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Men Wanted NOW for

| o// Skilled Jobs

THESE QUICK TRAINING
BOOKS ARE SHIPPED FREE M 37TT

for Examination. Get ahead faster. Use this quick reference §& R R ; =
way to find the facts on hundreds of important subjects. The s HOP PRAC'"CE £

jiffy index helps you to find out what you need to know in a
hurry. Machinists, Toolmakers, Draftsmen, Automobile
Mechanics, Aviation Employees, Diesel Engineers, and  3,000illustrations which cover tool mak-
men in almost any other similar field can profit by having 08, oo, A b, O Taching
these books. Remember, any set will be sent to you free for shop practice and management, and

examination. Just send the coupon.

; ‘ edition of
AUTOMOBILE ENGINEERING DRAFTING :

Brand New Set 6 Volumes. Whether ~ For Beginners or Expertsin ~ ADPDblied
you are a mechanie or helper, expert or  Machine Trades. Written so  Llectricity

o 4Ty ! & ?
apprentice, auto owner or driver, you YOu can “nderlzfl%l;gn ee":gl‘ili 3.000 pages,

will find great value in these auto books  word, by yell-

2s ; neers. De Luxe modernistic, : e , %
Shoth edition) which il vou step by adhanic o nding over  Uusirations S—
C S. 2, 1,600 pages, hundreds of blue- ynarmos,motors, power stations, radio,

pages, 2,90(_) illustratlons.. Ma«rme‘ o= prints, chavts and diagrams; television and many, many other sub-
gines, aviation motors, Diesel engines,  prepares you for agood draft- - jects all covered. Total price only $29.80. [§
wiring diagrams included. Total price  ing job in mechanical lines. >enton trial. .

|| A ial.
only $24.80. Sent on trial Total price for compiete set AVIATION ;

6 Vol . Aircraft engines, i
BUILDING, ESTIMATING AND CONTRACTING  readine, Acrial photesranhy. 5 pom.
: e : = 9hV(;(IIum§s..€I‘his e edition
B oot to bocome o conmacre. DIESEL ENGINEERING
Invaluable to builders. Roof fram- - 6 Volumes. Over 2,500 Pages. Hun-
ing, steel square, architectural . dreds ofillustrations, Total Price $24.80.

ing. steel square, architeciural
paigiing and decoratine, heatins:  HEATING & VENTILATING 4

8 Big Books. 3,000 pages with nearly |

“F
mechanic who uses them an advantage

over untrained men. With each sot we

will include extra, a big binder of nearly i
800 pages with hundreds of- original
shop tickets and 1,200 illustrations
which show step by step how to set up
and run almost any kind of a job. These
are in addition to the 8 big books pic~ &
tured above. Total price only $34.80. ;
Sent on trial.

ELECTRIC

This new 2
seventeenth

ing, pattern making, foundry work,

hundreds of other subjects. This sef,
“‘Modern Shop Practice,” will give any

lTY 10 Volumes

has over
hundreds of

plete encyclopedia. Total Price $19.80.

uilding, contracting, concrete

forms, and many other subjects INCLUDING AIR CONDITIONING

well covered./Total price $29.80. 6 Volumes. 2,000 Pages. 800 illus-

Sent on trial.

ANY SeT sHIPPED FREE!

? '} All you need do to get a set of
Jor Examination. “Drafting for Machine Trades'’ 5
volumes, “Modern Shop Practice’” 8 volumes plus binder,
“Applied Electricity’ 10 volumes, ‘‘Automobile Engineer-
ing” 6 volumes, ‘Building, Estimating and Contracting’”
¢ volumes, ‘‘Heating-Ventilating”’ 6 volumes, ‘ Diesel En-
gineering’’ 6 volumes, “Aviation' 6 volumes, for free
examination is to send in the coupon. The books will be
sent promptly. You pay the delivery charges only. Keep
them for 10 days. If not satisfied, send them back and you
will owe us nothing. If satisfied, send only $2.00 in 10 days
and then $3.00 a month until the total price shown is paid.

__—"There is no further obligation.

American Technical Society, Vocational Publishers, Since 1898
Prexel at 58th Street, Chicago, illinois Pept. X749

trations. Total Price $24.80.
EEnnnwsSEND THIS COUPON TODAYsmmr gimmin
# AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY, Dopt. X749 g
Drexel at 58th Street, Chicago, Illinois "
: Send for 10 days free use the cyclopedia which I 1is6 here. [

a Put name of set here

# I will pay the delivery charges only, and if fully satisfied, will

i send you $2.00 in 10 days and then $3.00 a month until the [§
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books in 10 days I will owe you nothing. You are to include a B

H gﬁgr'seconaultmg privileges with your englneers without extra ]
Tge.

BN, isii i ety v o cak e ey R o
B AGATEsS. . oo iiiiiiiiiiany s i e s S e
Bcuy...... e ST e Sts E

B Please attach o letter stating age, occupation end name and address of em-
B ployer and at least one business man as & reference.



e EVERY STORY BRAND NEW e
e Rie [Siel &

7 / 7
o // ///

/;/ )

Vol. VI, No. 3 CONTERNTS October, 1942

A Complete Full-Length Bob Pryor Novei 2

KIT CARSON'S WAY
By TOM CURRY

The Rio Kid and His Fighting Pards Storm the
Stronghold of Hostile Indians to Establish Fron-
tier Peace—and Give No Quarter to Renegades! 15

Other Quick-Trigger Stories

SIX-SHOOTER SYMBOL . . . . . . CharlesHandley 88
OQuitlaws Make Use of Pop Willisms Ferry Just Once Too Often

WRONG-TRAIN . : . . . . . . . Frank Stone 96
They Missed Their Stop—but None of the Excitement!

