeated

_ YThat’s just the idea!” ied | Talmadge dezedly.
Pits, “The faet is admis su't it 'lv'xc; v i
that the College MHouse takes sceond S.ou wou! dn’t like 2 froe boot, T sup-
piace at S Frank’s?  Well I dou's “Uve gob ong
cxactly see w‘n if shovld be so. Why o good kick “hehind
can’t we buck g3 up and creats n
hum 77 «\ML uny violence I sald
“A—a whick? asked Yorke, staving. | Piif fes “Iw pot afraid of sour
"W‘*v can't we show ihe Anciént 1'00‘?' T it does come to a scr o 1
Houge that we're not going to stand quy | shat't, be pitsied onr easily. = But
of their old buck?” “eaid Pitg eahwfy, | Where's the scnse in s apping ! My
“You're the loander of tio X mctive {3 a good one, ian’t it I don't
ristive, and T'm orly a now ,}l' to bibPUt“ gour feadership, I'm a-
1w that weil enough. Don’{ say Tve leg Iouse chan, and I've got the
oot cheek. As & matter of fact. I have. Eonoar of the Col ]c‘m House ut heart
P!L ity of LN i is a good guality.” Why i shouldn’t  we  sour above our
. Co. stared at Pit-t“r.phm. rivalg? Justa .te\\"\yi‘.mem}s.‘annl we
Qr)n\chow he 3 m.':kr;)’_thf;‘ Fo:ﬁﬂl% }ndc\ roelr V)mad‘:
them. e forestajled h“(’-.’} liasion, ‘dhat’s s iy dea.
remarks econcerning cheel ipistine took a dven breath,
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0. { wheezes, oo

Chody else

Christine’s [femper gave way at last,
_ Y Prove it!” he snouted hotly. * Any-
vody can jaw like this. Substautiste
your words by deeds—and then T

believe you!
a free hand
“What
Yorke,
YA frc“ nand |
grimiyv. ¥ You can
marvelious mcmod.‘
just  one

Hang it 2ll, Iil give you

roared

Talmadge and

 repeated Christine
a proof of
Pits, Il
week.,  Under-
Yo —you sillv 8yl vnHed Yorke.

“Dao you mean to say that vou're going
to, lnt Piit step into vour shoes?”

»

“ I didn't say thas!” interjected Chris-
time. “He's got a free hand, that’s all,
He can work some marvellous wheezos
of his own, and prove thas he's worth

U If he hasn't worked the stunt

& wel.‘k we shall know that he's

i nod ded serenely,
Good cnough 27 he said. “A week’s
al. I wanr, Christive. Yowll find that
T'm wot o boaster, The College House
will be cackling over the diddling of
[ \nﬂu T Hou se  bofore to-day
AT t*e

ud “eginald Plig strolled

ot

cut of th

any-
He
o to spring quite a nunrber

: on the College House, and
Frank's gencrally !
seat's venom had vor to e
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