THE TENDERFOOT

He was sitting on the frail cryz;nd when the Rio Kid first melk him“—at’his»tenderfoot. What ke was doing in such o wild
= couniry as Colorado the Kid did not Lnow—but he did Istiore that this greenhorn wanted looling after! ’

ANOTHER ROARING, LON

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Kid In Colorado !

HE few pilgrims whom the
Rio Kid passed on the Hard
Tack trail, in the Rocky

Mountains of Colorado, stared
at him. The Kid knew why, and he
did not mind. He knew that he cut a
rather singular figure in the mountain
mining country. . :

It was long since the Kid had ridden
wih ‘the Double-Bar bunch, on the
bapks of the Rio Frio; but the Kid
was never anything but a cowpuncher,
in outward aspect, at least.

The Sfetson hat and the neck:
scarf were common enough in the Hard
Tack couniry; but the baggy goatskin
chaparejos and the jingling spurs were
rare; and the riata coiled at the Kid’s
saddle-bow was probably the only
lasso within fifty miles of Hard Tack.
He looked like a “puncher who had
wandered far—very far—{rom the cow
country, and the pilgrims who passed
him on the itrail we doubt wondered

“what he was doing there.

The trail he was following led to
nowhere but Hard Tack; and Hard
Tack was a mining town, tucked away
in the remotest recesses of the sierra.

But the Kid rode cheerily on his
way, heedless of curious glances. The
pilgrims who passed him were few; and
fewer and fewer as the steady lope of
the black-muzzled mustang carried him
higher and higher into the rugged
imountains.

There was little traffic to Hard Tack
—far from the railways, far from tele-
graph and telephone, unvisited even by
a stage-coach. Traflic to Hard Tack
went on fooi or on horseback; basggage
went oun packed burros; and there was
little enough of cither. T

The tratl, scarcely marked, followed
the bottomm of a vast canyon, with
rugged steeps and rocky ridges cn
either side, decp rocky draws, and
arroyos dried up in the sun. .Some-
where at the upper end of the canyon
lay the camp of Mard Tack—as wild
and primitive a mining-camp as any in
the Rocky Mountains, .

In a day's ride the Kid had passed
only three or four pilgrims—all but one
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obviously mining prospectors. One had
looked more like a gunmen; and that
one, after staring at the Kid's chaps
and riata, had mecasured him carefully
with his eye. Whereupon the Kid had
smiled, and carelessly dropped his hand
on & gun. And the stranger, ‘thinking
better of it, had passed on his way,
having read in the Kid’s sunburnt face
that ‘he was not a suitable subject for
a hold-up.

Held-ups, the Kid had been told, were
common enocugh on the Hard Tack
trail. He had no objection whatever
to breaking the monotony of a lonely
ride by a little “rookus” avith a hold-
up man. The Kid was not looking for
trouble; in faet, it was to get away
from trouble that he had left his own
country of Texas; but if it came along
the Kid was cheerfully prepared to
meet it. :

For some hours now the Kid had
passed no one, and heard no sound but
the clinking of his mustang’s boofs on
the hard trail. Onece or twice he had
picked up signs which showed, to the
puncher’s keen eye, that there was
another horseman ahead of him on the
trail, and he had wondered whether ne.
would overtake the rider before he
recached Hard Tack.

When the silence of the great canyon
was broken at last, the break came sud-
deniy. Ahead of the Xid, the en-
croaching rocks of the canyon sides
narrowed it to a mere gorge, through
which the trail wound irregularly.
From the gorge came a sudden clatter
of hoof-beats, and a riderless horse came
charging wildly back towards the Kid,
with reins and stirrups dangling.

The Kid grivned,. .

The rider ahead of him, whoever he
was, had lost his horse. The Kid had

all a cowpuncher's contempt for a

(Copyright in the United States of Awmerica.}

But he was
good-natured. The man who had been
dismounted, and whose horse had run
away, was in a hard case; for it was stiil
some miles to-the camp, and the going
was rough. The Kid was more than
willing to help. "He drew in his mus-
tang, and jerked the riata loose from
the bow of his saddle.

The runaway came galloping down
the rocky trail with clattéring hoofs and
tossing head. He shied away from the
Kid, and rushed on. And as he rushed
the Kid cast the rope with an unerring

galoot who could not ride.

“hand.

Whiz!

The loop settled over the tossing
head.

The black-muzzled mustang braced
himself for the - shock, with forefeet

firmly planted, as in the old days when
the Kid had roped in steers on the
grasslands of Texas. ‘

The runaway rushed on till the slack
of the rope tautened out; and then
came the shock,’ - ) :

As if a giant’s hand had plucked him
from his feet, the runaway went over,
with flying heels. .

There was a wild crashing of hoofs, as
the terrified horse scrambled. to its feet.

The Kid smiled, and drew in the.
slack of the rope. i
The horse, wild enough a few

moments hefore, came in like & lamb.
The Rio Xid caught the davgling.
reins, and then unhboked the lariat and
coiled it. Leading the recaptured horse,
he rode on into the gorge. )
The horse's owner could not be far
away, he knéw.  He wondered what
sort of a tenderfoot it was who had
allowed his horse io throw him and ges .
away. s .
“Shucks!” ejaculated the Kid.
He came suddenly in sight of the
stranger. h
On a boulder by the side of the trail
a figure was seated—a slim, slight
figure, which looked like that of a boy,
vounger than the Kid himself. .
is hat had fallen off, revealing
thick, olossy black bair. From that.
and the velvet jacket, the red sash, and
Taz Porrrar.—No. 501.
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the long spurs, the Kid guessed that the
dismounted rider was a Mexican.
The Kid made a grimace.
“ A ereaser!” he murmured.
what the thunder is he doing?’
The stranger’s face was buried in his
hands.
The Kid stared at him blankly ]
He could not believe his eyes or his
ears: But there was no doubt about the
fact. . -
© He was crying! .
“\Well, carry me home ta die!” ejacu-
lated the Kid.

UAnd

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
. Ths Tenderfoot!
AY, ho!” the Kid shouted as he
rode up, leading the horse. '
The lad seated on ihe bouider
. gave & convulsive start, and
dropped his hands from his face, and
stared at the puncher.
His cheeks were wet with tears,
The Kid grinned; he could not heip
The face he was looking at was a
very  good-locking face—a  smooth,
beardless face, almost too. soft in its
outlines to be called handsome. That
the fellow was a tenderfoot was obvious
at a glance; and "he was about the
tenderest tenderfocot that the Kid had-
ever struck. ’

“g
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Contempt the Kid could not help feel- |

ing. That any galoot more than six
vears old could sit down and cry be-
cause his horse had thrown him and run
away, the Kid could not have believed
had he mnot scen it with his own eyes,
and undoubtedly it got his goat. But
his contempt was good-natured.
slipped from his mustang, still holding
the reins of the recaptured runaway.

“Say, bo! Is this your ecritter?® he
grinned..

The tenderfoot started up.

His handsome, dusky face was flushed.

“Oh, senor! You have caught him’
for me!” he exclaimed.

“Just that!” grinned the Kid., “I
guess It was easy enough to rope him
in, feller. Don’t you know how to
ride 777

“8i, si, senor! But—-"

“He’s sure ah ornery cayuse,” said
the Kid. “VYou going on to Hard
Tack ¢~

‘'8i, senor!”’

“You're -a long way from your
country, feller,” said the Kid, eyeing
him. “I guess there ain’t many Mexi-
cans up here in Colorado.”

81, senor.”

:I"he boy stepped towards the horse.

You figure you can manage him
now?” asked the Kid. “I'll sure put
the rope on him if you say so.”

The boy Bushed again.

. “But I can manage him,” he said.

He would not have thrown me, but—
but I was tired, and—and-——" He
broke off and picked up his hat, and
then swung himself into the saddle.

"‘ If you're hitting Hard Tack, I guess
LU ride a piece with you, feller,” said
the Kid. “I’'ll sure keep an eye on that
cayuse, and see that ho don’t play any
more tricks.”

“}-‘Iuy bien, senor.”

Tho soft Spanish came pleasantly to
the ears of the Ric Kid. It was a
tongue he had hardly heard since the
Qay he had ridden out of Fexas across
the Staked Plain. The Kid did not like
greasers. He had all the prejudices of
the Texas cowpuncher., But he could
not help taking some interest in this
tenderfoot—the most . utterly helpless
. tenderfoot he had ever struck, and who
-~ Tue Porrrir,—No. 501,
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seemed so utterly out of place in the
wildest section of the mining country
of Colorado.

“You ain't on
feller 7”7 he asked.

The boy started.

“Is not this the trail o Hard Tack?”
he exclaimed,

“It sure is.”

“Then it is the right trail for me.”

“Now, look here, feller!” said the
Kid seriously. It ain’t my business to
horn in; and I guess I've no cell to
sling around advice to strangers. Bui
a galoot of your heft had better keep
clear of Hard Tack, Savvy??

“Porque? Why?"?

The Kid grinned.

“Hard Tack is sure a rough proposi-
tion;” he answered. _ “It’s the wildesé
caip lefi in tlese paris.  They pack
guns at Hard Tack, feller, and use them
mighty sudden, so I've heard. It sure
aln’'t any place for a tenderfoot, and
you're kkely to hit up against a loé of
trouble.  You want fo hit the back

the wrong trail,

trail, feller, and get out of this couniry
jest as fast as your cayuse can scatter
the dust.” -

The boy shock-his head.

Ths greensst tenderfoot in the West—
but the Rio Kid’s strange companion
through many still stranger adventures.

“Look here!” said the Kid. “I ain’t |

pressed for time. I reckon I'm my own
boss these days. I’l] sure ride back down
the trail with you, and see you come to
no harm. T’ll land you at White Pine,
where you can pick up a hack for the
railroad and get clear. You don’t want
to be cavorting round In. this sierra
hunting for frouble. Yowll find a
whole heap. Is it 2 cinch?”

The boy looked at him, and, to the
Kid’s surprise, smiled. '

“You are very good, Senor.
am going to Hard Tack.”

“You don’t belong there, 1 guess?”

“No, I am a stranger in this country.
But I have business.at ¥ard Tack, and
1 must go.”

“You got friends there?”

“No; I know no one.”

“Shucks!” said the Kid.

It was no business of his, he told him-
self. If this tenderfoot. wanted to horn
into the wildest, roughest mining camp
in the Rocky Mountains, it did' not
matter to anyone but himself. That he
would hit trouble there was certain, and
the Kid had not come into Colorado to
collect up other galoot’s troubles. But
the Kid simply could not let the matter
rest where it was. .

“¥You pack a gun?” he asked.

“No, senor.”

“Know how to use one {™>

Y Very little.?

But I

are wanied by

| observed

—

“Oh, shucks!” said the Kid again. “1
tell you, feller, what-you want to do is
to beat it out of this country jest as
fast as you know how. Why, they hold
up pilgrims on this trail every other
day. Half the hombires at Hard Track
sheriffs all over the
State. I tell you it's & bad man’s
camp.” )

“1 know it all,” zaid the boy, with a
nod, “and I am going there. Adios,
senor !’

He rode up ths trail

The Rio Kid stared after him, gave
his mustang a touch, and followed.
They rode up the gorge side by side.

“1 reckon we’ll hit Hard Tack to-
gether, feller,” said the Kid cheerfully,
“T reckon we’ll make it by nightfall.”

The DMexican nodded, and they rode
on side by side. Manv times the Kid’s
puzzled glance rested on his companion.
What business the litle tenderfoot could
have at Hard Tack was a puzzle to him.
The Kid judged his agse at about six-
teen. 1f he was older he did not look
it. He could hardly be a prospector.
He had no miner’s outfit, and the Kid
grinned at the thought of the boy pros-
pecting for gold in the rugged mountains
among the rough men of Hard Tack.
He had sat down and cried when his
horse threw him and left him.  Yes
there must be pluck in him somewhere,
or he would not have kept on the trail
after the warning the Kid had given

him. The Rio Kid made a grimace.
He knew what was going to happen.
He was going to take this ornery

tenderfoot under his wing and see him
throush, If wes bis way 1o help a lame
dog over a stile, and he could not help
it. :

Thinking of his companion and of
that troublesnme prospect in store, the
Kid was perbaps a little off his gnard.
Certainly he was taken Dby surprise
when a horseman suddenly pushed o=t

- . oty
of a rocky draw, with a Winchesiter
rifle at o level in his grip, and rapped
oub:

“Hands np!”

And the Kid, stariing from his reverie,
looked into the muzzle of the levelled
Winchester and shrugged his shoulders,
and obediently lifted his hands above
his head.

It was a “hold-up !

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Kid Takes the Chance !

3 ONY vpt?’ 3
' The command came harshly

and grufily,

« The man with the rifie held
the drop, and the Rio Kid knew better
than to disregard a levelled Win-
chester with a finger on the trigger, and
a keen, ruthless eye gleaming over 1it.
He held his hands steadily above his
head, submissive, smiling, watchful as
2 cat for a chanece fo come his way. The
Rio Kid was not an easy man to hold
up, or to go through when he was held
up. But while he looked steadily -at the
road-agent, with the tail of his eye he
the boy tenderfoot. He
expected to see the dusky lad crumple
up with terror, perhaps burst into tears.
The Kid would have been surprised at
nothing of that sors after what he had
seen before. But he was surprised at
the coolness of the tenderfoot; which
was unexpected. The lad held up his
hands as ordered over his sombrero, but
thev did noi tremble, and his dusky face
was calm, his black eyes steady.

The Kid was glad to see 1. TFor
although he was siiting his horse quietly.
with his hands up, covered by a repeat-
ing rifle ready to eject a stream of
bullets at a second’s notice, the Kid had
a hunch that matters were not going all
the hold-up man’s way. And ke did
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not want any sob stuff going on when
the shooting started. . .
Certainly, af the moment, the Rio Kid
did not lock as if he was thinking of
shooting. There was a resigned grin on
his face, and he nodded to the horse-
man, whose face was hidden behind a
black scarf, drawn round it to hide his
identity, anly the eyes being left visible.

“You call the game this time,-
pardner,” said the Kid cheerily, “If
there’s anything you want give it a

name.”’

T guess I want your roll, puncher,”
s4id the masked man, “and I sure hope
they paid you off when you lef§ your
ranch.”

The Kid chuckled.

“I guess it’s dog’s ages since 1 was
paid off on a ranch, felier!” Lé said.
“Tut there’s sure a roll in my belt. 1
guess I’'m willing to oblige; but how am
1 going to pony up while I'm reaching
for the sky, pardner?”

“Keep ‘em upt”

“It’s your say-so,” assented the Kid
amiably, “T'll keep 'em up-till the cows
come home if you want.”

“ And not so muech chowing the rag!”
grunted the road-agent. © You fry any
tricks, puncher, and this hyer rifle goes
off, pronto.” ’ . .

“Ya T look like trying tricks?” said
the Kid in 2 pained tone. “I sure know
when I'm at the little end of the horn,
pardner, and I ain’t bucking agin 2
Winchester at close range.” .

The horseman pushed closer. Keeping
the rifle at a level, with the butt under
his vight arm, his finger on the trigger,
and the muzzle nearly touching the IKid
ho reached out with his left hand and
jerked away the puncher’s guns.