NIGHTCALL . . . . . . . . . Gunnison Steele 101
Bank-robbing Outlaws Meet Their Match Around Cedar Creek Way

and
THE BUNKHOUSE : « : : « : . FoghornClancy 103

A Department Conducted by America’s Foremost Rodeo Expert
Also See Portrait and Biography of Kit Carson, Page 27; John Charles

Fremont, Page 35; General William Tecumseh Sherman,
Page 39, and Bigfoot Wallace, Page 43
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J. E. SMITH
President

National Radio Institute
Established 27 Years

Trgined
ese Men

3200 A MONTH

B U SI N ESS
*or geveral years

self making
around $200 a

7 yaonth, Business
hassteadnymcreased Ihave
N.R. I to thank for my
start in this field.”’—ARLIE
J. FROEHNER, 300 W. Tex-
as Ave., Goose Creek, Tex

$5T0 $10 WEEK
IN SPARETIME
‘T am engag

spare time Radio

erating, mainte-
nanes of Army Transmitters
and Receivers, handling du-
ties of the Chief Operator in
his absence.””—SERGEANT
RICHARD W, ANDERSON.
U. 8. Army. (Address omit~
ted for military reasons.)

Men likely to go into mili~
tary service, soldiers, sail-
ors, marines, should mail
the Coupon Now! Learning
Radio helps men gef extra
rank, extra prestige, more
interesting duties, much
higher pay Also prepares
for good Radio jobs after
gervice ends. lt’s Smart to
Train for Radio NOW!

You Buil Thes nd
Other Radio Circuits with
Parts MyCourse Includes

You Conduct 60 sets of Experiments,
Make Hundreds of Interesting Measure-
ments and Adjustments to Give you
Valuable Practical Experience.

NOW MORE MAKE $30, $40. $50 A WEEK
HAN EVER BEFOR
Here is a qmck way to better pay. MAIL THE COU-
PON, Get my Sample Lesson and Free 64-page Book. [
See how complete and practical my Lesson Texts really @
are, how the information they contain is designed to
help you make more money quickly, Read about the
SIX Big Kits of Standard Radio Parts I send you with
my Course. See for youzrgelf how you LEARN the fun-
damentals of Radio from my Lesson Texts—PRACTICE
what you learn by actually building some typical Radio |8
circuits you study—P ROVE what you learn by making
tests and measurements while you adjust the circuits (&
you have built,

HOW YOU GET PRAcl‘IcAL EXPERIENCE
STUDYING RADIO AT HOME NIGHTS
I send you, in all, more than 100 standard Radio parts, |
including tubes, condensers, a meter, punched chassis
bases, even a soldering iron, solder and wire. With
these you perform more than 60 sets of experiments;
make hundreds of practical tests and measurements. I
give you special training to show you how to start mak @ MEASURING IN-
ing monev fixing Radios a few months after you enroll, STRUMENT you
Many make $5, $10 a week extra fixing Radios in spare @ build early in the

SUPHRHETERO-
DYNE BECEIVER,
with preselector,
oscillator-mixer=
first detector, i. £, 8
gtage, diode-detec~ [
tor-a.. v. 0. stage &8
aud stage.
Reoelves local and 1
distant stations, .

time, and gain extra valuable practical experience as {@§ Course, and use in

well. 2 your training and
BIG DEMAND NOW FOR TRAINED 4 practical Radio,
RADIO TECHNICIANS, OPERATORS 8 work. Ifisavacuumy:

The Radio repair business is booming and will boom £ tube voltmeterg
more 23 more and more old sets need repairs, new [ and multimeter,
tubes, parts. The Government is spending MILLIONS measures A.C. an
for wartime Radio Equipment; Civilian Radio Tech- D.C. volts; D.C.
nicians and Operators are in large b currents;resistance;
by the Government. Broadcasting, Police, Aviation, Teceiver output.
Comamercial Radio Stations and Loud Soeaket Systems

give good jobs to many. 8 N. R.I. Course has
led to good jobs in all these brmohes ‘of Radio.

FIND OUT How I TRAIN YOU AT HOME
A GOOD JOB IN RA

MAIL THE COUPON I'll send you a Sumple Lesson

and my 64-page Book Free, Read them. Learn about

my Course; how I train you; the types of jobs in tha
any different branches of Radio. Read letters from

more than 100 men I trained, so you ¢an see what

they are doing, earning. MAIL THE COUPON NOW,

in an envelope, ot pa.sted on a pemnny posteard,

President, D K09,
Noitong] Raie! o Wasﬁﬁ;'toﬁ. D. C.

provides ampli-
tude-modulated
signal for

and experimental

fir, 3, €. Smith, Presidem, Dwt 2K09
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington, D. C.

Mail me FREE, without obligation, your Sample Lesson and 64-page book,
Rich Rewards in Radio.” (No Salesman will call. Please write plainly,)
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Learn this ]
Profitable

Profession

in 90 Days at Home

Hundreds of men and women of all ages 18-50 make $10.00 to
$20.00 in a single day giving scientific Swedish Massage and
Hydro-Theravy treatments. There is a big demand from
Hospitals, Sanitariums, Clubs, Doctors and private patients as
well as opportunities for establishing your own office.
Learn_this interesting money-making profession in your own
Thome by mail, through our home study course. Same instructors
as in our NATIONALLY KNOWN resident school. A diploma
is awarded upon completion of the course. Course can be
b ——mammmsesmm completed in 3 to 4 months. High School train-
7 ing is not necessary. Many earn big mouney while
learning. The Army and Navy need bundreds of
experts—both men and women.

Anatomy Charts & Booldet FREE

Enroll now and we will include uniform ecoat,
medical dictionary, patented reducing roller and
Hydro-Therapy supplies without exira cost. The
reducing course alone may be worth many times
the modest tuition fee.
1 Send coupon now for Anatomy Charts and hooklet
e of photographs and letters from Sueecessful
&9 craduates. These will all be sent posteald—FREE.
I RN DD NN e P T Y GEGD WG e CEn BGE SR G REEE e
~THE College of Swedish Massage
Dept. 663—30 E. Adams St., Chicago
You may send me FREE and postpaid, Anatomy Charts, booklet eon-
t?inmg wtographs and leiters from graduates, and complete details
of your offer.

DNRIRO =500 s so dub ws s oo tmanies o sis Sad Neales SUNE AN SRR N oiv 05 v0 s

AQGEOED et srectevasansmasanssresnebonsanssnssanacescsesessens

BUY WAR SAVINGS
BONDS—STAMPS

This advertisement hns been prepared,
a.-}d the space doneated by the publisher
of this wmagazine enlirely without cost
as a patriotic gift to the Governmend

more magnetic personality are developed.

hnvd

within us.

A strange method of mind and body control, that leads to immense powers
never before experienced, is announced by Edwin J. Dingle, FR.G.S,
well-known explorer and geographer. It is said to bring about almost un-
believable improvement in power of mind. Many report improvement in
health. Others acquire superb bodily strength, secure better positions, turn
failure into success. Often, with surprising speed, talents, ability and a

This startling method was found in remote and mysterious Tibet,
formeily a forbidden country, rarely visited by outsiders, and often called
the land of miracles in the astounding books written about it. Here, be-
hind the highest mountains in the world, Mr. Dingle learned the extraord-
inary system he is now disclosing to the Western world.

He maintains that all of us are giants in strength and mind-power,
capable of surprising feats, from the delay of old age to the prolonging
of youth, and the achievement of dazzling business and professional success. From childhood, how-
ever, we are hypnotized by a false idea of what we really are.

Most of us know that God is everywhere, but never realize that God cannot be everywhere with-
out being also in us. And if He is in us, then all His wisdom, all His power — unlimited knowledge
and infinite power — is likewise in us. If God is everywhere, then there is nothing but God, and
we also are that—a completely successful human life being the expression of God in man. The
Holy Spirit of the Bible is an actual living force
in man, and through it we too can do ‘'greater
things than these.” The method found by Mr.
Dingle in Tibet is said to be remarkably instrumental
in freeing our minds of the hypnotizing ideas which
blind us to the vast power of this living force

A nine-thousand word treatise, revealing
the startling results of this system, is now
being offered free to anyone who quickly
sends his name and address. Write promptly
to the address below, as only a limited num-
ber of the free treatises have been printed.

The Institute of Mentalphysics, Dept. A-71, 213 So. Hobart Blvd., Los Angeles, Calif.
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-~
R
§ " A:LE!; Atias,
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J. G. O’BRIEN R ] ,‘;l;zern:, ) "’lgsflz;"ke
Champion ; s = of yo& Heajyy,
M('}?lsll Winn‘gr . g " T-Day

This is an ordinary
snapshot of one of
Charles Atlas’ Cali-
fornian pupils,

This is coupon O’Brien sent §
to get FREE Book. Yours §
is below—clip it NOW! i

Prize-Winning Body
| Gave Him /!

G. O’'BRIEN saw my coupon. He clipped and mailed it. He
® got my free book and followed my instructions. He became a
New Man. NOW read what he says:
“Look at me NOW ! ‘Dynamic Temusion’” WORKS!
I'm proud of the natural, easy way you have made
me an ‘Atlas Champion’!”

J. G. O'Brien.

“P'll Prove that YOU, too, can
be a NEW MAN?”—Charles Atlas

I don’t care how old or young you are, or how ashamed
of your present physical condition you may be. If you
can simply raise your arm and fiex it I can add SOLID
MUSCLL‘ to your biceps—yes, on each arm—in double-
quick time! Only 15 minutes a day—right in your own
home—is all the time I ask of you! And there’s no

CHARLES

cost if I fail. ; ATLAS
I can broaden your shoulders, strengthen your back, develop your whole muscular system INSIDE

and OUTSIDE; I can add inches to your chest, give you a vise-like grip, make those legs of yours An untouched

lithe and powerful. I can shoot new strength into your old backbone, exercise these inner organs, hoto of

help you cram your body so full of pep, vigor and red-blooded vitality that you weu’t feel there's arles Atlas,
even “‘standing room’ left for weakness and that lazy feeling! Before I get through with you I'Il

have your whole frame ‘‘measured”” to a nice, new, beautiful suit of muscle!

Only 15 Minutes a Day

“Dynamio Tension!*> Phat’s the ticket! The identical mafural method that I myself developed
to change my body from the scrawny, skinny-chested weakling I was at 17 tp my present super~
men physique! Thousands of other fellows are becoming marvelous physical

mcimens—[i-/mz{ way. 1 gtive gﬁ "tiu- gad(lzets‘lo)r contrw;lians to ’i‘ooleith, Y(iu (R M G (S NS0 Y G N0 N (R e (s
learn to develop your stren ough “Dynemic Tension. ou simply X

utilize the DORMANT muscle-power in your own God-given body—wateh it CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 77-Z

increase and multiply double-quick into real, solid LIVE MUSCLE. l 115 E. 23rd Street, New York, N. Y.