It was neatly done—the Kid covergd
all the time, without a chance to resist
unless at the price of a bullet through
Lis body. As a man who knew how to
hindle guns himself, the Kid rather ad-
mired the road-agent’s style; though his
determination was not lessened to get
the better of him before they parted,
Hvidently the man knew the game, an
this was not the first time he had held
up pilgrims on the trail. For, all the
while, he had one eye on the tender-
foot, and was ready to shift the rifle
and shoot him down if he showed a sign
of lowering his hands. But the boy re-
mained motionless on his horse, his
hands up, evidently not dreaming of
resistance.

“Now light down, puncher,” came the

. order.

“Sure !”

The Rio Kid alighted.

“Up with ’em !”’

The words were snarled out as the
Kid’s hands strayed seemingly by acci-
dent towards the pocket in his chaps.
And the Kid laughed and his hands
went up again. The road-agent leaned
over and Jerked out the httle hidden
dertinger {rom the pocket of the chaps.

“You know the whole game, feller,”
said the Kid. “I guess you've sure had
gome practice on the trails.”

“I reckon I've seen a puncher shoot
from the pocket before now, hombre,”
answered thoe road-agent. “Stand back
and keep ’em up!”

“You bet.”

The Rio Xid began to wonder
whether he really was kbeaten to it this
time He was disarmed now, and the
eyes that gleamed over the black scarf
were watchful as a cougar’s.

The road-agent turned ito the tender-
foot, and yet he was watching the Rio
Kid all the time.

“Light down, tendesfoot!”

The boy obediently alighted.

Price2d. B
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AT CLOSE QUARTERS.

rifis was knocked up even as it was turned upon him.

Ths Kid plunged at the robber so quickly that the

Bang ! Tnhe bullet spad

over the Kid’s shoulder, and the next moment the road-agent staggered back

under a crashing blow.

“Lipre up beside that hombre.”

“8i, senor.”

The tenderfoot backed to the side of
the trail, standing beside the Rio Kid,
only a couple of feet from his side.
The Kid's mustang was standing like a
rock in the trail; but the young Mexi-
can’s horse was pawing the ground rest-
lessly. Suddenly he swerved round and
dashed away back up the trail, with a

13ingle of bridle and stirrup. The road-

agent took no heed; but there was an
exclamnation of dismay from the tender-
foot.

“My horse -

“T guess he's gone. Stand back, you
locoed geck!” snarled the road-agent;
and the tendercot, who had made a
move forward, stood back obediently.

The runaway horse vanished In the
shadows of the canyon.

“I guess 1l give you a Hft on my
mustang into town, when this gent 1is
through withus,” said the Xid cheerily,
“That cayuse is sure ornery.”

“Ponv up!”’ came the rapping order
from the road-agent. “You first,
puncher. Show up your roll.”

He dismounted, and stepped towards
the Kid.

“Pronte!” smiled the Kid.

E

“Yon can pub down your paws. Get
' a move on 1
The Kid drow a roll from the little

pouch inside bis belt. There were fifty

(See Chapter 3.)

dollars in that roll; and the Kid's face
did not betray there was twenty times
as ruch concealed in his boots,

Since he had lost a roll in the sheep
country of Wyoming, the Kid had been
very careful. He tossed the roll to the
road-agent, who caught it with his free
hand, looked at it, and dropped it into
a pocket. Fifty dollars was as much as:
he expected to raise from a fellow who
lecked like a cowpuncher, and he gave
a grunt indicating that he was satis
fied. He returned to the tenderfoof.

-“Here you, Mex!” he snopped,

“Zenor, I have very little "

“Fvery little helps, I~ reckon!”;
gripned the hold-up man. “I ain’t
grumbling at that, if you hand over all’
you've got. Pronto!”

The tenderfoot hesitated,

“Pony up, feller,” advised the Kid.

“This gent holds the drop, and he ain’t

here to argue. You want to pony up.”;

“You sure do, Mes,” said the roud
agent. “I guess you wanb to hurry,!
too, if you ain's looking to be fixed for
the coyotes.” .

Slewly the tenderfoot drew a littte
leather purse from an inmer pocket of
his velvet jackes.

He opened it and took out a small
roll of Dbiils, which he handed over to
the trail-robber. |

“Hald on!” grinned the road-agent,

THE PoPULaz.~-No. 90L.




B

THE LEADING BOYS' STORY PAPER.

bout to replace the

tha boy was a :
Tes : reckon . there’s more

]i-uiherl s:m.tc; vt““I
1 an taat. i
to“léht, 16110, senor; 1 'Eavc gij:end you
all tho money 1 have!l e:idaxuncj tqn)c;,
Mexican. ‘1 bave ll,?ft only papers.

* Hz them over!

‘llli‘\légvd belong to me, and 1 caqnot
give them to you,” said the tenderfoot
. Ir an unsteady volce, but :\‘wth ‘z‘m ?}?Stl:
na-y that astonished the id. I swear
that they are only papers, and I must
ice et ”’

LL’_[L‘lrxjoth:oad—agcnt stargd at hin}, over

the black scarf that disguised his hard

fa’hl?}.x‘o muzzle of his rifle was 0;1]y three
feet from the graceful, delicate figure
of the tenderfoot. A”pres§u‘rel‘of ‘hlvs:
finger was Instant deatn. Yet the u};}__,
replaced the little leather sack in I;S
pocket and faced him, pale as death,
Lut evidently determmcd. ]

 (Oh, sho!” gasped uh_c Kid. .

This was the tcn_dertoot»he hed seen
weeping on the trail—dcfying an z_u'mec}
thicf to whose demands the ‘I&ld himself
had yielded, knowing thazr_the cards
were against him, The Kid feit a
throb of shame for the contempt he had
falt for the boy-
ﬂ‘l‘t\’igmi. soa;ch me!” ejaculated the
road-agent in astonishment. “f you
want to hear this rifle talk, I guess 1t's
our savso, dMox. 1 guess I can lifs ‘t}mg
cvip from your carcasze after Tve spilled
your vingear ever these here dol}leS.
Hand over that grip, sharp, or 7o

i1 will not!” ‘exclaimed the boy
passionatelv.

“I tell you it is only
papers, and I will not give them up!?”

The blaze of feracity that came into
the road-agent’s eyes over the black
cenrf told of his intentiom. On his own
account the Rio Kid probably would not
have taken the chance. He knew when
ta take a chance, and when not to take
one; and this was a chance that was not
to be taken by a wise man, if he could
heip it. Put to see the tenderfoot shot
dawn by his side was not in the Kid’s
programmae.

If he had any chance at all it was
hecause the road-agent’s rage and
amazemens ot the boy’s deflance fixed
his atténtion on the little Mexican,
And when the Kid moved it was with
the swiftness of the lightning flash. He
plunged at the robber so suddenly that
the rifle swung round on him a second
too late as it roared. Instead of the
muzzle meeting the Kid’s chest, the
barrel struck on his shoulder six inches
from the muzzle—a fraction of a second
made all the difference. The bullet
rished, with the stream of smoke, be-
hind the Kid, as his clenched knuckles
drove like a mallet into the masked
face.

As he staggered under the crashing
blow, the road-agent fired again, but
his  rifie unconsciously lifted as he
staggered, and the bullet smashed
through the crown of the Kid’s Stetson,
barely grazing the top of his head.

For a third shot the trail-thief had no
time, for the Kid grasped the rifle with
his left and foreed it up, and his knee
jammed into the pit of the robber’s
stomach with sickening force. The
maszked man crumpled up and fell on
his side, gasping stertorously; and the
next second the rifle was in the Kid’s
nands, the muzzle thrust into the bull
rﬁmcg of the trail-thief, grinding into the
itsVe
, “You want to keep quieh, feller!”
irawled the Kid, and the dazed and
breathless ruffian, who was grabbing at

Tre PrpUnam.—No. 501

a gun in his belt, desisted, just in time
to stop the- bullet from speeding.
«“~You durned gink I he panted. .,
“Give vour beanhox a rest, feller”
smiled the Kid. “I guess this 1s my
game, after alll I sure don’t know _why
T don’t blow your cabeza into little
picces, you .gold-darned geck; bub I sure
will if you give me any trouble Lie
still, you coyotel” o ]
- And the road-agent lay still, his eyes
hurning at the Kid over the black scart
that masked his face.

THE FCURTH CHAPTER.
At Hard Tack!
¢ ADRE di Dios! Nuestra
M ‘Senora P panted the tender-
~ foot breathlessly. )
He reeied wsguinsi a rock
by the trail, as if the strain had been
too much for him, and he was shaking
from head to foot.

“1 guess it’s all O.K. new, feller,”
said the Kid. “This gent is gure being
resonable, like a good little man. 1
guess you can take off his hardware.”

“ 31, amigo mio.”

The tenderfoot

gother. ‘
. While the Kid held the rifle-muszzle
jammed in the trail-robbeér’s neck, the
tenderfeot bent over him and removed
the revolver from his belt. He tossed i%
away among tho rocks. .

“Noew pick up my guns, feller.,”

The tenderfoot handed the Xid his

pulled himself to-

guns. The Iid lowered the rifle, and
stamped on the leck, and tossed b
away. A siz-gun was In his hand now,

and the road-agent, watching him like
a cat. did not move. The Rio Kid
would have shot him up without the
slightest compunction had he resisted,
and his icy glance showed as much.

“Now take that rag off his face and
tie up his paws with it, feller,” drawled
the Kid.

81, senor”

The road-agent made a convulsive
movement, but he did not resist. The
Kid’s six-gun enforced obedience.

The black scarf was unwound from
his face, and the Kid looked at him
rather curiously. He saw a hard set of
features—the face of a “bad”™ mman,
hard and ruthless; bu} the face was that
of a stranger to him. With deft hands
the tenderfoot bound the ruflian’s wrists
together. 7
B o it e el et A i~ e

Are YOU
Starting
Wireless?

Build a wireless set this autnran
and ‘‘listen-in >’ during the iong
winter evenings. POPULAR
WIRELESS—the paper that made
wireless popular—is ranning a
series of articles specially for
beginners. Everything is made
absolutely plain—no complicated
technical terms — Radio from A
to Z! It doesu’t matter how
little you know about wireless,
these articles will show you how,
Read the first in this week’s

MakesurecfaCony.

QutonThurs., Aug, 30ta.

‘I reckon you can get on your hind
legs now, hombre,” said the Kid, And
the mian serambled up. _

He stood panting, his face coniorted,
far frem recovered from the hard usage
he had received at the Kid’s hands.

“I guess I'il trouble you for my roli,
hombre,” :aid the Kid, and he took
back his fifty dollars and the smaller
roll that had been handed over by the
Mexzican. “¥You sure ran up against a
snag when you horned in  heve,
hombre.”

“Ah, but you are a brave caballera,
senor,” said the DMexican, his -dark eyei-
on the Kid’s face, ”

The Xid laughed.

“I guess I'd never have taken the
chance,” he said, “I sure allowed it
wasn’t good enough, if you hadn’t been
such  an  ornery little cuss and as
obstinate *as a Mexican burro. Next
time you get held up by & gunman,
feller, you don’t want to argue with
him while he's got a gat in his grip.
You want to iatk turkey to a galoot
with 2 gun.” '

“I could not give up the papers,
senor,” faltered the Mexican.

) “They must sure be valuable papers,.
feller; but I guess they wouldn’'t be
much use to you on the other side of

Jordan.”
g‘he tenderfcot shook his head.
I will die rather than part with

them,” he said.

“Then I recken you shouldn’t have
toted them into the Hard Tack
country,” grinned the KXid. “Now
you've had o sample of the country, do
vou want to hit the back trail? T’
sure make goocd my offer to see you safe
down to White Pine.” '

Again the Mexican sheok his head.

“I musi go on,” hs answered. I
must go to Hard Tack., You do nok
tnderstand, senor; but I have nq.
choice.” S

“1 surs L
admitted the Kid, “PBut if yow're still
for Hard Tack, that goes. I reckon
we'll tote this galoot along and hand
him over to the town marshal.”

The 1Alexican glanced down the
canyon. 'The shadows were lengthen-
ing as the sun sank lower hehind the
mountains of Colorado, and the hoof-
beats of the runaway had long died into
silence.” .

“My horss is gone.”

“¥ou can sure horrow this galoot’s
cayuse,” said the Kid.- “He ain’t fixed
to raise any objections.”

The tenderfoot smiled.

* 31, senor.” -

“You're going to hoof i, hombre,”
said the Kid. “Hit the trail ahead of
us, and walk. Prorto!”

“You =ain't toting me into Hard
Tack?”  muttered the road-agent
savagely. :

“1 sure am,” replied the Kid. “And
if you figure cn dodging away, hombre,
remember that this six-gon will go off
the same minute.”

“T1 guess 2 S ] ,

“Quit chewing the rag, you gink! It
ain’t your say-so now! Get moving!”

A glint in the Kid’s eyes warned the
trail-thief to obey, and hé slouched
savagely along the trail. The Xid held
the robber’s horse for the tenderfoot to
mount, and then swung himself upon
the grey mustang.

With the road-agent, his hands hound
behind him, tramping and stumbling
along the rocky trail ahead, the Kid
and his companion rode on towards the
camp of Hard Tack.

There was a smile on the Rio Kid’a
sunburnt face. Kvery chance had been

{Continued on page 28.)
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THE RIO KID!

(Continued from page 6.)

ag'unst hifn in the tussle with the road-,

agent,. aird, Tre kadw that hé would never
have ta.ken that desperate chance had it

not been .io save-the life .of the youug.

Mexican.  But he-had got away with it.
And. the [Kid was glad that he. was not,
after all, going to ride 4nto a town like
Hard Tack .without his guns. . For the
roll ‘he éared thc'

would want his guns. = Every man at
Hard Tack packed a gun, and from
what he™had heard, the town marshal,
Jeft Qakes; was as rough-andiready as
any gun-man in.the camp. He needed
to_bié, to keep anything like law in the
wildest' camp in Colorado.

“I reckon I_ain't ‘horning “into your
business, feller,” the Kid remarked; as

they . rode at 'a walk. behind the
stumbling, cursifig road-agent, a dozén
paces ahead of them on the trail. “DBut

:f them papers in your sack xs SO pesk'y
valuable, you want to keep ’ em safer.”

“They sre of value, senor,” stam-
mered ‘the Mexican. “At least, one
paper is valuable—~

“Then why the thunder did you bring
it into "this country?” asked “the Kid.
R {3 s,mt safe in your hands, feller,
noliow.”

“I know—] know!

3

value here——

The, Kid chuckled.

“You'y .ve got some pm:pcctors map
to a gold-nyine, I guess,” he said, and
he chuckled again as the tenderfoot
started and coloured. “Sho! I ain't
asking you questions; feller; but if it's
any good, don't tecll them about it at
Hard ’lack And don't keep it where it
is now. There's galoots in this section
who “‘l”. have it off you before you can
say to sugar in miie.’ Yoll got a
lining in vour hat 7" : T e

“81, senor.

But it is only of

“Stick ‘the paper under it, thon and‘
1 guess your pockets-

keep -1t there.
will be’ gone through' a dozen times
beforo . vou ve been a week in this
country.”

“Quien sabe?” said the Mexican, with
a sigh.. “It is good advice, scnor, and
I will take lt » :

but-in Hard Tack.
it.was miach moré“likely than not that hé'|

. Thé Kid" rode a iittle ahead, placing
himself’ between the- te‘ndeffoot and the.
road:agent. . in. case - the -latter should
glance round. He was not keen to see
the papor that the Mexican drew from
the leather mirse and coticealed under
the ‘liing of ~his hat® £ wWas no bual—
ness of-his; ‘mioreover, the Kid @id not
helieve " for a momcnt that thete was
any valuo in jt, ‘a3 the ht%le teriderfoot”
‘did. “1his. mndorfoot ~was Tot- thé first,

by many a hundred.“who 4)ad ‘come up:
“inte thé sierca behc\mg tha,t he held‘a
clue to a goldanine. -

With a clatter of hoof~ “the \Iexlcan

rejothéd-hinr™ e gave thd Kid a sxmle
and a nod.