My method—*“Dynamic- Tension’’—will turn the trick for you. No theory— I want the proof that your system of ““Dynamic Tension’”
every exorcise ig praetical, And, man, so0 easy! Spend only 15 minutes a day can help make me a New Man—give me a healthy, husky
in your own home. From the very start you’ll be using my method of ““Dynomic body and big muscle development. Senq_ me your REF
Tension’” almost unconsciously every minute of the day— - book, ‘‘Everlasting Health and Strensth.”” No obligation,
walking, bending over, etc.—to BUILD MUSCLE and
VITALITY,

FREE BOOK ""EVERLASTING HEALTH
AND STRENGTH'’

In it I talk to you in straight-from-the-shoulder language.

Packed with inspirational pictures of myself and pupils—

fellows who became NEW MEN in strength, my way. et

me show you what I helped THEM do. See what I can do for

YOU! For_a real thrill, send for this book today. AT ONCE,
CHARLES ATLAS, Dept, 77-Z, (15 E, 23rd St., N. Y. C.

World’s  Most
Perfectly  De-
veloped Man.™
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... AND INDUSTRIAL WARFARE HAS ITS

- COMMANDAS, o

oN THE battlefield, daring ‘“‘hit-and-skip”
raids can only succeed when every man is
trained to do his part to perfection.

Industrial warfare, too, has its “com-
mandos”’—workers whose skill and experi-
ence are backed by sound, practical, up-to-
the-minute {raining! These are the men
who were Johnny-on-the-spot when the
nation called on industry to outproduce
the Axis!

Many of these “shop commandos’ got
their basic and specialized training through
the International Correspondence Schools
—at surprisingly low cost! It’s not too late
for YOU to join their ranks—by starting
now to get the training that will make you
a better soldier on the industrial front, and

qualify you for a more responsible, better
paid job!

Simply mail the coupon, and we will
send you complete information on I. C. S.
Courses in your line of work.

NOTICE! Piease show this adver-
tisement to your friends. Even if you
have mailed the coupon, they can get
prompt information by méiling a post-
card or letter, telling their name, age,
saddress and occupation, to Box 3968-V,

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE
SCHOOLS, SCRANTON, PENNA.




LOOK OVER THIS LIST OF I.C.S. COURSES —
THEN MARK AND MAIL THE COUPON TODAY!

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

Air Brake

Air Conditioning
Airplane Drafting
Architectural Drafting
Architecture

Auto Engine Tune-up
Auto Technician
Aviation

Aviation Mechanic
Boilermaking

Bridge Engineering
Chemistry

Civil Engineering
Coal Mining

Concrete Engineering
Contracting and Building
Cotton Manufacturing
Diesel Engines
Electrical Drafting
Electrical Engineering
Electric Lighting

Accounting

Advertising
Bookkeeping

Business Correspondence
Business Management
Cartooning

Civil Service

College Preparatory

Advanced Dressmaking
Foods and Cookery

Foundryman

Heating

Heat Treatment of Metals
Highway Engineering
House Planning

Industrial Metallurgy
Locomotive Engineer
Machinist

Management of Inventions
Marine Engines
Mechanical Drafting
Mechanical Engineering .
Mine Foreman

Navigation

Patternmaking

Plumbing

Practical Telephony
Public Works Engineering
Pulp and Paper Making
Radio, General

Radio Operating

BUSINESS COURSES

Commercial
Commercial Illustrating
Cost Accounting

C, P. Accounting

First Year College
Foremanship

French

Good English

HOME ECONOMICS COURSES

Home Dressmaking
Professional Dressmaking
and Designing

~ INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

Radio Servicing

R. R. Section Foreman
R. R. Signalman
Refrigeration

Sanitary Engineering
Sheet Metal Work
Ship Drafting
Shipfitting

Shop Practice

Steam Electric

Steam Engines

Steam Fitting
Structural Drafting
Structural Engineering
Surveying and Mapping
Telegraph Engineering
Telephone Work
Textile Designing
Toolmaking

Welding

' Woolen Manufacturing

High School

Managing Men at Work

Railway Postal Clerk

Salesmanship

Secretarial [ Spanish

Showcard and Sign
Lettering

Traffic Management

Tea Room and Cafeteria
Management, Catering

HELPING TO TRAIN AMERICANS FOR VICTORY

*

BOX 3969-¥Y, SCRANTON, PENNA. '

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet,
“Who Wins and Why,” and full particulars about your course

in

Name

Afe

Address

State

City.

Present Position

Canadian residents send coupon fo International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreol,

Canada, British residents send coupon fo I. C. S., 71 Kingsway, London, W. C. 2, England

*




TIGHTENS

CROWN
JRELINER
HEEPS '€M

e Ogak AMAZING OFFER
embarrassment and diacomtort caused by floose
dental platos, Apply CROWN RELINER. Tas iy aed D7, dogse
like new and stays that way up to 4 months. No old fashioned
heating to burn your mouth, Just squeeze CROWN from tube and
&ut your teeth back fn. They’ll fit as snugly as ever. Inventor
a recognized authority in dental field. A patent has been ap-
plied for CROWN RELINER to protect you from imitators. After
you reline fom‘ plate with CROWN, take your false teeth out for
'leamng w thout affecting the CROWN RELINER. CROWN RE-
NER - anteed . . » it’s harmless. NOT A POWDER OR
PASTEI u uot aatisﬂed. even after 4 months, weturn part),
ube for full sefund.

tes: “My plates
they ratt!ed when 1 nlked o
3y eat steaks or corn_omn_the cob.™
Reline your plate with CROWN, It’s faste-
less. Has that matural pink color. Order a
tube of CROWN LINER today . . . enough
to last & year. include FREE m tube
¥ [l of CROWN piate cleaner. SEND NO MONEY.
2 Just send mame and address. Pay postman
plus or

£ $1.00 lur S
i send ca e pay posmge Aes at once %
and enjoy zm. new happine: i
B CROWN FLASTICS CO., Depf 6410
4358 W. Philadslphia Ave., Dotroit, Mich.