“Al'O.K. now?” asl\cd lhc Kid, smil-
mg, too.

“8i, senor.’

A few mintites later the camp of Hard
Tack was 1n sight—a straggling row of
shacks and cabins strung along the vast
wall of the canyon,- with a mountain
streati’  leaping T =plaahmg by."
Among the smaller’buildiygs one large
timber. cdifice stood- out. promment[v'
whith the Kid guésiod was the Hard"
Tack Hotel. Miners could be seen in
the distance coming in from the claims
—rough, red-shirted .men with picks,
and every man mtp*’ﬂ ‘gyn.in a holster
at his belt. Ouﬁldet. ‘the *hitel six _or
seven  men I were hung mg,
stumbling. roa‘d agent. tu¥ned:.his head,
-and gave the Iud & gl‘are of savage

) enmity. e

“You rockou 3ou re totmg me into
camp ?”

“I ‘surc do'” -called back the I\xd

amiably. “Hoof it!” .- |
““I guoss you'll bé sorry.”

“T'm taking mv ch:mces on. that”
smiied the Kid. “Hoof it, 1 keep. on
telling. you ..

The ~road-agent. turned agam, and‘
stumbled bn < Then, " with, a ~sudden
bound, - *$prang away am0ug the
rough. boulders besidg, the trail.:

The Kid's hand flashed to a ‘gun.

The . man, \nlh - desp(.mte -hastoe,
‘seratnbled” away ‘attiong the Foeks, where

-

|:a_horse could not follow him; But the
Kidis gun. ‘gleamed oul: in the ‘suhlight,
.and in~a «cond more™’ let would
have ~ped. But the tendarfoot. reached
wrer dml edught the Kid' 5 a I,
“Senor ! Stop 1™ -

“ it mp v shouted the Iua

“Sonor-—"

Far o momenh the RlO K\ds eyog !
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glinted tvlth anger. With a wrench, hie
tore His arto loosé from the: tenderfoot'
grasp. ' The . revolver gleamed .up,

aimed after_the fleeing trail-robber.

‘But the respite, brief as it was, had
been“enough for the fugitive. - He had
plunged ofiL" of - sight among the broken
rocks_and beulders,. . His" séraimbling
movements could still be heard “but he
was no lorgér to be seen. . "

“Phunder !” “exclaimed the I}.:d
angrily. - He jammed-thbd revolver back
Linto _ its . holster. ., “You dog‘-"oned
gink ! P ) )

The. tenderfoot ﬂmched ‘under hig
dngxy lapk.

“I ¢ould not sce you shoot hlm, senor'
He is a thigf;'but his life—"

* “*You locoqd mosshéad 1. %mwled the
Kid.  *“Did you figure t'haf. was' going
to send him’ up the flume, ard him with
his paws tred? I'd have dropped him
with a crease on his cabeza, like 1 used
to the ofnery stegts down ~in, Texas,
and he wouldn’t have been a red cent
the worse! Now he's got clear—unless I
stalk him amotg -them donicks like a
pesky jdck- rabbit.” which 1 reckon’ I
ain’t going to do, noliow. Durn your
ornery sass——"

“On, senor!” The tenderfoot’s hps
quivered and the Kid, to his alarm,
saw traces of coming tears on f,he dark
eyelashes. <

“QOh, can it!” cxclaimed the K:d “T
guess it’s all right. feller. Yau sure got
my goat, but [ ain’t mad with you; boy,
I‘orget it.”

- He burst into a laugh.

“You're sure too soft for this couhtry,
boy. -Look here, 1 guess I've ¢old you
before that you wang to hit the back
trail, and Til ride herd -over you ‘and
sce you safe to White Pine.” Hard Tack
isn’t the place for a baby tendeérfdot.
qu}, lJ,

_The boy shook lus head.

51 must go on,” ho said. “I must. T
.Oh,- shucks{” grunted* the* Kid.
“Xou sure make me tired! 'Then i¥'s
ine‘to ride herd over you at Hard Tack
and see you through.” »

And they rode on together into f;m
straggling street of Hard Tack )

(I'ou i learn more about tlmx atnmgc
tenderfootl in next week's stirring tole of
the Rio Kid. Don't miss: * I'HE“MAI{-V
SHAJ, OF HARD TACK I"—it's
brillignt yarn, and quite the best of tkts

rand Western series!
7
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THE RIO KID DEFIES THE GUNMAN! Asthe figure of the &g

— notorious. gunman

appeared in the doorway of the Saloon, there was a stampede for cover, But |

the Rio Kid did _not move ; his hand was close to his gun-holster ready to draw,
(See the Roaring Western Tale inside.)




_tOOKJNG AFTER A LONELY TENDERFOOT! .

The Rio Kid guessed hie was in Jor o pretiy lively tine when ke championed the lonely tittle tenderfoot, Alvaro.
fie 73 not disappoinfed—for Irouble certuinly comes his way ! )

THE FIRST CHAPTERH.
A Strange Recognition !

" FARD TACK CAMP lay in the
red glow of the seiting esun
when the Rio Kid rode in from
the mountain trail. There was

a half-thoughtful, half-amused expres-
sion on the Kid’s sunburnt face as ke
rode the black-muzzled grey mustang
mto the straggling street of Hard Tack.
It was a new cxperience for the Rio
Kid to be riding herd over a tenderfoot,
and that fenderfoot a dusky Mexican.
Mexicans, to the Kid, were “ Greasers,”
and he did not like Greagers; and he
.had no use for tenderfect, In a camip
fike Hard Taclk, where every man
packed a.gun, and shooting affrays were
rather the rule than the exception, a
raloot had enough to do to look after
bimself and keep his own end up, with-
out a tenderfoot to ook after. And the

tenderfoot who rode beside the Kid was |

the softest, tenderest, meost helpless
tenderfoot that the Kid had ever struck,
with his delicate figure, his good-looking
face and darvk eyes with long lashes, his
timid manner, his ovident feavr of the
strange, wild country to which ke had
come for no reason that the Kid could
understand.  The mere sight of that
helpless greenhorn was caleulated to gel
the Kid’s zaat. Why he had made up his
mind to befviend the fellow who was
an utter stranser and to take on.his own
shoulders the trouble thab was eertain
1o come to him, the Kid could not have
told—urless iv was that the very help-
lessness” of the boy made smne“;mpcal
te him, cr unless 1% was that the Kid's
heart beat responsive ito the thaught of
trouble.  Tb was not by hiz own fnult
“that the Rio Kid was an ouwilaw in bis
own country of Texas, bui he had ic
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*“The Marshal ¢f Hard Tack.”

admit that a heap of the trouble he had
struck had come to him because he never
could keep from horning into other
galoots’ difficulties. ‘

“Why couldn’t he mind his own
business 7”7’ was a question the Kid asked
himself many times. He couldn’t, that
wag clear; for he was making it his
business to see this timid tenderfoot
through, in the wildesi and roughest
mining-camp in  the mountains of
Ceolorade.

He noted, with amusement, the boy’s
startled look as they rode together into
Hard Tack, Miners were coming in
from the gulches, burly men in red
shirts and Steisons, rough and bearded,
Qutside the big timber building that
bore the sign of the Hard Tack Hotel,
a dozen men were lounging, and they all
stared curiously at the strangers as the
two pilerims came in from the dusty
trail. One of them, a fall, black-
bearded man, was dressed in “store

‘clothes, though he wore a Stetson like

the rest, and he was the only one who
displayed no gun in his belt. Bui a
bulge in the breast of his coat indicated
that Jeff Qakes, tho marshal of Hard
Tack, was “heeled,” though he did not
carry a gun in a holster at his belt. All
eyes were fxed on the sirangers as they
came up—they were rather an uncom-
mon sight in BHard Tack: one of them
obvicusly a tenderfoot, and ihe oiher a
cow-puncher in chaps and spors. Tender-

intense, penelrating stare.

feet seldom or never came to Hard

Wonvrizhkt in the Unfz‘ed__Sraz‘es of America.)

Tack; and it was rare for a puncher to
ride so far from the cow country. ;

“ Evening, gents!” said the Kid, in kis
ceol Texas drawl. “1 reckon this hyer

.spebang is the hotel, fellers?”

“You've said it. Lost a cow?” asked
one of the loungers, and there was a
laugh from the rest, at the ides of a
puncher having trailed a lost cow ‘so
far up the sierra.

The Kid laughed, too.

“I guess not,”_he answered. “T ain’t
lost 'a cow, though I reckon Y've found!
a burro,” L

There was another laugh, and the’
questioner frowned: “burro” being
equivalent to “ass.” ;

“I guess they fired you off your ranch
for being too fresh,” he remarked.

The Kid was about to reply, when his:
attention was drawn fo the tall, black-
bearded iman who strode out of the!
group towards the boy who had ridden’
in with the Kid. :

The young Mexican had dismounted,!
and stood by his horse, his big sombrero
shading his face. The marshal of Hard:
Tack, towering over the hoy, struck
the hat upward, and stared hard at the
startled, olive face under the wide brim.-

“Thunder!” he exclaimed. o

The boy shrank back, startled -and|
scared.

The black-bearded man’s sharp, glint-
ing eyes were fixed on his face with an
There was
recognition in that stare, and the Kid,:
as he looked, wondered. The boy,
whose name even he did not know, had’
tald him that he was a stranger in the
mountain mining country, and knew po
one at Hard Tack. But from -thg
marshal’s looks, i% was plain thai he
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knew, or thoughi he knew, the tender-
foot.

“Thunder !” he repested.

“ Senor ? faliered the boy.

The black-bearded man grasped him
by the shoulder and drew him nearer,
to scan his face more intently in the
failing light.

The boy gave a cry.

The Rio Kid slipped from his
mustang. His face was grim, and his
hand was very near his gun as he
stepped up to the black-bearded man.

“Liet up, feller,” said the Kid coolly.
“T guess my pardner ain’t used to being
handled that-a-way.”

The marshal did not seem to heed
him, but his hand dropped from the

boy’s shoulder. His gaze remained
intently fixed on the startled olive face.
“It’'s the son of FEscobedo!” he
execlalmed,

There was a buzz at once. )

The name was strange to the Rioc Kid,
but evidently it was well known in Hard
Tack. A dozen men sere crowding
round, all of them staring hard at.the
startled olive face of the little Mexican.

“®pill ir, boy,” snapped the marshal,
“¥ou're the son of Hscobedo, trailing
back here to look for the old man’s
mine.”

““No, senor,” faltered the boy.

“You lie!” exclaimed the marshal
savagely., “I'd know the Kscobedo face
anywhere. ¥You're his son.” :

“YI am not his son!” exclaimed the
Mexican.

“Your name, then?”

“Alvare.”

“I guess he's got the Escobedo face,
marshal,” drawled one of the loungers.
“He locks soft to be that old fire-bug's
* son, but he’s sure got the Escobedo
face.”

““He sure has,” said the marshal.

The Kid whistled softly., He drew
nearver to the slim Mexican., He had had
little doubt that the tenderfoot would
hit trouble in a wild camp like Hard
Tack, but he had not looked for this.
He could see that the mention of the
name. of Escobedo had caused a
. sensation. Quietly the Kid interposed
between the shrinking -tenderfoot and
the curious, staring crowd. .

“Let up, gents,” said the ¥id, “I
guess I don't savvy who HKscobedo i,
or was, but if he’s some galoot who's
got your goaf—--"

'E_The black-bearded marshal turned to

im.
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“You don’t know who Escobedo
was?” he exclaimed. )

“Never heard the name, feller.”

“You're a stranger in this country,
then?” .

“Right in once,” assented the Kid.
“Texas is my country. I reckon I'm
jest down from the sheep country in
Wryoming. Who's this hyer Escobedo,
who seems to have got the goat of all
this camp ?”

“1 guess you know as well as I do,
when you've come riding in with his
son,’’ snapped Jeff Oakes.

“I am not the son of Escobedo,
senor !” exclaimed the tenderfoot. ¢ If
T look like him, I cannot help tk: I am
not his sons

“You *hear what my pardner says,”
drawled the Kid.. “What he says, goes.
-But suppose he was the son of the
galoot you call Escobedo, what about it ?
Any law in Colorado agin a galoot being
the son of Escobedo?”

“71 guess if he's tne son of HEscobedo,
he knows where to look for old
Escobedo’s mine, the richest sirike ever’
made in Colorade!” srcapped the
marshal. .

“Sho!” ejaculated the Eid.

He remembered the paper which the
Mexican had refused, at the risk of.
death, to hand over to the hold-up man
on the trail, and the Xid thought that
he knew now why the tenderfoot had
corae to Hard Tack.

“The marshal’s intent stare at the
Mexican relaxed, and he stepped back.

“Well, if you allow you ain't Iisco-
bedo’s son, that goes,” he said.

And he went inio the timber hotel.

Under the staring eves of a score of
men the Rio Kid and his companion
turned their horses into the corral. The
tenderfoot’s face was pale, and the Kid
murmured in his ear:

“1 guess if you want to hit the back
trail, feller, T’il ride herd over you as
far as White Pine and see you clear.”

“No.” ' :

“There’s trouble in the air here,”
prophesied the Kid. “The galoots sure
have a hunch that you're the son of the
pilgrim they call Escobedo, and that
seems to be a name that gives them
the jumps. And that fire-bug with the
black beard ain’t let the matter drop,
not by iong chalks he ain’f, if I'm any
judge, though he lets on he’s satisfied.
And seems like he’s the magshal of this

- burg. You want to mount and ride.”

H

- “F porque?”

) £< NO I)l

The Kid laughed.

“Let’s get into the shebang, then.” -

And the Rio Kid and his protege
entered the timber hotel together, still
under many staring and curious eyes.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Story of Escobedo !

ARD TACK was a rough camp,
and the accommodalbion at the
timber hotel was of the simplest.
The building was all on one

floor, with wooden shutters fo the

windows, glass being unknown in the
camp. There was a corral for horses,
and bare rooms, with a plank bed each

for rguests;  gnests -in Bard Tack
brought their own bedding or went

‘without. The proprietor, a fat man
with one eye—the other having been
gouged oub in. some trouble—told the
newcomers they could pick their rooms;
there were no other guests at the Hard
Tack Hotel. There seldom were; the
business of the place was chisfly in the
saloon bransh, where fiery fire-water
was sold in open disregard of sll laws
to the contrary, and a faro-table was
run by hard-faced gamblers who found
their last resort in that remote moun-
fain camp.

The Rio Kid, with hiz slicker pack
on his arm, went to look ab the rooms,
of which there were five or six in a
row, opening on a passage behind the
saloon, with - windows looking over
waste ground towards the towering
wall of the-canyon.

“I "guess, feller,” sald the Kid
cheerily, “that we'll bed down in one
room; it will be safer for you, 1
reckon.”

The tenderfoot gave a start.

“Oh, no, senor !” he exclaimed.
acked the Xid, in
“astonishment. “Why? T fell you that
you ain’t safe in this camp, boy; you
don’t even pack a gun, and I reckon
you wouldn’t know how to use  one if
you did. That black-bearded galoot
means you uno good, felier, for all he
allows he’s let the matter drop. Don’t
I keep on telling you I'm riding herd
over you?”’