SONGWRITER&

We want your gong or gong poem. Melodies written for songs,
poems without charge. ~We also revise, record and market your
song. We ha.ve helped others, why not you? Send your seng
@r poem foday for free examination and d

Hollywood Recording Studios

Dept. B23, Box 87, Preuss Sta., Los Angeles, Calif.

MAN WANTED

BUILD A BIG PAY ROUTE
SELL TO STORES ON NEW PLAN
Carry a complete ““Wholesale Supply House™ in

hand. Let us start you making Big Money

Book gives amax! Write today.
World’s Products Oo.. Dem‘. 730, Spencer, Ind.

Protect your idea witha

atent. Don’t delay. Get

Patent Guide” and

“Record of Inventlon” form — Write today!

CLARENCE O'BRIEN and HARVEY B. JACOBSON,
Reg. Pat. Attys 28-K Adamgs Bldg., Washington, D. C.

90 DAYS TRIAL
TEST THEM
EXAMINE THEM

BB B
We make FALSE TEETH for you BY MAIL from
your ‘mouth- impression] Money-Back GUARAN- SEND
TER of Satisfaction. FREE _impression mate-
rial, directions, Booklet of New NO

Sty]ea and Information, Write to- FREE MONEY
PARKER DENTAL LABORATORY

§27 N, DEARBORN STREET, DEPT, 17K, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS

HERE IT IS!

America’s Best Dime’s Worlh
of Picture Entertainment

NOW ON SALE AT ALL STANDS

TRUE ADVENTURES OF THE WORLD'S GREATEST HEROES)

EB@@ZZ EIEE

10¢ D@@ =

T

Now on Sale 10¢ Everywhere
IVs New! Il’s True,'. it’s Different?
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~ MEN-2516 or50

YOU ARE VITALLY NEEDED IN OUR
NATIONAL VICTORY PROGRAM

Trained Electrical men are needed now! It’s not how young you are, or how old
you are. The question is—have you the training to hold a particular job that must
be filled. Electricity offers you the opportunity you have always wanted—if you’ll

prepare for your place in this field.

ELECTRICITY

Zezrre By Doirg ire /12 Weeks

Here at Coyne you can train in 12 weeks—not by books or lessons, but on real
actual electrical machinery and apparatus. Vou ‘“‘Learn by Doing’’. And you
don’t need much money. I’ll finance your tuition and you can pay it in easy
monthly payments after your training period is over.

NO BOOKS —NO CLASSES—NO RECITING

Get into the fascinating, fast growing, well paid
field of Electricity—a field that offers you op-
portunities and a future—in good times or
bad times—a field that is a permanent necessity
in war or peace. Here {s your chance to prepare
yourself for a lasting permanent future.

Here at Coyne, in 12 weeks, you can train for

your Big Opportunity by working on real electrical
machinery. Here you learn airplane ignition, wind

I Génaece Your T

armatures, learn power plant operation, do house
and factory wiring, etc. Coyne training is easy to
learn. You *‘‘Learn-By-Doing’’, not by books.
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LET'S BET
THIS
STRAIGHT

THIS WAR is being fought by
a big Army. It's an army that is
called the United States.

Millions of us are in uniforms
and many more millions are not,
but how we happen to be dressed
isn’'t what's important. ‘

What is important is whether
every one of us is in this fight,
giving it everything we have.
Any less won't win.

Whether you're a soldier on
the firing line, or are backing him
up as a soldier on the production

line, you're fighting for the same
things.

The decision, whether or not
we are to live in a decent world
as free men in the years to come,
is in the making now. It's up to
you, Soldier.

O ebotobonf

Colonel, G.S.C.
UNITED STATES ARMY)



The Rio Kid tock careful aim af the man lying behind the corn crib (CHAFTER XIV)

KIT CARSON'S WAY

By TOM CURRY

Captain Bob Pryor and his fighting pards storm.
the stronghold of hostile Indians to establish
frontier peace—and give no quarter to renegades/

CHAPTER 1
OIld and New

IGFOOT WALLACE thought
B it amusing, but the Rio Kid’s
J face was inscrutable as they
watched the baiting of the young man

in ragged gray.
“He’s gettin’ on his hoss shore

enough, Rio Kid,” chortled “Bigfoot,”
his huge body slouched in the shade.

In this year of 1867 the Civil War
was still fresh in the minds of men.
But here, the Rio Kid thought, was a
sample of the rancor still existing
that was not to his liking. After all,
_ this young fellow in gray had been a
" soldier, and probably had fought as

A COMPLETE FULL-LENGTH RIO KID NOVEL
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valiantly for what he had considered
right as Bob Pryor, the Rio Kid, had
fought himself—though on the oppo-
site side.

And in Pryor’s mind there was no
reason for these men of New Mexico
to act as they were acting now, though
New Mexico had gone with the Union,
Bob Pryor had been with the Union
Army also, and his native state was
Texas.

More formally, he was Captain

16

Off balance, Barron landed

Robert Pryor who, through the four
awful years of the War Between the
States had fought under Sheridan,
Custer and Grant, War’s horrors had
left a certain grimness about him, as
was inevitable, but his eyes were still
boyish, with a deep blue glint that
showed his devil-may-care fighting
courage.

Watching the scene before himnow,
he was a fine figure of a man, every
inch a soldier, though a frown creased



heavily in the dusi (CHAPTER 1)

his broad forehead. His face was
clean-shaven and bronzed, and, remi-
niscent of the recent days when he
had been a soldier, he wore his blue
tunic, and his trousers with the broad
yellow cavalry stripe down each leg
were tucked into high black Army
boots with silver spurs. The rowels,
however, were not as large as those
usually affected in the West.