The boy smiled faintly.

“You are too good, senor !”

“Ch, shueks!"” growled the Kid. “I
guess I ain’t letting a benighied tender-
foot like you run loose. You're going
to bed down in my room, and I guess
if any fresh galoot horns in, he’ll find
me at home, sabe 7"’

“No, no!” The boy seemed strangely
alarmed. “Oh, no, senor! I will
fasten door and window, and I shall be
safe ” )

“Now, ain’t you an ornery little
cuss ?” complained the Kid. “Buf have
your own way! I guess I know your

‘reason, too!”

The boy gave a viclent start.

“Senor, you—you know—"" he
falterad. ,

The Kid chuckled. )

“Vep! You being a Mexican greaser,
you want to fix up a crucifix over your
bed, and you don’t want a Gringo
around !” he grinned. “Ain’t that it7”

“Q0h, senor [ exclaimed the boy.

He did not answer directly, but he
looked relieved, as if he had feared that
the puncher had found some other
explanation.

The rooms having been selected, the
Kid deposited his slicker pack in his
own. But the Mexican had no pack.

«] guess there’s a store next door to
this shebang,” said the Kid. “You v\-':ugt
to buy some things, boy. They don’s
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ive you nothing but a plank bed to
filgei) %n in this hyer palatial hotel. I
reckon your hoss ran away with ?H your
_fixings in the hills, and you won’t never
see that cayuse agalil. Lucky we
cinched that hold-up gent’s cayuse for
vou to ride into camp. " You come wzt,h
e, aud Ill see the storekeeper @on’t

“ rob you, as he sure would if I didn’t
‘ide herd.” .
U%’iom the timber hotel the two
strangely assorted comrades went into
the store adioining.

The storekéeper stared at them har‘d
as they came in, ceasing to pick his
teeth with a Jjack-knife in his keen
interest.

“Sho! Young Xscobedo!”
claimed,

“T see 195 all over the town 17 grinned
the Rio Kid. “But you've gobt it
wrong, feller; my pardner’s name Is
Alvaro!” . ‘ ]

“1 am not the son of Escobedo !” said
the Mexican wearily, )

“I guess fellers fit up with a lot of
new names sometimes!” said the store-
keeper, with a wink.

“QOh, can it} said the XKid. He
leaned on the counter while the tender-
foot proceeded to select his few pur-
chases. ““Look here, feller, who’s this
Fscobedo that the whole camp seems
wild about? I never heard the name
before I horned into Hard Tack.”

“1 guess yoil're the only galoot in this
counfry that ain’t heard it, then!”
grinned the storekeeper.

“Well, who was he? And what was
he when he was at home?” asked the
Kid.

He wag curlous on the subjech.

“Well, he was a Mexican, and ii’s ten
years sinee he was in Hard Tack,” said
the storckeeper. “1 reckon there never
would have been a camp here at all
but for old Joaquin Tscobedo. He was
a prospector up from Mexico, and he
struck it rich hereabouts. He used to
come down the mountains with a burro
and bags of gold-dust and nuggets. The
boys got the office at last and trailed
him up to this canyon. There was some
strikes made round about, and the camp
grew up, but old FEscobedo’s strike was
never located. He used to disappear
into the sierra, and when he came back
that old burro of his carried plenty
gold, but where he got it no galoot
ever knew,”

“Bho1” said the Kid. “T sure wonder
that no g:afoot ever got on his trail and
located the mine,”

“More than one galoot sure got on
his trail,” grinned the storekeeper, “but
them galoots never came back!. It was
sure talked up and down the camp that
old Escobedo laid for them in the hills
and snot them up I”’

The Kid whistled. >

“And what became of Escchedo 7 he
asked. s

“Ye was shot up at last by a galoot
whoe was trailing him - for his- mine,”
answered the storekeeper. “Leastways,
he was found spread out on the irail,
with his burro standing beside him, and
as full of holes as a colander. The boys
planted him, -and that was the end of
Joaquin Escobedo !

“And they never {fr7'nd the mine?™”

“Nix! I guess there’s pilgrims hunt-
ing for it still. Every paloot that goes
‘out fossicking from this camp has got
a hunch that sooner or later he’ll hit
up against the Escobedo mine.” The
gtorekeeper grinned.  “But nobody
ain’t found it—yet!” )

“1 guess that's a fortune waiting for
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he ex-

in it’s place.”

some lueky galoct!” remarked the Rio
Kad.

“PBure ¥

“ And he never staked out a claim and
registered it 7" asked the Kid.

“He sure never did. He kept it a
secreb. I guess his claim wounld have
been jumped #H he’d made it known }’
grinned the storekeeper. “The boys
round here- sure wouldn’t have let a
greaser walk off with the richest strike
in Colorado. I guess Hard Tack
wouldn’t have sitood for that. But it’s
known that he used to send letters from
White Pine to his people in Mexico,
and when he was drunk sometimes he
used to talk aboub his son. So the boys
figure that sconer or later Escobedo’s

~son will-come along hunting for the lost

I T

He gave the tendprfoot’ a grinning
lock. 8

“And that boy has sure got the
features of old Escobedo,” he added. 1
reckon the whole camp will have a
hanch that he’s Eseobedo’s son. He is
sure the first greaser to come up to
Hard Tack sines old Escobedo was
rubbed out.  Mexicans dor’t come
here. Why, the whole camp has been
walting for the son of Joaguin Hsco-
bedo to turn up. He was sure to show
up here sooner or later, looking for the
old man’s strike. And I sure reckon
he’s come i’ added the storekeeper, with
a grin )

The Kid’s facs was thoughtful as he
left the store with his companion, carry-
ing the purchases back to the hotel. It
was dark now in Hard Tack; and »
naphtha lamp was flaring outside. By
the gate of the corral a group of men
stood in talk, among them the black-
bearded marshal,

S Feller,” muitered the Kid. “ You've
given me your name as Alvaro, and
that goes, so far as I'm concerned. But if
you are the son of that "6ld .Mexican
fossicker, Escobedo, this hyer camp ain’s
a healthy place for you.”

“I am not his son.”

“That goes, then,”
cheerily.

The group by the corral gate moved
out as the Kid and the Mexican came
along to the hotel, and the marshal held
up a hand to arrest their progress.

“The boys have been looking at the
critters you'uns rode inte camp,” said
the marshal, “and it sure looks like ane
of you has rode in on a stolen horse.”

“Oh, can if,” said the Kid. “¥ guess
iy cayuse has carried me all the way
{from Texas.” ]

“It’s this boy’s horse I'm speaking
of,” said the marshal. “Fellers here
have recognised it as belonging to a
Hard Tack man.” .

“Oh, sho!” ejaculated the Kid. * ¥l
pub you wise at once, marshal. We was
held up on the trail coming here, by a
fire-bug that was riding that hoss—a
durned pesky dog-goned road-agent. [
guess he came out at the little end of
the horn, and he beat it when I was
walking him into camp to hapd him
over. My pardner’s hoss took a scare
and hit the trail, and I reckon we had
a right to rope in that irail-thief's hoss

sald the Kid

There was a murmur. .

“That cayuse belongs to Four Kings,
a Hard Tack citizen,” said the marshal,
“You allow that Four Kings held you
up on the trail?* .

“He sure did, if that’s his call-by,”
said the EKid. “I'd know ihe galoot
anywhere, and if he’s got the gall ta
step into this camp, .I'll put it to bim
in plain language. The man we gob

* that hoss from is a road-agenﬁ, a thief,

and a gol-darned fire-bug, and you can
tell him so from me.”
The marshal eyed him narrowly.
“Well, that’s your say-s0,” he
remarked. “I reckon Four Kings 1iay
have another story to tell whe:n he comes
into eamp.” - ‘ .
“I’m sure ready to ram his story back
down his throat, with a bullet to follow
it up,” said the Kid pleasantly.
“You'll sure have a chance,” said the
‘marshal. “Four Kings ain’t the man
to take tall talk from a cow-puncher.”
“He'll ind me at home,” said the Kid
r disdainfully, and he walked into the
timber hotel witn the tenderfoot.
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Trouble Ahead!

ANY of the Hard Tack citizens
came io supper ab the irestle
table in the long shed which

’ was called a4 dining-room at
the -Hard Tack hotel. The fare was
'rough and ready—and the guests helped
themselves—and one tin plate had to
serve all needs. But supper was welcome
to the Kid, bungry from a long trail
through the mountains; though his com-
panion ate. little. The ecrowded room
was noigy; the shifting of benches and
boxes and heavy boots incessant, and
Carlos Alvaro eould scarcely conceal the
nervous uneasiness that filled him. And
the Kid guessed that the crowd in the
chuck shed was more numerous than

usual, many pilgrims having Tbeen
Jdrawn there by the -rumour that
Escobeda’s son had come o town. The

storekeeper had put the Kid wise on
that subject, and he Inew why the mere
rumour of an Fscobedo in camp raised
sach keen interest. But for the fact
that the Kid was cbviously protecting
‘the tenderfoot, and equally ocbviously,
quite able to do it, the boy would have
been subjected to a good -deal of rough
questioning. But the Kid looked—wkhat
he was—a tough proposition. He wore
two guns stung low fromr his belt, in
the gunman style, and the look in his
eye was enocugh to tell that he knew
how to use those guns, and was ready
to draw if crowded. And no one seemed
keen to crowd the Kid mer the tender-
foot, so long as the Kid was riding
herd.

The Hard Tack citizens were a hard
crowd, one of the hardest the Kid had
ever seen, and he had been in many a
hard place. But maost of them were
miners and prospectors, not looking for
trouble, at least, when they were sober;
though the Kid guessed that few of
them would have hesitated to “jump ”’
the rich mine that old Xscobedo was
'said to have located in the hills. There
were two or three hard-faced gamblers
in the bunch, men who lived by taking
the miner’s hard-earned dust cver the
poker table or the faro lay-out. Among
the erowd the Kid calculated that there
 were, ab least, a dozen likely enough
ta take “hold-ups® on the trail, if a
 claim petered out and left - them
stranded. He  had not been surprised,
therefore, to hear from the marshal that
the man who had held him up, on his
way to Hard Tack, was a citizen of the
camp. Under his eye at the present
moment were some more ‘‘citizens ¥ of
the same calibre. On the whole, how-
ever, the Hard Tack pilgrims, rough as
they were, were neither hold-up men,
nor gunmen; but more likely to have
lynched the road-agent had the Kid
“toted * him into camp. While the Kid
was eating his bacon and beans, with
the healthy appetite that was always
his, he was sizing up the crowd round
him, and he figured that a guy could
depend on-fair pla;y from most of the
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bunch. Indeed, two or three fellows,
whose rough aspect made the tenderfoot
shrink as they came near, gave the Kid
a good-natured warning on the subject
of the man called “¥Four Kings.” Few,
if any, doubted the statement the Kid
had made, that the tenderfoot’s horse
had been taken from a trail robber.
Four Kings evidently had a bad reputa-
tion even in that hard camp. But some
of them warned the Kid to watch out
for trouble when the gunman came in.
At the same time, they were openly
looking forward to what would happen
when he did.

“Thar'll be shooting,
pardner,” a big
brawny prospector said
to tone mid. “you
want to keep your eye
peeled. Four Kings 13
a bad man when he's -
riled, and I guess he
will be riled some,
when he finds his hoss
in the corrzl, and you
calling him a hold-
up man.” !

The Kid smiled.

“1’ll sure watch out,”
he assented, “and I'il
call him a hold-up man
so loud that all Hard

Tack will hear me
toot.”

“You've sure gob
some gall, for a kid

puncher,” said the hig
miner, grinning. “FKour
Kings has got six
notches on the handle
of his gun.”

“1 guess he will be
packing a new gun,”
grinned the Kid. “He
lost his gun when he
held me up on the

trail,”

“8ho!” Long Bill
whistled. “I guess the
marshal don’t believe

that” Four Kings held
you up on the trail,
puncher,”

- “I guess the marshal
don’t wan’ t0,” said the
Kid. “But X ain’t ask-
. ing the marshal to horn

1 AFTER =
in, All 1 want is a caught
fair break when the lips.

~ band begins to play.™
“Youwll get it here, puncher, I guess
- most of the bunch would be some glad
to see Your Kings get it where he lives.
~There’s six galoots in the camp cemetery
now what would be walking about if
that gunman hadn’t pulled on ’em. He
- is sure a hard cuss. Bubt when it comes
to a hold-up story, I guess it’s your
word agin his, and you're a stranger
here.”
Long Bill strolled away, evidently in
a state of happy anticpation of what was
to come. The tenderfoot glanced ab the
Kid, almost fearfully, The Kid gave
him a reassuring grin. and finished his
bacon and bLeans. e rose from the
trestle-table, pushing back the packing-
case he had been seated on, and strolled
from the chuck-shed. Every eye was on
him as he went, the Mexican at his side.
The Xid turned into the passage that
- gave on the sleeping-rooms.
- “Now, feller,” he said. “Reckon yonu
~want to go to your little bunk. You ain’t
" horning into what's coming to me.”
“That man will kill youl!” muttered
Carlos. .
The Kid chuckled. .
&1 guess not. Bub if he did, T sure

a glimnse of the tenderfoot.
The Kid laughed,

tell you you want to git on my mustang,
and beat it before another sun rises on
this sierra. That black-bearded galoot,
Jeff QOakes, the marshal, has got his
eye on you. That galoot iz after old
Escobedo’s gold-mine, and he sure allows
that you know something about it. And
I reckon he won’t believe that Four
Kings is a thief and a rcad-agent, be-
cause he wanits the fire-bug to shoot me
up, and then yow’ll fall to him like a
ripe plum.” Savvy?”

“Dios!” muttered the Mexican. “1
could see 1t in his face. You are in

66 ] guess not ! he replied.

The Kid sirode info the passage, and through
‘¢ Senor, you are not hurt

Kings, and T ain’t gone up the flume
veb. You was sure a locoed guy to come
to a camp like this. If you was to strike
the lost mine, I guess it would be the
la:st thing you’d do on this side Jordan.-
Now you go to your bunk, and donm't
you worry if you hear gun-play.”
The tenderfoot was trembling.
w “Good-night, nino!™ said the Kid,
Bolt your window-shutter, and put the
bar across your door. I reckon there

ain’t no locks in this hyer shebang, but
you can keep safe.”
L can, :
‘81, si, senor! "Buenas noches.”
"The tenderfoot went into his room, and

.Hn\“h\
TRt
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the open daor ha
" asked the boy, withtrembling
fQet bask to your bunk, amigo, and

sleep sound ! ** _ {See Chapter 5.)

danger because you have befriended meo,
senor.”

“Jest thaf,” assented the Kid., *If
that fire-bug Four Kings gets away with
it, I reckon the marshal will run you
into the calaboose with a story of hav-
ing stolen that horse. And once. in the
jug, I reckon he will make you tell him
all you know about the Escobedo mine.”

The Mexican’s dark, long-lashed eyes
sougnt the Kid’s face, in the dusk cf
the passage.

“You think I know something of the
Escobedo mine, senor?”

“That ain’t my funeral,” answered
the Kid. “What counts is, that the
marshal reckons you ‘do, and he’s sure
after that lost mine like an Injun after
tanglefoot. He ain't asking for trouble
with a two-gun man, if he can get away
with it easier, and I reckon I'd fill him
full of holes if he tried to run you into
the calaboose while- I'm around. He
won’t show his hand .till after Four
Kings has tried on his game with me. I
tell you, feller, I've got that galoot

placed, and I know his game.”