His Stetson was cocked at a rakish
angle, showing his closely cropped,

crisp chestnut hair. Broad of shoul-
der, and narrow-waisted, his was the
ideal weight and height for a cavalry-
man,

Strapped about his waist was a
three-inch-wide black sword belt.
Slung across his chest were cartridge
belts with pleated holsters in which
were his .45 Colt revolvers, and two
more pistols were hidden in shoulder
holsters under his shirt. Nor were
they weapons merely for display, for

17



18 THE RIO KID WESTERN

four years in the Army, and earlier
scout training on the Rio Grande had
made him a dead shot.

E HAD scouted for Custer, had
been the famous fighter's aide
for a time. Naturally, with such years
of fighting behind him, Bob Pryor was
already a veteran, young as he was.
One other thing his Army training
had given him, that would endure
throughout his life—his passion for
neatness and orderliness. It showed
in the way he kept his clothing—
alway spick and span—in the way his
saddle and bridle gleamed, and in the
tiptop cordition of his dun mount,
_Saber, his constant companion.

Saber was not far away now, one of
three horses held by another constant
companion of the Rio Kid—Celestino
Mireles. A slim Mexican youth who
had attached himself to the Rio Kid
when Bob Pryor had saved his life in
a Mexican bandit raid, young Mireles
was sure to be found wherever the Rio
Kid rode in his wanderings through-
out the wide West.

Mireles was a tall youth whose skin
was the rich dark creaminess of the
Spanish dons who were his forebears,
whose nose was the curved one of an
eagle’s beak, and whose eyes were
inky black and deep-set. Right now
the eyes were half closed, for he was
drowsing on his feet as he held the
three horses—his own pinto, the Rio
Kid's mousy dun, and Bigfoot Wal-
lace’s oversized black,

War veteran though Saber was, also,
and the fastest thing on legs the Rio
Kid had ever met, he was not exactly
a prepossessing mount. Though men
wise to horseflesh would quickly
guess his courage and stamina. And
they would know, from the black
stripe that ran down his back, that he
was of “the breed that never dies.”

Even as the lack of beauty of the
Rio Kid’s mount was self-evident, so
was his bad temper—with all save the
Rio Kid—for Saber was always spoil-
ing for a fight. He was now. His

mirled eye was rolling wickedly as
he measured the distance to Bigfoot
Wallace’s black, with the plain inten-
tion of biting a chunk from the hide
of the other horse, if possible.

That, apparently was Saber’s idea
of relaxation while the Rio Kid rested
after a pause in this little New Mexi-
can town with his trail mate, Mireles,
and Bigfoot Wallace.

Wallace, who drove the mail from
Texas to Santa Fé, had ridden north
with the Rio Kid for a short hunting
trip after elk in the Sangre de Cristo
Mountains. Bigfoot had not earned
his nickname because of the size of
his pedal extremities, for every’chxmr
about him was big.

He had come by the appellation, in
fact, in a way that had nothing to do
with his own size. For the search he
had been making for years for a Lipan
Indian whose moccasin track was
fourteen inches long had long ago
caused him to be dubbed “Bigfoot,”
and the name stuck.

Wallace stood six-feet-four,
weighed two hundred and forty, and
his close-cut beard was sprinkled with
gray. However, though he was fifty,
he was as powerful in body and spirit
as he had been as a young man. An
Indian fighter, scout and soldier, Big-
foot Wallace was a man to ride the
river with.

His wide mouth was spread in a
grin now, as he listened to the alter-
cation over near the porch of the
store that overlooked the dusty plaza.

“Now look here, Johnny Reb,” a
loud-mouthed man over there was
shouting angrily, “we don’t want none
of yore lip!” He added some epithets
which drew snickers from the crowd.
“What’s yore handle?”

“I told you, suh,” the young man in
the tattered gray uniform replied in a
soft drawl. “It’s Barron—Lieutenant
Arthur Barron, C.S.A,, it was until
the War ended. I rode under Stone-
wall Jackson till his untimely dea
~ “He looks mighty hungry,” thought
the Rio Kid, edging closer.
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THE young fellow in tattered gray
who called himself Barron was
around six feet tall. His hair was
black, his dark eyes deep-sunken, and
his well-chiseled nose showed good
breeding. He was extremely gaunf,
though, and his lips were parched.
The Rio Kid, a sharp observer, de-
cided he must be faint from hunger.
The horse he rode was a fine gray,
long of limb and with curving neck
and well-combed mane. Grazing at the
coarse grass in the plaza were a dozen

BOB PRYOR

more animals he had in charge, as fine
a bunch as the Rio Kid had ever seen.
They showed their Kentucky strain,
so superior in speed and appearance,
though not always in stamina, to the
chunky Western mustang.

“We don’t go for traitors in New
Mexico,” announced the thick-set fel-
low on the porch, his arms belliger-
ently akimbo. “You take the out-trail
pronto and don’t stop till we can’t see
yore dust, savvy?”

“I thought the War was over,” mut-
tered Barron wearily. “At least, out

19

this way. Back in Kentucky—"

“Shut up. We don’t want yore kind
of skunk here, I tell yuh!”

The Rio Kid liked the man on the
porch less and less. He wore fine
boots, and black trousers, with a pearl-
handled .45 showing in the belt, and a
white shirt with sleeves rolled up,
and a black string tie, He was bare-
headed and had evidently just stepped
from the store which apparently was
his. He had a thick-lipped, sullen
mouth, small, beady eyes, and a flat

W/QL ¢ ,
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nose over a sandy mustache. His hair
was a washed-out, dead shade.

The building before which he stood
was divided into two parts. The sign
on the right said:

JED HANNIGAN
GROCERIES AND SUPPLIES

The one on the left read:

WEEKLY GAZETTE
JED HANNIGAN, EDITOR

“Hey, Hannigan!” a man called
from the small crowd. “Ask him what
Jeff Davis has for breakfast!”
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“T'll be ridin,” Barron said with
dignity, swinging to his gray horse.

“Halt!” Hannigan ordered, an idea
coming into his head. “As mayor of
this town, I demand yuh pay the toll
charge for the grass them cayuses of
yores have et, Johnny Reb. It’ll be
twenty dollars.”

More snickers went up at this.

“I have no money,” replied Barron
simply, “and I don’t believe what you
say, suh.”

The :man who had yelled out the

jest about Jeff Davis suddenly seized .

Barron’s arm as he was about to
mount, and jerked him so hard that
Barron, off balance, fell, landing heav-
ily on his back in the dust. A roar of
mirth went up.

The fellow who had laid hands on
Barron was a huge man, with a round,
moon face, a permanently open mouth
with hanging lower lip and cowlike
brown eyes. He wore chaps and riding
boots with big spurs, and a great Stet-
son with its chin-strap dangling loose.
Leather cuffs covered his thick wrists,

but not his hamlike hands.
“Hold him, Stensen!” someone
shouted,

ARRON leaped to his feet, his

temper snapped. His bony fist
whizzed with terrific speed straight to
Stensen’s surprised face, connecting
with the man’s thick nose. It spurted
blood.

Stensen howled with pain and
stunned rage, staggered by the unex-
pected force of the blow.

Hannigan yanked his pistol from
holster, but just as he raisec it the
Rio Kid jumped into the fray.

His Army Colt banged. Hannigan
dropped his gun as though it had sud-
denly become red-hot. He blinked,
the nearness of Pryor’s slug taking
away his breath and nerve.

For an instant there was silence, as
the echoes of Pryor’s shot rolled
across the plaza to the painted moun-
tains beyond. Then a dozen armed
men started for Barron and the Rio

Kid. Citizens who had just been
watching the sport of baiting a
Johnny Reb, turned and ducked for
cover,

“Wait!” bellowed the Rio Kid, Colt

~in hand.

With that Army officer’s voice of
his which had enabled him to make
himself heard over the roar of battle,
as well as his commanding way, he
made this bunch promptly obey, un-
consciously awed by his leashed
strength.

“I knew Abe Lincoln, boys,” he:
shouted, “and he wouldn’t have liked
this sort of thing, not even now, with
him murdered. The War is over. Let
this stranger go.”

It was a close call. Ole Stensen was
cursing, holding his bloody nose. On -
the porch, Jed Hannigan had col-
lected his wits after the frightening
bullet had shaken him.

“String ’em both up!” he shouted

angrily, shaking his fist at the Rio
Kid.
. As though used to obeying Hanni-
gan’s orders, several of the ring-
leaders stepped toward Barron and
Pryor. Bigfoot Wallace eased over to
stand by his friend, and Mireles un-
shipped the carbine from unde:
Saber’s stirrup strap. -

A moment later they were at it, fists
and boots flying. Barron, the Rio Kid
and Bigfoot, took the initiative and
sailed int? the bunched -gang. Unwill-
ing to kill anybody if it was not neces-
sary, the Rio Kid decided to chasten
them with blows.

He finished Barron’s work by drop-
ping the big Stensen with a skillful
punch to the point of the jaw. Big-
foot Wallace, a grin on his bearded
lips, picked up bodily a dark-faced
man in the van and hurled him at his
friends. :

Barron lashed out at two who were
reaching to pull him down.

Within a minute they had halved
the enemy. Cursing, fallen men
crouched in the dust, dazed by the
punches of hard, trained fists.

L4
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“No, no!” cried Mireles.
senor! Hold zat!”

Carbine up, he was covering Hanni-
gan, who, eyes flashing, again sought
to start shooting.

The opposition suddenly quit. They
did not like the power of the Rio Kid
and the mighty Bigfoot Wallace’s
utter disregard of odds in a rough-
and-tumble. The trio stood there,
ready for more, but nobody else came
at them.

“Go on, pick up yore hosses and
i ride, Barron,” the Rio Kid ordered
- “We’ll give yuh a start.”

“Thanks,” Barron murmured, but
the single word and his grateful
glance spoke volumes.

He mounted his gray and rode over
to move his Kentucky horses out of
town. Mireles, his carbine ready, was
watching Hannigan every second. But
no further attempt to stop Barron or
to fight Pryor and his partners was
made.

“No, no,

OU’LL pay for this,” bawled

Hannigan, smarting at the hu-
miliation. He shook his fist at the Rio
Kid.

“Any time yuh want to collect, Mis-
ter,” Pryor drawled contemptuously.

The sharp-eyed Rio Kid saw to it
that no guns were pulled. When Bar-
ron had pushed his horses off toward
the gap to the north of the settlement,
Pryor and Bigfoot Wallace backed to
their own horses. The trio mounted
and rode around the Gazette office and
the central plaza.

Bigfoot Wallace chuckled as he
glanced back over his brawny shoul-
der.

“A man who travels with you, Rio
Kid,” he observed cheerfully, “can
always be shore of a firsi-class riot
sooner or later. If I wasn’t runnin’
the mail for Uncle Sam I'd stick to
yuh like a leech!”

“Johnny Reb or not,” grunted the
Rio Kid, “they were wrong, Bigfoot.
A man has the right to a new chance
in life.”