“QOh!” muttred Carlos. .
“But you don’t want to worry,” said
the Xid rcassaringly., “T've woke up
woirse fire-bugs than that galoot Four

the door closed. The Kid turned away,
relieved. For the coming trouble he
had no fear; but he was glad to have
the tenderfoot off the scene.

He strolled into the saloon, which was
crowded. The one-eyed fat man pre-
sided over the wooden bar at one end of
the long room, busily serving drinks to
many thirsty customers. The faro lay-
out was in full blast, the table crowded
by miners, still in the heavy boots and
dusty red shirts in which they had come
in from the gulches. The air was heavy
with the fumes of tobacco and the reek
of spirits, and hummed with many
voices. The Rio Kid’s ‘eye tock in the
whole crowd at a glance, and he smiled
pleasantly to several men, who greeted
him - with friendly nods.

“Four Kings is back in camp, feller,”
called out Long Bill. )

“Sho !"” said the Kid indifferently.

The Rio Kid leaned idly on the bar,
his look cool and careless, But where he
leaned ho could keep an eye on the wide-
open door that gave on the dusky,

1 straggling street of Hard Tack.

The Kid watched the busy scene before
hiz eyes with mild interest. Buf the
{(Continued on page 28:) .
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usual evening- programme, ab the saloon
was ' not; abserbing- the attention .of the
Hard Tack citizens: » Even the gamblers
-at the faro table looLgd a.wa.y-cont;nuakly
from their stakes, to:keep an 6ye on the
open-door. “Fhere was a sud‘dcn murmur
when the_ tall, black-bcnrded Bgure- of
the marsbal sarode ) a

instantly™ recorrmsdd ‘us the:. road-egent
who had held h1m up on -the mountain
trail. ' The murniur sdied 'away, and
there was-a bieathiess. sxlence as the-tisa
men turned towaxds the Rio kxd lomsﬂ-
¥sl="on tho woddel ar..

.R"' Guu. \.b-}u

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
aun Play

44
Rio- Kid-with a cheery nod to
£hd miaTshal of Hard-Tack.

4 'Foi ths moment,Tat feast, he
had no- Gpen hosmhty to- loek-for from
Jeff Oakes. _That' the man: liad an iron
will and plenty’ "of "courage bhe Kid did
not -need telling,—and. hé_had’ not sthe
slightest. doiibt that Oukes was: gunnmg
after* the Tlo¥t mine, " and, mtended ‘to
wring from tbe Qendt' {ole} whit he knew
about, .the Hicabado acrlke o But it was
not the maripal’s cud "to. make stich a
play openly ifOF Lk the canip to se6, even,
in a rough’ rhole-*hke Hard: Ta.ck' the'
gown marshal had—a, reputatlon to con-
sider. ~That'hé‘ wissthe -most” damzerous
man in that ‘wild. camp -the Kid® was
assured ; butithut’ he wouid .80 far as he|
could,’ strxke fom 90\91- *he.
sure. iIt.was likely: that iulf iho.
of Hard Tsck. hn.d alread\*”reﬂélved t0;
get at what l:he_,Mexman boy- knéw oﬁ
the Escobedo  minés: by, fair- mesns or:
foul; ‘but .no Tan: rcd to. revoal  his
mtentlon Jopeniy; }enst of a1l the marshal
of the town.: A Jeofl :Ovkes, refurned
the Iud’ sal ute thh ‘cool cwﬂxtv. .

: I'guess youlve seen

HQ indicated the

eowlmg g«umnan-at his side. 1

- Sure; ‘have, 2 sstented the Kid: “I]

-eck
race that f.gave e:hint.on tho.trail,

Four ngmamade A, movemsent: -

“ Hold. o2 saic.the marshal.  “Let’s
have this .ism -and_square.. You allow
that Four- -¥eings- held yon up on the trail
in the,hills..and you got. his cayuse when}
he lit out”

“Thet's, sp.. miarshal.’’

1 & rope and 2 branéh waitipg in this very

and by-his.side:a |
bard-faced,’ burly man, wHom the Kid{

4 warily on the eyes of the gunman.

-made no hostile movement, and the,

¢ VENIN',. m:xrslmlJ 2 deawled thé |

{ ing his eyes did not led¥e: the Rio XKid:

] ~crowded room as men backed aivay from’

he's got ‘tht. “marks- 5&111——911 his{b

“ing on the tips of his fect in the- half—
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sort of game,” declared_the marshal.
“IT you kin prove it up, 1 guess ‘there’s

stiget for'a road-agent’ -But Four Kings
gllows that you and your pardner stole
.his horse while hc was fossicking in the:
hijls.”

I‘ho Rio /Kid Bughed.

*t 15 that your suy:so, feller 27 he asked,
wntb his eyecd fixed on the ‘scowling face
'of-the gunhian. '

““Yep ! snarled Four Kings. "“You're
a gol.darned hoss-thief, and your tender-
foot; pardner, too i’ tell’ a man.”
‘ j‘And -you're . a dog-goned lar,
‘hombre,”, “said ; the Kid cheerfully
“Yon're a- road-agent and a thief.!”

. The Kid, loungmg agamst the ba.r, did
‘not " touch o gun. = But his: eyes "w e};e

e
i was.ready for the draw’ and the"Rio-Kiq |
was lightning when, it came to pulling a
gun, . But Four ngs ‘for” the moment;’

id
‘did not need telling that it was I%ﬂe
marshal of Hard Tack who was running
this game.

“Well, your talk sure don’§ agree.”
said the marshal. - “I-gliess-there aint
no proof on either ‘side, and I “don't see
héw I can chip ih. ‘I reckon it’s me’ to
step’ out and leave vou to areue if vou
wanb.”

“That's 1t, marshal,” said Long -Bill.;
and there was-a murmur of approval
from the breathless crowd. lockine. on at
the scene.

The marshal moved along the bar, and .
the fat man behind it spun a bottlo ‘and’
glass across.- ‘The marshai filled- hig glussJ
‘and drank, with. the: ait of ‘a man who
hnd wushed lus ‘Lands of .the ., -matter in
dispute,  But even while he was drink-

and “the! gunman
. There was a shuﬁimg of feet in the:

the.. line”of- fire. - In-a.few .seconds now,
“bulets would be ‘flying, and all present
kneéw it, and no pilgrim ‘there wanted to
stop a hullet
The-Rio Kid had straightened up from:
the “bar, avd stood -at edse,vhis “hands;
within easy reach of ‘the low-slung guns
,a.!:. hlS s1dos.. But, he did not.drasw; he
was waiting for. his,eine ‘Neither did:
Four Kings' ‘draw, thoug\); his ‘hand whs"
very near hxs gun. Pace after_pice he:
acked” a.\w,v, “the Kid “a.tchmg himi-ins
tently; never leaving his eyes.. A tender-.
oot might watch a man’s gin ;. ‘but_the.
Kid  knew-better than.that: ~ Tt ~wiis 'in-
the éyes of his -enemy that he' could ¥éad
when the. driw 'was .to conie,
-Four . Kings stopped. -Ie: was stand-,

crouching “attitude of the ‘practiséd gun-

rsmot ‘had taken eﬂ'eb‘o 45 The . Rio~ Kid -

' hxs 1

1 sudden_and swift; and wmany $imes had
the gunmah taken an adversiry by sur-
prise by his &ivifthcsy. The :siletes;-the-
bresthless euuemeut, Jwere growing
almosr. painiul; as:hferor. deam for one-
man perhaps for: beth trembled in"the

B.lanoe

"It wasz with a swiftness:that beat the
oye that Foug ngs suddenly_pulled the -
‘gun from his belt,

Sw}{lft a3 the ‘action was, the boy
punc er . from the plains of ‘Toxas was
swilter. [t was’ the Kid’s gun-that rane
'a_fraction of o second sooner,

“Bing !

“ ‘The . gunm:ms revolver followsd i&
hke an: echo. - The,. two shots were
blended almost into’ ong,

There ‘'was a blea.th!ess roar on all
L sides, the relief to pent-up excitement,

b “For- 8 $écond it p’nmpd thatinaithar

passed his hafid across: ‘his zhesk whera
‘a”bullet had grazed the skin: T‘xe gun-
fian Sagged -beavily; . his%knees - gave

};nder hinr: and he crumpled dnwn ta the |
oor

"‘"Gee !,;

yetied Long.Bill,:. *He’s ot

- $tili the- crowd -held - back,- for-shey |
'knew the desperado; and, thev«kngw +haf
AL ‘there. was life epough’in- hug;_ (ﬁ’o_‘,puil
‘the trigger ho would fre, and fire again.
‘But the gunman lny. where he. had ¥ len,._»
-and the gnn rolleéd; from
grasp.  And then the ¢ reed: for-
ward again, and there wens ‘siciited | con-
gmtulatlons to the punc‘tet who.stood- by
tho. bar, his smoking gun still
hand. Thé corner of -the Kid's eye
on the marshal of’ T‘T'u"l Tack; ‘.,L‘
marshal gave né sign. “If he’ haa

Wﬁ

tha
'mt up
the gunman to this deadly game, . and if
he .was angered to see him fall, ho. did
not’ betray as much.

‘From the buzzing room the IKid
surolled out. into the passuge to the steep-
ing rooma 'l‘hrough the-halfonen; .door
he had caught i glimpse of .4 white face.

‘benor, you ‘are not lmrt""

The- R!.O Kid . ngh&d

“T'guess not! " Get back to your himk,
wmnigo, and sleep sound.”

“8i, senor.”

"'And the. ‘Rio Kid, aiter be had heard
thestenderfoor’s dom buned went to- his
 ownroom—but uoi to sieep.:Thers was
no sléep for the Rm I\ud hm\‘ hight -

COTHE END.

Wohaterver tie Kt fuu{r\ are; no-one
van S@y he_fs not’u stieker,” He qtrri:v to
the ditrle [em?m;uol Hnour;b iluc_ ‘
thin, and you will riud. more “abodtt: these .
tirn strange umymmorn . next weekls
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WESTERN THRILLS ! -

Al the biggest rascals and gunmen in fuvd Teck ave effer Cavlos Alvarvo, the tenderfool. Bui the Rio Hid ias
guns are looking afier hin!

“rooking after ithis strange litile Mexican, and in their furn the Hid’s

A STIRRING LON

: THE FIRST CHAPTER.
: The Kid Chips In!
.;“QE:’IXVREH me!” murmured the Rio
3 N 1d.
Midnight had long passed In

: the camp of Hard Tack, high up
In the Rocky Mountains of Colorado.

Hard Tack did not really wake till
dark, and at ridnight it was a lively
plage. But now the liveliness had died
oub; the naphtha lamps no longer flared
over the saloon, the faro table was closed

down, and the doors were shut, the last.

roysterer had wended his uncertain way
home to cabin or shack. Only the stars
glimmered down on the straggling strest
that lay between the high canyor v all
and the murmuring creek, on the long,
irregular row of wooden .shacks and
shanties, Hard Tack, at last, was sleep-
ing; but the Rio Kid was wide awake.

The half-dozen sleeping-rooms of the |

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

The next window, a few yards away,

was shut, and in that room slept the
tenderfoot, whom the Kid had taken
under his wing. Carlos Alvaro, as she
tenderfoot called himself, was sleeping
the sleep of deep fatipue; but the Kid,
in the adjoining room, had not closed
his eyes. The Kid seemed impervious to
fatigue. A smile flickered over his face
in the darkness as a dim figure emerged
from a distant clump of bushes and
approached the building with stealthy
tread, and stopped outside the #ender-
foot’s window, '
. .The Xid made no movement, no sound.
He watched. His hand had drdpped
silently to the butt of a gun.

The figure stood motionless, listening.

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

“I'guess it's a cinch, marshal. This
hyer is his room, and I can hear him
breathing—fast asleep.”

The Kid smiled again. That the
tallest - of the three figures was Jeff
Oakes, the marshal of Hard Tack, he
had guessed already, Now he knew.
But he still waited quietly. He knew
that the tenderfoot had barred his
window shutter within, and the ventilat-
ing slits were too narrow for a cat to

enter. Until the shuiter was forced the
boy was safe. The Kid was in no hurry
to chip in,

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

“He's asleep, Euchre.”

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

“The shutter’s fixed inside, marshal{”
muttered the thizd man. -

Oakes laughed softly.

#That cuts no ice. It's only a bolt,

AN
L WILD WEST, STARRING AN AMAZING BOY OUTLAW —THE

1 and a shove of your shoulder will send it
open. But—-"

“The boy’ll wake.”

“Let him! A tap on his cabeza will
quiet him. T guess T'm thinking of that
fire-bug who came into camp with him‘—
the galoot who shot up Four Kings.
Le’s 1n the next room, and if he wakos
I reckon he will chip in.”

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

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

“T guess I'll ix him, marshal.”

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

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

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

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

“What the thunder-—" he muttered
savagely, - :

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

Crack !

From the Kid’s window came the
sudden report of a gun. The bullet ecut
a patch of skin from Euchre's cheek. A
startled yell rang out in the silence of
the night,

Tae PopULaR.—N0. 503,
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Before the report had died the marshal
was springing away, and he vanished
round o corner of the building. Euchre,
with his hand to his bleeding cheek,
stood dazed and staring. The Rio Kid
leaned from his window with a grin on
his face, his revolver almed at the star-
g ruffian.

*¥ou want to beat it,” he remarked
casually. -“I guess if this gun pops
agaig, feller, you won't know what hit
you.

“Thunder!” gasped FBuchre. .

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

round the corner of the building.

" The Rio Kid chuckled. .

“] guess them galoots have sort or1
slipped up on it,” he murmured, as the
hurried footsteps died away in the night,

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

“Forget it, feller,” drawled the XKid.
“Pwve sure borrowed your gun, and I've
got a .45 lookin® at you. Forget it!l”

The man peered at him dizzily. -

“Shucks! You was awake, 1 guess,”
he muttered.

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

Dave staggered to his feet.

“Beat it,” said the Kid cheerily. I
guess I ain’t fixing you for the camp
cemetery this time. Beat it, pronto,
before 1 change my mind.”

The ruffian eyed himn as he backed to
the window. Ie stepped out, his eyes
stil! on the boy puncher from Texas.

“I guess 'l fix you for this!” he mui-
tered hoarsely, glaring in at the dim
form of the Kid when he was outside.
“I guess 2

A gun glinted as the Kid lifted it

“Pronta!” he said.

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

“1 guess them jaspers won’t horn in
again to-night,” mused the Kid. “But
that tenderfoot sure would have been
corralled if T hadn’t been riding herd.
I guess he sure was plumb loco to mosev
inte this hyer burg.” i
. The Xid, seating himself on the pack-
Ing-case, leaned back on the timber wall
by the open shutter and closed his ayes.
He slept as lightly as a cougar crouched
in the branches of a cottonwood. The
lightest alarm would have waked the
Rio Kid. But there came no alarm, and
1}12_1Kt11d dclld not open]_his cheery eyes
1Tl tC awn was b lnlnle" o
on the camp of Hard %‘ack. ring down

—— s

THE SECOND CHAPTER..
Not Wanted !

NE-EYE, the landlord, served
breakfast in the chuck shack,
otherwise the dining-room of
the Hard Tack Hotel. The

tenderfcot was late, - and the Rico.
Kid waited for him; so they had the
JTuz Porursr.—No. 503.

The Kid sat down on the|

room to themselves when they break-
fasted.. o
“Norning !”  said the Kid, when
Carlos Alvaro came in. . “Had a good
night’s rest, feller?” :
“ 35, senor! Es tarde,” added the boy,
€6 But

as he sat down. .
“Yep; it's late,” said the Kid.

I guess you wanted some west, feller.

You didn’t walke #”

“Not once. I was very tired.”

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

'i‘hey breakfasted, the young Mexican
very silent and thoughtful. The Kid
was thinking, 100. o

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

on, and leave this benighted tenderfoot

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

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

“ Adios, senor!” he said.

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

&1, senor.”

“Might a galcot ask where?” grinned

the Kid. o

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

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

“In the camp?”

The boy did not answer.

“Qutside the camp?” persisted the
Kid.

“8i, senor,”

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

£ Si- 3

«Qit down again, and let’s talk,” sug-
gested the Kid.

“But, senor i ,

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

“Put I have said that I am not,
senor.”’

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

The boy crimsoned.

“0Oh, senor!” .

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

3

't darned  fire-bugs—one

 the Kid.

“But i

“You don’t even pack a gun,” sald
the Kid commiseratingly ; “and I guess
vou couldrn’t handle one if you did. 1
tell you that yow're in danger every
minute you stay in this camp; and the
minute you set foot outside it youw'l be
roped in by some fire-bug, who will ask
you to guide him to the old greaser’s
mine with g pistol to your head, Got
that 1"

The boy did not answer.

His face had paled, and the Kid

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

The boy shook his head. :

€ Qh, shucks!” said the Kid. “7 guess:
you're right not to trust a stranger at
sight, feller; but you ain’t got any
choice in this matter. You're a gone
coon if I don’t ride herd over you.” )

Alvaro smiled faintly.

“I.do not distrust you, senor,” he

3

said. Tt is not that. You saved me
fé'oJICn t’he . road-agent on the trail..
‘Bn ? :

:Well,‘ give it a name.”

But it is a secret; senor. T can tell
no one. I have sworn secrecy, and I
can tell no one—not even a generous
friend like you, senor.” - x
. “You don’s
that leetle
grinned the.

want my company for
pasear this = morning 7
Kid. '
“No, senor.” : )
“Suoppose I tell you that three gol-
¢ of them the
marshal of this camp—tried to get in aé
your window last night, and I stopped
them,” said the Kid. ’

“Oht*”?

. “You'd sure have heard & gun talking
if you hadn’t been 8o sound asleep,”
chuckled the Kid.

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

“But I tell you—2

“ Adios, senor.” ’ 3

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

He lounged oui at last, and walked
round the corral.
There the black-muzzled grey mustang
gave a whinny at the sight of his master,

and. the Kid stroked his glossy muzzle.

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

The Kid went into the timber hotel
for his saddle.

But he went slowly. .

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

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

He loafed out into the sunny street.

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

Long Bill grinned.

“I reckon I seed him
beating it for the canyon.
Say, feller, you came into
camp with him yesterday.
¥You savvy whether he's
young Escobedo or not?”

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

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

“Oh, sho!” said the Kid.

He stood with a thoughtiul
frown on his face, :

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

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

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

“The greaser was hoofing
it?” he called out, as Long
Bill went into the timber-
hotel.

“Yep!”  answered
miner over his shoulder.

The Kid parsed his lips.

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

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

the

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Roped In!

€’ UT ’em up!”
P “Madre de Dios!” exclaimed
the Mexican.

The boy was not a half-mile
from Hard Tack, but the rugged, wind-
ing canyon hid the camp from sight.
He was on the open trail, over which
passed all the traffic to and.from the
camp. Well as he knew that danger
dogged his steps in the Colorade sierra,
he had not locked for open attack there,
but 1t had come.

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

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

“We sure have,” grinned Denver
Dave.

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

on him,
As they saw that
Le was not armed they thrust their re-
volvers away. Six-guns were not needed
in dealing with the tenderfoot.

“1 guess you can put your paws down,
¥

The two rufhians closed in

with grinning faces.

greaser,”’ said Fuchre. “Search me!
You've come up here into the sierra to
locate the Hscobedo Mine, and you
don’t pack a gun! T pguess you are a
locoed gink.”

“Senor, I[—"

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

“This-a-way, greaser,” said Kuchre.

“Where are -you taking mo?” ex-
claimed Alvaro i alarm.

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

“I have no 'pariner,” said the
Mexican., “The eaballero you speak of
is a stranger to me.” .

THE MIDNIGHT INTRUDER! As
the man stepped over the low window
sill the Rio Kid acted. The barrel of
his revelver swung through the air
and came down with a crash on the
back of the intruder’s head. (See
Chapter 1.)

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

“Senor, I—”

“Quit it, I tell you!”

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

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

But there was no escape for him.

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

“0Oh, I was mad fo come here!” he
exclaimed bitterly. .

There was a chuckle from his captors.

“] guess yowve hit it plumb centre,
greaser,” said Buchre. “Youre sure
the softest tenderfoot that ever struck
these parts. That pardner of yourn 1s
some fire-bug; but yOL}—wyou’re jest
putty, I caleulate. Hoof it [

They tramped through the narrow
gulch, farther and farther from . the
Tiard Tack Canyon. Great rocks and
oliffs, crownied by pine-trecs, andrugged,
loose boulders, surrounded them. Ab
THE PoPULAR.—NO. 505
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some disfance from the ecanyon frail
Denver Dave halted. . .

“Y reckon you can git fhat greenhorn
greaser to the cave, Euchre, and bl 11
Inasey back to camp and put the boss
wise. I reckon he—wants 6 sce young
Escobedo pronto.”

“ Sure !” . .

Denver Dave tramped back the way

ev had come.
thAulvaro glanced affer him, and then at
Euchre. Some thought of making a
desperate attempt to escape seemed to
be in his mind now that only one of his
captors remained with him.

Fuchre read the thought in his face
and laughed hoarsely. o ]

“Forget it,”” he jeered. “Git on—
hoof itt” His hard, heavy hand gave
the Mexican a shove that nearly
knocked him over.

Carles Alvaro
wearily. - .

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

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

“Get in 17 )

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

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

“The boss?”
boy. “Who »

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

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

He threw himself wearily on the
pile of blankets.

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

The hours of the sunny morning
passed, and as the sun approached the
zenith, streaming down in 2 blaze into
the nparrow, rocky gulch, IEuchre
knocked out his pipe, rose to his feet,
and stood staring down the gulch to-
wards the canyon. He returned to his
seat at last, and smoked again, with a
knitted brow. .

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

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

Alvaro had .guessed, from what the

tramped - on  again

repeated  the

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

“1 reckon it's durned queer, the boss

not horning in afore this,” growled
Euchre. “He knows.you're here for
sure. Durn my boots! 1 ain’t stopping

here a hull day to watch a dog-goned
greaser.”

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

hills.

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

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Shot for Shot !

6« H, shucks!” grunted the Rio
Kid

The sun was hot in the can-

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

Stetson. e had left Hard Tack to look
for the tendericot; but he had known
that he was not likely to find him, and
now he knew it was certain.

The wilderness of rock gave no sign.

'Even to the Kud’s keen eyes, there was

nothing to tell where the Mexican had
gone,

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

" Oh, shucks!” be repeated, in disgust.

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

A Stetson hat bobbing among the
rocks caught ihe Kid’s eye, and he
watched 1t idly. Someone was coming
down the canyon side, from one of the
gulches that split the great wall of clifi.
The man was winding his way- among
the rocks down to the trail that ran
along the canyon bottom; and he emer-
ged into the trail at last, and into full
view of the Rio Kid. The Kid’s eyes,
fixing on him, discerned something fami-
liar about the roughly-clad, stubbly-
faced pilgrim. He had seen him once,
and it was in the dark, but he was sure
—aimosi sure—that this was one of the
men who had backed up the: marshal
the night before—the mar who had en-
tered his window, and whom he had
clubbed with his revolver.

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

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

“Prop it, feller.”

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

“Step this way, feller,” callied
out the Kid cheerily. “1 guess I
want to chew the rag with you for
a piece.” :

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

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

“Ain’'t  never seed you afore,”
answered Dave, “1 guess I don’t know
you from Adam, puncher.”

“You didn’t horn in last night into’
my room ab the camp yonder, and corral

-a clip on the cabeza from my gun?”

asked the Kid.

114 Nope.)l

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

“I reckon T took you for a road-agent,
standing there - watching - the trail,”
answered Denver Dave I reckoned I'd

lContinued on page 28.)
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“THE RIO KID!”

{Continned from page 12.}

be first if: thero was.gowng tohe guuning.
T've beeg held, ug &hgthxs tm:tl?'a ore.”

The. Kid: scrutinized him. . 'He was
almost . syre. that. this man Wwas the man
he had elulbed ﬂlgnxght before,_and if
he was the man; he couid:tell. where hia
tenderiaot vz the Kid Aeur
~ “You ain'k thy man .club ed
askcc_i_tl". o (it

“1%ur: 3in't

“ You, seen Mexican én the trail this

W

then?

marning™
Da\e_shook _his bhead:
*J . ain’t  sien “any - Mexican,” e
answered. " There ain't many gEeasors

in this country, puncher.”

“You: drdni’ trail lbungrcaser out ot
camp.... vou and voir pard Euchre?
asked the Kid.

“ Aifi't got any pardy: sfnd nner heard |
of a galdot- namcd Eaclive.” said Dave.
*“1 figure )oum t.lkmg me for anorher
galoot,  stramyger’

“1 reckon 1 want io know”’. dru\\.led
the Kid . ' Yon allow you am "£1L6 man
1 clubi‘ed vnth this same gin last uwht'
at fho hotel 11 ‘Hard Tack? "’"'

*laie | amr’”

“Take off that Stetson,” said the Kid.
“ And. let e see., TOQUr uwe' I If thero
ain't’ a lump on 1t ‘the size of a big
nu r.w T lI sllesr I're-made a mistake,
tollor.’

I)enwr ‘Dave ‘oreathed hard, and did
nok romove.his Jhat., The . great Hruise
on. hH head mada b\ the butt- of the
Kid's " gun-, was throbbing still; ard -it
wag 1ore fhan largo enough to be seen
if he tonk oF Lie Stetson.

“You hear ma toot® asked the Kid
. pleasantly.and l‘e wade a_motion with
hiy gun_ hmnl T et you off last mfhr,
felfers “bui "1 .you  don't “tos ‘the line
now,your goosy is cooked, and I'm tel-
ling “vou #0. Chuck that Stetson into the
rrattiof T'H -u.e ah)qt it off your head.”

The wan eyved. him duaperately and did
not atiry-and the Kid's gun suddenly
eracked. - The -builet bored- g ho]e
through the erosn of the hat. -grazing
the head ‘of the rufian;  Debver Dave
‘gave a startied yell and sprang ‘back.
“The smoking revoiver fovked him inthe]
faco.

*You want your ticket for sou
FES kcd the . Kid menasingly. S Drop t at”
Stetson, af you doit’t want mo to drop
you, pronto

';n .

oo With. & cutse.. ihe. cuffian hurled-the:
hat to the ground. The ‘Kid- etepped
forward a pace:or two, and smiled as
he sighted the great. bruise that ‘bad,
becn. made by his revolver-butt.

*You'ce sure, the goods,” he said, with
4 nod. “Now, then,v guldgt, " 1. wa
‘that greaser? Savvy 7. You'ré LZoingto,
tako a-leet]e pasegr Swith mé, and sf;ov.
.o jest whete yvou've left him: corralidi

“ You're nfter the Fscobado mine, pin-
eger} e muttered Denver=Dave

* Not:any ! smiled the J4d, = T’n; after.
thc*grea':er. jest beckuse’ I'm an “Britery
cuss that ‘can’t .mind--his-own’ busmt:gfs,
and I'm riding hcxd.cvcr hing, T want
-you to put:me wise where he &Y

“Denvec Dave eyed hif; his teuh grit-
ung - 'Lpe Kid nnuwu»\ucu uis
agoin, il the rudfau™kaiew how-quick§-
ho was to dandié ie: “T1i¢ Kid stepped
closer tc hin.

“I"gusgs I'll borrow your gun, felter,”.
ho 5.\1d “And then T reckon, you Ihit
the _trail for the spot where that greaser,
is corraMec.”

CHe stre otched out Lis left hand: tor-dis:
arm the.ruffine, With 2 sudden.move
meni, 30, sudden that oven the 'wary Kid:
was almost: taken off his. guard; Denver
DBave: siatelitd .the gun  from- his belt
evet as the Kid’s fingers almost touchsd-
it.

Bang

Tho sshet was swift:
swifc that the aimiiwis'toe  hdsty 3and it
misseld thie- Kid-by- inche *-The, Kid's
auswering “3Hps -wWag' bieuded into - the
samo report: * ‘Detiver ’Tt)m'e gisayed to
pull-the trigger-a; ond time, but he
was swaying as be"pulled; and when the-
shot flew, it Bew n‘n;} a8 the raarshal's
man crumpled down $0 the earth.

The Rio Kid drew"a deep, decp breath.
Denver Dave had almost beaten him at
it—but not quite; but,tho Kid had had
one of the na.rrowest escapes of bhis life,

“1 guess it was You_or te, feller and
tt was you fer thoichg trail.” drawled
the Kid. %I reckon I'm going to find
thas tenderfoot, it all _the bulldozers in
Pat;é Tick stand in~the way. I sure
‘A

And the Rio XKid left the trail, and
plungaed_into the roo};y wilderness_from.
which Dénver -Dube had emea.god. seek-.
ing sign, and-. finding.nougi but ‘Kee ping
on with indomitable te;.oiuhou whxlo the,
ireg. holrs woré: awiy

‘THE END

B the o Kid ﬁnd his new fricn
the lirtle Tiénderfopt? See the next rour-
z'ng Western mlc “included in “acat

Tuesduy's programme.)

Siln

and’ sudded, so

rant § -

“gruntdd th F

interest in Rutland of tli
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% A (halet in the Woods!”

‘Jimmv grmncal cﬁe,m il
4 i ‘vo'goia barouet‘

{Continued from page 22.)

3
0 look Jat R
henk'v youtig -as‘"{ ~‘\Ld Lubo\'=
“Tanspm ~langhed: = e was - goou:
natufed frilow,: tbouiz‘; he had rathm a

lmv

lofty 'wegy ot demm.r with? fi‘ﬁ Tawer
c4«;:1&00.1 -
o Well, here heris)” hel :‘am, wiih a
sad- towards ther effow with the squiline
DOSse. )
Jinumy  RNilver--drow  a o acep,  fep
“Breath., & He wadh ¥ ‘starvtled that ‘he

“doukd’ smrcely- betp-ghowing it. " Mastér
Pfhmp*- B oyes wore fiked on !nm xatl‘t!

rn‘lm Y.

£ »'\Wm may sou happen o iu.‘?" b
"gl\(’d

> hﬂppen to bh Bilver, of the Tonrth:
ToH m,” said Janmy) tecovoring himself.
LAl - sevene—we¥,don't  have giddy
bamneta droppingin every Jday of the
terin, “yon -kno Are you “Bir Harry
'Rutmndlﬁ’ )
% Faan't, Hahsom just told sou sot”

¥ th-Foriner.

“ Shut “B8* door
said Hinsom.

Jimmy Silver !c-u; e f-tud,.

His brain wus alinost in at whisl

What did it mean?

But for that odd adveptyre;atRutlana
Park in the wvacation, Huiny Silver
would nnt, of course, have dkén any
Fifth i “he
would have had no suspicion regavding
him. " Now he had something’ more thau
sudpicion, -

-Outside the ertxc.x! Eom,‘ nobmh £l
Rook\wod .apparently, knew anything
about Master Philip Packington: -Iie
was accepted there. as Sir- 'H:;rr)‘»Rut-
land, of Rutland Park—a rich heir and
a baronet And he was nothmg of the
sort ! Jimmy Silver kvew that!., What
Was. Plnhp Packington doing, at Rook-
wood in a false name—in the name ot
a follow who was expected_at the: school,

~

after you, 3ilver,”

but evidently had not Oomc ‘o Book.
wood
What aid xt 'neau v

1 L[h i..\]l.;'

(T ou_ will . ,ﬂ?n? m‘-( Tuizdaiis Teng
complete #ale of Jimmy. ﬂrhwr o t'o.; of
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SAVED BY AN QUTLAW !

But for the friendly infrusion of the Rio Kid, iitite Carics Alvaro, the tenderfoot, would have found Viw‘s li}'é 19 rwild
Colorade not worih a red cent. Bui with the Kid beliind Kim, matiers vre very different!
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ANOTHER ROARING WESTERN YA;RN FEATURING A VERY POPULAR CHARACTER—THE RIC Kib!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Kid on the Trail!
i3 HUCKS! grunted the Rio Kid
. in disgust.
He had to give it up. -

The Kid hated .quitting, -but

he knew when he was beaten.

_In bis own country of Texas the Kid
could have followed a trail with the skill
and unerring certainty of an Apache,
over boundless lano and through the
thickest chaparral. But here, high up
in the rocky sierra of Colorado, it was
a different proposition. The hard, sun-
baked rocks left no sign, and the wvast-
ness of the rocky wilderness was baffling.
Mile on mile, on all sides, strefched
canyon and gulch, deep arroyo and
stony draw, towering hillside and yawn-

-ing barranca, and searching for sign
was a hopeless task.

Here and there, on the hard trail that
ran along the canyon bottom, the Kid
picked up sign of hoof-prints. But the
tenderfoot, he knew, had gone afoot,
and there was no trace of him. .

The Kid grunted discontentedly.

Somewhere in that wilderness of rock
the tenderfoot had vanished, and that
he had fallen into the hands of his
enemies the Rio Kid had no doubt.

“The dog-goned geck!” growled the
Kid. “I guess he’s asked for it, and

_ he's sure got it! If you had as much
hoss-sense as a gopher, Kid Cariax,
you'd mount and ride, and leave him to
it—zou sure wonld !””

The Kid was feeling sore and angry
as he turncd his footsteps at last in the
direction of the camp of Hard Tack.

Fatigue did not come easily to the
hardy Kid; but he was a cowpuncher
born and bred, used to the saddle, and
for hours he had been hoofing it. He
hated going afoot; still more, he hated
failure. His handsome sunburnt face
was dark as he tramped back towards
the mining-camp high up in the
Colorado sierra. He calied himself a
locoed gink for bothering about the
tenderfoot zt all, but he knew that he

would never mount and ride and leave -

him to his fate. The boy's timid help-
lessness got the Kid’s goat; but, at the
same time, it appealed to him. The
galoot had horned into the hardest camp
in. Colorado, and did not even pack a
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gun. He had fallen among foes like a
lost calf among wolves, and if the Kid
did not help him out there was no help
for him. -

Hard Tack was almost deserted when
the Kid lounged in under the afternoon
sun. The miners were out on the claims
ajong the mountain creek. The riuging
of picks and the creaking of cradles
echoed on the air.  Two or three men

<
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loafed outside the Hard Tack hotel, and”

from within came the sound of One-Eye
washing glasses.

The Kid dropped on a bench ouiside
the shack hotel and pondered, with his
eyes fixed on a cabin at a little distance
—the cabin that belonged to Jeff Qakes,
the Marshal of Hard Tack. Once or
twice the burly marshal came out of the
cabin and looked away up the street
into the sunlit canvon, as if in expecta-
tion, and the Kid smiled quietly as he
noted it.

Oalkes was not working his elaim that
day, and the Kid guessed that he had
other matters on his mind, He was
waiting for word from Xuchre and
Denver Dave, who had {followed the
tenderfoot out of the eamp that morn-
ing, as the Kid easily guessed. The
Rio Kid had lost the trail in the hills,
but he had hopes of picking it up again
in the camp.

The Kid was patient. When he ate
a late lunch, he ate it sitting on the
bench outside One-Eye’s shack, his eyes
on the cabin farther along the straz-
gling street. As the Kid figured it out,
Fuchre and Denver Dave had roped in
the tenderfoot and corralled him some-
where in the trackless hills. )

Denver Dave had been on hkis way
back to the camp when the Kid had met
bim. and the ruffian had drawn on him
and had been beaten to it. FEuchre, he
reckoned, was watehing the prisoner #ill
the marshal came; but from Dave,
assuredly, the marshal would never get
any news. If he wanted to ‘know how

his confederates had fared, he would
have to go and seek them; and when he
went, the Kid would not lose sight of
him. 2 )

Oakes left his cabin again and came
along to the saloon. He glanced at the
Kid, sitting on the bench, as he entered
with a keen, suspicious glance. The
Kid, leaning back against-the wall, with
his Stetson-tilted a little over his face,
scemed to be half-dozing.

The marshal went into the shack, and
the Kid héard One-Eye serving him
with a drink. In z few minutes Oakes
came out again. He came over to the
boy puncher and spoke abruptiy.

“Vou staying on in Hard Tack,
puncher 7’

The Kid started as if from a doze.

“Yep,” he assented; “just a piece.”

“You ain’t fossicking here?”

“Nope. I recken fossicking ain't in
my line,” smiled the Kid. “1 did a
piecaonce down in the gold country of
Arizona, but.I sure ain’t_come up here.
to Colorado to prospect for dust.” :

“VYou =zin’t here to punch cows, I
reckon 1" ) :

The Kid grinned.

“Right in once!” he agreed.

“You came into camp with that voung
greaser who calls himself Carlos Alvaro,
and that all the camp reckons to be the
son of old FEscobedo,” said the marshal.
“I reckon he's your pardner.”

“ Never saw hide of hair of the eritter
before I picked him up on the trail,”
answered the Kid cheerfully. “And I
reckon I only picked him up because
his eayuse had dropped him.”

“Then you ain’t here after the Esco-
bedo Mine?”

“I guess I'm the only pilgrim in thiz
camp who ain’t after it 1”7 said the Kid,
laughing. “I never heard of it before
I struck Hard Tack. But if that tender-
foot is the son of old Escobedo, and has
come up here after the old man’s mine,
he's sure up against a tough proposi-
tion. I allow there’s a heap galoots in
this burg who won't stand for. letting
him get away with 1t.”

“That's a cinch’ said the marshal

“Why, only last night,” said the Kid,
with an air of easy frankness, “some
fire-bugs tried to butt into his window
in this very shack, apd I scared them-
off with a pop from my gun.”
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The marshal eyed him fixedly..

“Voun saw them?” he asked.

«] ain’b & cat to see in the dark,”
answered the Kid amiably. “But 1
sure saw the galoot who butted into oy
room, and I cinched him with the butt
of my Colt. I reckon that's why he
pulled a gun on me a piece ago down
in the canyon.”

The marshal started.

“He pulled 2 gun on you—to-day?”

“He sure did.” .

“Then I reckon you beat him to 1,
as you're here and he ain’t.”

“You've gob it.”

The Marshal of Hard Tack drew a
deep hreath. He could guess now why
Denver Dave had 1ot come in with
news. : .
TFor a second the marshal’'s hand went
towards the gun that was in the holster
ab his thigh.

But he did not draw it

Idle and caveless as the boy puncher

looked, his hand was close to a gun,
and the marshal had seen how quick he
was on the draw. The Kid was watch-
ing him with a smiling face, but with
a glint of steel in his eyes.

“Not a friend of yvours, marshal?” he
asked. I sure reckon that a durned
fire-bug  like that wouldn’t be in
cahoots with 2 town marshal.”

“Nope,” said the marshal. “I don’t
eire,y savvy what galoot you're speaking

“1 guess he called himself Denver
Dave.”

Again the marshal drew a hard, deep.

breath.

“And
him?»

“1 sure had to, marshal, or I reckon
I shouldn’t be here now chewing the
rag with you,” answered the Kid
amiably. “It was a fair break, and he
came out at the little end of the horn.

I reckon he was mad because of that
" tap I Wit him on the cabeeza at my
window last night. -But we leam to
handle a gun mighty quick down in
Texas.” ‘ .

Again the marshal was tempted to
draw, and again he realised that the
puncher was watching him like a cat,
and was ready to beat him to it.

He turned away and walked down to
his cabin.

The Kid smiled after him.

The marshal knew now that Denver
Dave would never bring him news. The
Kid had been glad of the chance to tell
him. The marshal stood at his cabin
door, his back to the Kid, staring up
the street into the canyon, where the
dusk of evening was falling. The Kid
could follow his thoughts with ease.

All day Oakes had been expecting one
of his men to come in with the news
that the tenderfoot had been corralled
and that the other was guarding him in
the secret place in the hills. Now he
knew why the messenger had not come.
The Rio Kid was not surprised to see
Jeff Oakes stride away at last in the
falling dusk. And then the Kid, who
had been inactive so long, woke to
sudden activity.

you made it last sickness for

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Secret of the NMine!
1 ADRE DE DIOS I” murmured
the little Mexican wearily,
as Ehe deep }(l?lusk thickened

in the ¢ igh i
rocky guloh ave high up in the
At the entrance of the cave Euchre
sat with his back to a rock and smoked,
and stared into the thickening shadows
and muttered curses. Long . since
Denver Dave should have carried the
news to ths Marshal of Hard Tack that
e tenderfoot had been corralled—thag

the supposed son of Escobedo was at his
mercy. Yet the marshal had not come,
and Kuchre grew more puzzled and
angry with every passing hour,

To the prisoner in the cave the hours
passed still more wearily.

The Rio Kid had warned him that the
Hard Tack country was no place for
him, and he had mot heeded the warn-
ing. Now he was in the hands of his
enemies, and thers was no escape for
him—no escape and no help. Weary as
the long hours were, he dreaded the
coming of the Marshal of Hard Tack.

ut in the deepening gloom there
came a sound at last in the rocky gulch,
and Euchre started up and grasped his
revolver.
gulch from the great canyon.

“Buchre’s revolver rose to a level as
a dim figure loomed from the gloom in
front of the cave in the hillside.

“Put 'em up!”’ he snapped. “IT've
got you covered.”

“Quit that, Euchre1”

It was the marshal’s veice.

Euchre lowered the revolver.

- “You, marshal! Why
ain’t you horned in afore this? I guess
I've been waiting hours!” he growled.
“Didn’t vou get word from Dave?”

Oakes muttered a curse.

“Dave pulled on that fire-bug from
Texas and got his!” he growled. “Tve
jest heard 1t from the puncher himself.
You got the tenderfoot1”
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“Sure.”

“He's here?”

“Yep! Is Dave gone up?” asked
Euchre.

“He sure is. And I reckon that

durned puncher will never pull out of
Hard Tack alive!” growled the marshal.
“He allows he ain’t here after the ¥sco-
bedo Mine, but I reckon he’s lying.”

The Marshal of Hard Tack strode
into the cave.

In the dimness he could only faintly
make out the little figure of the
Mexican, crouching away from him in
fear against the rugged, rocky wall.
His eyes gleamed with triumph as he
looked at him,

“I reckon you’re cinched now,” he
said. “You've got the lantern here,
Fuchre 7

“Sure.”

“Put on the light.”

Huchre lighted a large kerosene-lamp
that hung on a projection of rock on
the cave wall.

The light streamed down on the

white, troubled face of the Ilittle
Mexican. o
The marshal’s triumphant glance

searched his features.
“You durned young gink!” he said.
“You allow you ain’t the son of old

Escobedo, who located the richest mine |
ever struck in Colorado, and youw're as

like him as a young gopher is like an

old popher! You want to give me the
straight goods now. ¥ou're the son of
Fscobedo 7

The tenderfoot shook his head.

“No, senor.”

Darker and more threatening grew the
brow of the Marshal of Hard Tack. His
eyes glinted at the boy under his
bettling brows.

“Look here,” he said in a low,
menacing voice, “ever since that old
greaser Escobedo was here, ten years
ago, nothing’s been known of his mine.
Nobody ever located it, and since Esco-
bedo was shot up it’s heen a lost mine
—and a fortune lost with it. Every
man in Hard Tack has hunted for it
one time or another, and I sure reckon
I’ve hunted as hard as any. Every
galoot in this section allowed that Esco-

in thunder.;

bedo’s son would come after i some
day, and I guess any greaser coming
nigh the camp_ was enough to set all
Hard Tack in a fluster. We all knew
that old Escobedo had a family back in
Mexico; we knew he used to send them
dust from White Pine down the moun-
tains, You're his son!”

“1 am not his son, senor.”

The marshal gritted his teeth.

“There ain’t many Mexicans comre up
here,” he said., “If you ain’t the son
of Escobedo, that dog-goned old
fossicker, what are you doing here at
all up in Colorado?”

The little Mexican finched before his
savage stare.

. “We are poor, senor,” he faltered.
¥We have lost all we had in the revoiu-
tions in Mexico. I have a mother who
is in want, and a brother who iz sick.
T came to hunt for gold.” His voice
trembled. “I was mad to come, as the
gringo warned me. But I have some
knowledge of mining, and I hoped to
make some strike. I did not know that
I should fall ameng -enemies in this

country.” |
“You swear that you are nob old
Escobedo’s son?” exclaimed OQOakes,

scowling at the boy.

“Senor, I swear it by all the saints!
Pof todos los santos!” said  the boy
earnestly,

The marshal seemed nonplussed. .

There was an accent of truth in the .
boy’s voice. The Marshal of Hard Tack
seemed to bhe in doubt.  Kuchre
broke in. )

“Y guess he’s lying, marshal. What
would a Mexican be doing here in
Colorado prospecting for gold? What
would he know about this country if
he’s jest a kid from old Mexico? Old
Escobedo was an old fossicker, and had
been half over the States in his tims,
but this young galook is fresh from
home. Why did he strike for Hard
Tack when he left Mexico? There ain’t
many galoots in his couniry ever heard
of it.” )

The marshal nodded.

“That’s a cinch,” he said. “The
ornery galoot knew something before he
started. What did you - know about
Hard. Tack, boy, when you was back
in Mexico to make you strike for this

section 7

“Y will tell you the truth, senor. 1

had heard of Escobedo. I had heard
that he had made a strike here; it was
told through the aldea where I lived.
It was known in the aldea that the
Senora Hscobedo had received gold from
the Senor Eseobedo who was here—iill
at last there came no more gold and
no word from him.”

“Y reckon that was wheén he was shot
up I grinned Euchre. .

Oakes knitted his brows again. ..

“ And you hit the trail for Hard Tack
all the way from Mexico becauss you'd
heard that another Mexican had struck
it rich here?” he asked.

“8i, senor.” -

“ And you ain’t Escobedo’s son 1™

“No, senor.”

“You're a relation, at least, on your
locks !” growled the marshal.

“8i, senor—a relative.”

There was a pause.

The marshal leaned on the rock wall,
scanning the boy’s face in the glare of
the kerosene lamp.

“I guess, boss, it’s sasy io make him
squeal if he knows anything,” sug-
suggested Fuchre, “A rope twisted
round his thumbs ”

The boy shivered.

“T swear that I am not the =f\"3.0f

) - ey s
Escobedo!” he said huskily. “1f you
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torture me, you -cannot make ‘me tell
more than the truth.”

«“0ld Escobedo used to talk when he
was full,” said the marshal slowly.
“IIe chewed the rag a lot when he had
had too much fire-water. We knew he
sent dust to his folks in Mexico, and
that he had sent a map of his mine. He
used to say that if any galoot who was
after his mine should get him, the
secret would die with him, but his son
would get the mine some day. Well,
2t the finish a galoot got him, and the

’ Ry
mine’s been lost. You allow you ain't |

the old greaser’s son, and you may be;
telling the truth. Buf you're some gon-
nection, and you've come to Hard Ts:ck_
looking for his mine.- I reckon you've
-got the map that he seal- backk to
Mexico. If yow've got it, that is what
we want, and I reckon we'll begin by
gearching you for it, feller; and if it
ain’t on you, we'll find a way to make
vou talk. You go through him, Euchre,
“and see if he's got any papers in his
rags.”’ - .
The hoy started hack, the crimson
coming into his pale face. S
“Oh, senor {~ I—""
The marshal gave a scoffing laugh.
“That bits you, does it?"” he jeered,
“You've got the map! I reckon you
may ‘as well hand it over, We’'ll sure
get it o -
“Madre de Dios!" murmured the boy
hopelessly. )

Fuchre, grinning, made a step towards.

him, - his - hands outstretched. . The
Mexican, with a sudden passionate
gesture, -threw his sombrero at the feet
of the ruffian., -

“Tt is there!” he panted.
hidden in theé lining of the hat!
it—thieves that you are!”,

He covered his face with his hands
and burst into a forrent of weeping.
Neither the marshal nor Euchre heeded
him, save for a scornful glance. Oales
grasped the hat, and tore the hidden
paper from under the lining.

His face was ablaze with greed.

“The secret at last!” he muttered
hoarsely.

He held up the old, erinkled paper,
scratched with strange lines and marks
and dots in the light of the lamp.
Fuchre glared at it over his arm,
equally excited. The tenderfoot, un-
heeded, wept, with covered face, in
despair, while the two ruffians examined
the prize.

Fuchre gave a whoop of triumph.

“It’s sure the goods, marshal! Logk!
There’s the Hard Tack ocanyon, and
that's the camp marked, and there’s a
line leading up towards the pinewood
where old Escobedo used to disappear
and where he was found at last shot
up. Tt runs on up the hill, and that
word —" .

“QOro!” said the marshal, “Gold!
That marks the mine!” ¥His voice
vibrated with triumph. “ Why, a day’s
ride from the camp, and the lost mine’s
in our hands!” _

“Gee!” ejaculated Euchre.

The marshal turned to the weeping
Mexican.

“This here is the map of the mine—

~hay?” he grinned. “This is the map
that old Iiscobedo sent to his son in
Mexico years back?”

“8i, si, ladrone!”

“T guess that mine won’t be lost much
longer!” said the marshal. “I guess
that mine is going to be located, and I
reckon there ain't -any stake in it for
you, greaser. I'll sure leava you tied
up here till I've located the mine—
which I reckon will be by noon to-
TNOTTr oW »

“1 guess not, marshal!” said a sof:
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voice at the opening of the cave. “You
ain’t locating that mine worth a red
cent, you ain's” .
The marshal swung round, with a
furious oath. In the opening of the
cave stood the Rio Kid, with a gun in
either hand, aimed at the two rufiians
standing under the kercsene-lamp.
“Put ’em up!” said the Kid.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Sharp Shot! ~
HE Rio Kid smiled over the
levelled guns. -Jeff Qakes and
Euchre glared at him like
cornered cougars, but they hesi-

tated to reach for their weapons.
There was a joyful ery from the liitle
Mexican. C

“Senor ] Tejano!” he exclaimed.

“QOh, you have come to save me!”

“Jest that!” smiled the Kid.

“They have taken the map—the map
of the Hscobedo Mine!”

“I guess they’ll be. handing it back
like good little men ! grinned the Kid.
“T'm sure going to ask them nicely to
do it1” - RN .

The marshal grated his teeth.

“You. want to keep clear of this,
puncher !” he said hoarsely. “Don’t
you horn in here, you durned galoot!”

“T guess U'm horning it jest a few!”
said the Kid cheerily. “Why, ain’t I
trailed you all the way from Hard Tack,
marshal, jest to horn in and spoil your
little game? Ain’t been walking
behind .you all the way up the gulch
like a lynx after a deer? And T sure
ain’t taken all that trouble for nothing.
I was jest. hoping to horn in and spoil
your game, feller.”

“You durned puncher!” said the
marshal, his voice shaking with rage.

“You followed me from the camp——

“You've said it,” agreed the Xid.
“That. galoot Euchre never left a trail
that an Injun could have followed, so
I figured I'd get you to guide me,
marshal, and you sure did, like a good
little man ™. .

The marshal clenched his hands with
passion. Not a sound had warned him
that he was being trailed when he had
left Hard Tack and struck into the path-
less hills. Not a sign or a shadow had
he seen of his pursuer. Yet the Rio
Kid had followed him to the ¢ave,”and
he could guess now that that had been
the Xid’s game when he had sat so idly
on the bench outside the shack hotel in
the camp. And now the puncher held
the drop, and his guns looked unwaver-
ingly at the marshal and his con-
federatse. ™The Marshal of Hard Tack
had gained the map of the lost mine—
only to lose it again. .

A desperate light was in his eyes.

“You want to ride clear of this,
puncher,” he said. “You ain’t getting
this map! T reckon I'm freezing on to
it. There’ll be gun-play here if you
don’t beat it lively 1”

The Kid laughed.

“There sure will be gun-play if you
don’t pubt up your paws, pronto!” he
answered. ‘ ain’t waiting long,
marshal! You put up your hands, you

two ornery galoots, and drop that paper,.

or Hard Tack will want a new town
marshal before sun-up {”

The marshal and Fuchre exchanged a
glance. The clue to the Escobedo Mine
was in their hands, and they were two
to one, and they were desperate. But
the Kid’s eyes gleamed with menace.

“Drop that paper!” he rapped.

The marshal obeyed. As the paper
fluttered to the floor the little Mexican
snatehed it up.

For a second the Kid’s eyes followed
the paper, and it seemed like a chance
to the two desperate men cornered in

the cave. Simultaneously they reached
for their guns.
A second more, and ths cave was reek- -

ing with smoke, thundering with the
echoes of exploding firearms, -

The tenderfoot, erying out with
alarm, crouched back against the
rocks, peering wildly through the
curling smoke. He saw FEuchre pitch
back against the cavern wall and

crumple up to the ground, never to stir
again. He saw the Marshal of Hard
Tack reeling, but firing furiously as he
reeled, and then there was the erash of
a heavy body. -

. Darknesy covered the vision of the
little Mexican, but he came to himself
‘as a hand grasped his shoulder. -

“Search me!” He heard the Rio
Kid's voice. “Dog-gone my boobs, if
the pesky little cuss ain’t fainted! Oh,
shucks " :

{s Seuol_ 31

“0Oh, you've come fo!™ grinned the
Kid. “You're sure the tenderest tender-
foot ever! (et a move on! You ain’t
stopping here any longer, boy "

“But—but those hombres ”

“They ain’t worrying you any ! sald
the Xid grimly.

All was dark in the cave; a bullet
had smashed the lamp. Darkness, and
a reek of oil, and the acrid smell of
smoke. The tenderfoot shuddered, and
as he moved under the Kid's guiding
hand he stumbled over something thas
lay on the carth, and gave a cry.

But the Kid drew him out of the cave.
In the starlight he locked with scared
eyes at his rescuer. .

“You are wounded, senor!” he ex-
claimed, as the Kid dashed a sireak of
crimson from his sunburng cheek.

“I reckon a ball went close,” said the
Kid coolly. “But they was sure loco
to pull on me when I had the drop.. 1
reckon they got theirs so sudden that
they never knew where they was hit.
You got the map safe?”

“8i, si, senor.”

“They found it where I had put you
wise to hide it—in your hat?’’ asked
the Kid.

“No, senor,” faltered the bov. “I—I
gave it up, for they would have searched
me, and—and——" He broke off. “Oh,
senor, you have saved me, and saved
for me the mine of Hscobedo! Senor,
you shall take half the gold——"

T -“Forget it,” grinned the Kid.
3

“But, senor——

“QOh, ecut it out!” said the Xid.
“Step out lively! You've got. a long
trail back to the camp., Beat it 1"

And the tenderfoot, weary but patient,
trudged by the side of the boy puncher,
bewildered by the darkness and the
shadows of rocks and pines, amid which
the Xid never paused or hesitated for
a moment. ‘

THE FOURTH CHAPTERA.
The Senorita !

next morning.
In the shack hotel there was
discussion of the absence of the
Marshal of Hard Tack—a topic on
which the Kid sald no word.

‘He made purchases at the camp store
and packed his slicker pack for a trail
in the hills, and the hour- was still
early when he mounted the black-
muzzled mustang and rode oukt of Hard
Tack with the Mexican.

Many eyes followed them; but if any
of the Hard Tack pilgrims had a hunch
to follow the supposed son of Escobedo,
the presence of the Rio Kid caused them
to give up the idea. While the Kid was
riding herd, the tenderfoot had nothing
to fear, : )

In the canyon,

' THE Rio Kid was early asiir the

out of sight of the -
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camp, the Kid pnlled rein a
companion a whimsical glance.

“1 guess you want to hit the 1
for the Escobedo Mine, faller 7% he sald

“You figure that you can trust me so
far a3 to sce vou through with
do you want me to gquiz®

The boy coloured. .

“Oh, senor, I will frust you with my
mine and with my life i’ he exclaimed.
“1 know now that without your help
T can do nothing—though I do not know
why vou should help me, o sitranger to
you.” -

“Hame here,” sald the Kid coolly.
“It's jest my way of horning in, that’s
all; ‘never was a galoot for minding my
own business. You reckon that map
will fake you to the old man’s mine?”

ST T.ook!” i the
Mexican,

He held
eves,

The Kid studied 1t carcfully.

“1 reckon that’s plain sailing,” he
said. “The old galoot put it down easy
to follow.” He laughed. “You dog-
goned gink, you come up here with old
Escobedo’s map to the mine, and vou
allow that vou ain’t the son of the old
fossicker [

“I am not JRscobedo’s

1t ?

3

<onor | sairl

the map under the Kid's

son, senor,”

said the boy, his Hush decpening. *I
have told only the truth. Ilscobedo’s
son les sick in his home in Old
Mexico, and Escobedo’s widow is in
want. It is for thai reason that I made
this journey to locate the mine if I
could.” :

The Kid cred him curiously.

1

“You're then?” e
asked.

~ “8i, senor. T am an Escobedo.” The
boy smiled faintly. *“The task was too
great for me without your help. ¥ shall
never be able to thank you for your

generosity to me |

“Oh, shucks!” said the Kid.

He studied the map again carefully.
Whether the Mexican boy could have
traced out the lost mine or not, it was
not a difficult task to the Kid with the
map under his eyes. He turned his
.mustang from the canyon, and the boy
followed him. Once or twice the Kid
cast a keen glance hehind, but there
was no sign of pursuit from Hard Tack.

In the noontide they camped in a
deep pine wood long miles from the
camp. There the Kid lighted a fire and
cooked bacon and beans. The boy,
weary with the ride. slept in his blanket,
while the Kid studied the map again
and pondered. When theyv resymed the
trail in the afternoon the Kid was very
thoughtful.

K'A?l lingering doubt troubled the Rio
id.

If the boy was not the son of Esco-
bedo. as he declared, he was not the
rightful owner of the old Mexican’s
claim. The Kid could not know how
the map had come into his possessicn.
The secret of Hscobedo belonged to the
son or the widow of the old fossicker,
or to both, and the Kid waz a little
troubled.

But he’d =aid nothing on the subject
so far, and devoted his atiention to the
task of locating the mine,

With the carefully-drawn map in
hand, that old Escobedo had zent to his
son in Mexico long vyears before. the
task was not a difficult oune to the Kid.
- The wilderness of rock and pine that
bewildered the tenderfoot did not baffie
the boy puncher.

At sundown they rode into the deep
valley high up in the lonely mountains,
A foaming torrent brawled along the
rocks—a  mountain stream thab was
marked on the chart,
_that nighs by.the stroam.

an  Hscobedo,

Thevy camped -
the Kid hrald-

¢ gave his |

Hfollowed =2

-

IN MERCILESS HANDS ! ‘' The secret of the mine at last ! ** cried the marshal,
He held up the oid paper, secratched with strange lines and marks, inthelight of the

tamp.

Euchre glared at it over his arm,equally excited.

The tenderfeoot, unheeded,

wept, with coverad face, in despzir; while the two ruffians examined their prize,
(See Cheapter 2.)

ing a-jacal of hranches for the weary
tenderfoot before he rolled up in his
blanket in the open air under the side
of a towering rock. :

After breakfast the next morning the
Kid took the map and searched through
the wvalley, while the little Mexican
rested in the camp.

It was three hours later that ‘he Kid
rejoined his companion, with a smile on
his face.

He tossed back
tenderfoot.

“T reckon that won't
more,” he zaid.

The Mexican gave him a aquick look.

“&enor, you have found 1677

The Kid grinned, and held out his
hand. In the palm lay 2 nugget of
solid’ gold.

“Tl oro!” the boy ejaculated.

“Sure!  And there’s lots more where
that came from,” said the  Kid. “I
guess old Iscobedo was wise to keep ib
dark—it’s sure a rich strike. You could
pick up a fortune in a few days!” .

“Qh. senor!” exclaimed the hoy
breathlessly.

“Come and zee!” said the Kid.

The Mexican, almost trembling with
eagerness, followed the puncher. They
stopped 1n a deep hollow that had once
been the bed of the <iveam. which had
different eourse in ancient

the map to the

he wanted any

days.

In the old river-bed lay a rusted pick,
and fhere were zigns  of
works : L ween,

o= st ey

primiive

y

The Kid pointed to the dried, sandy
bed where the pick lay.

“1 reckon that’s the spoi that's
marked ‘Oro’ on yvour map, feller,” he
sald. “There’s oro there a-plenty, that's
a cinch. 1 guess this old river-bed s
thick with 1t.”

The boy nodded. His eyes were on
the rusted piek, not on ithe glistening
partictes that.showed in the sand in the
bright sunrays.

“And that pick——
voice,

“1 guess old Rsecbedo lefé it there
before his last trip down to Hard Tack
ten years and more ago,”” said the Kid.
“He was shot up by a galoot who was
after his claim, and never came back
for it. I reckon no pilgrim ever nosed
into: this hyer valley—it's right off the
track. That old pick’s lain there ever

k]

23

he said in a low

since  Lscobedo dropped it ten years
ago.”

The boy trembled.

“Padre mio!” he murmured.

The ¥Xid made no comment. The boy

had said, again and again, that he was

not the son of Escobedo, yet he mur-
mured “ My father I as he looked, with

tears i his dark eyes, at the pick that
had been left by the old fossicker—all
that remained of Joaquin Escobedo.
-For some meoments the icnderfoos
tood still, as if buried in painful
thought. He siirred himself at last

“And this is the Escobedo Mine,
senor v he zaid.

Ter PoptTAR.—NG~ 504,
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