“True enough.” Wallace nodded,
taking a chunk of black Navy-cut to-
bacco from his buckskin-coat pocket
and biting off a chew, “I didn’t think
when I laughed at that feller Barron.
Wonder where he’ll head for?”

The Rio Kid and his companions
had no trouble leaving the town. The
men they had tangled with sent cat-
calls after them but no shots, for the
distance was too great to hope for a
hit when the three cut over and hit
the north trail, riding in the hanging
dust from Barron’s bunch of horses.

CHAPTER II
Trouble

S THEY climbed to the
heights over the
town, the Rio Kid
drew in deep breaths
of the crisp, tangy
air, Pifions and
M cedars grew on the
) slopes and the
painted rocks were
gorgeous. . In the
clear air, as he
looked down on the
valley he could see for fifty miles.

“This New Mexico Territory is

mighty pretty country, boys,” he re-
marked soberly.
“Nothin’ handsomer,” agreed Big-

foot Wallace, a leathery cheek pushed

~out by his cud.

They overtook Art Barron, the ex-
Confederate soldier, a few miles out-
side Hannigan’s settlement. He looked
around, and when he saw who it was
he pulled back to speak to the Rio
Kid.

“I didn’t have a chance to thank you
right, suh. It was mighty white of
yuh. You fought on the other side?”

“Yes. Under Custer most of the
time. But the War’s over, and my
home’s Texas.”

Close to the young Southerner as he
was now, the Rio Kid could see that
Barron’s face was: more peaked than
he at first noticed.
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“What say we draw into that gully
and have a bite?” the Rio Kid sug-
gested. “Join us, Barron? We shot a
buck yesterday and Bigfoot’s the best
cook this side of N’Orleans.”

Barron accepted with alacrity, but
sought to conceal the fact that he was
practically out of provisions. Mireles
gathered pifion sticks and soon had a
hot bed ,of coals for the broiling of
steaks. With hardtack from their
saddle-bags, and coffee made with
water from a clear mountain rill, they
feasted.

It was easy enough to draw Barron
out, for the Rio Kid was skillful at
such work., Without seeming to be
inquisitive, he learned that Barron,
who was about his own age, had re-
turned home from the War to dis-
cover that his father’s plantation had

been seized for debt. His father had

been killed in the first year of the
~ holocaust and his mother had died
soon after.

His two sisters had been married,
and had gone away. Young Barron
had taken what little cash he could
obtain, the best of his horses, and had
started West. He was grateful that he
still had the animals, which had been
raised by the Negroes on the Barron
place and carefully concealed from
raiders, For if there was one thing
the young Southerner loved more
than another, it was horses. He had
kept pushing on west, hoping to find
a spot where he might settle. He had
no ties, no connections, but was a
homeless wanderer.

After their mid-day meal, the Rio
Kid and his two comrades rode on.
But Pryor insisted on leaving the
haunch of venison with Barron. He
and his companions could easily get
fresh meat but Barron was not a
trained hunter in such country as this,
and meoreover, could not venture far
from his animals.

Barron was taking great care of his
horses. He was not riding on immedi-
ately now, for he wanted to give them
time to graze,

After three hours Barron was left
far behind, and the companionable
trio were starting down the slope be-
yond the mountain. New stretches of
the mighty, lovely land stretched be-
fore them, with smoke hanging in the
azure sky miles to their left.

“Settlement,” grunted Bigfoot Wal-
lace. “S’pose we keep away from it,
Rio Kid? Wild animals don’t fancy
such, and I reckon we got to bag us
an elk, huh.”

HEY cut away from the mountain

trail, turning westward along the
side of the hill, and pushed on. The
sun was dropping, and it was in their
eyes, but their ears were keen. And
there was no mistaking the sound
when they heard several shots faintly,
ahead.

“Shucks!” growled Bigfoot. “This
country’s.as crowded as Santa Fé on
pay-day, Rio Kid!”

The Rio Kid, out on an uneven, dif-
ficult deer trail, cocked his ear to the
sounds

Qulte a scrap over there, if yuh a.sk
me,” he remarked.

“Well,” complained Wallace, “no.
self-respectin’ antelope in his right
mind would hang around here for
long. That shootin’ shore spiles our
huntin’. That Johnny Reb’s got our
last meat and we won’t get no fresh
tonight.”

Swinging around the huge moun-
tain-side, they saw the wooded dip
between summits. The shooting was
louder in their ears, and the Rio Kid’s
keen eyes could see the smoke-puffs
now.

“Say, I just spied an Indian
feather!” exclaimed Bigfoot, licking
his chops.

“They got somebody treed in that
nest of rocks below,” the Rio Kid said,
nodding.

“If it ain’t a private fight,” said
Wallace, “I'd like to get in it. C’mon!”

Bigfoot had always fought Indians.
He still did. " He held them off his
coach on the six-hundred-mile run
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from Santa Fé to Austin, driving the
mail. He hunted them and bush-
whacked them.

“I might even run into that Lipan
with the enormous feet over here,” he
argued. “Yuh never can tell, Rio Kid.
Indians travel for miles sometimes.”

The go. ;g was too rough for any
fast riding, and on horseback they
would make good targets. Leaving
their animals, they started afoot down
toward the fray, to see what went on.
Each carried a carbine beside his pis-
tols and a knife.

“They’re white men down there,”
-the Rio Kid announced after a short
while. “Not more than four or five
shootin’.”

He was on a flat rock, standing up to
see over the low-growing pifions on
the slope. A bullet suddenly ripped a
hole in the crown of his Stetson, and
~ Bigfoot Wallace seized his arm and
yanked him down.

“That settles it,” growled Bigfoot.
“I seen that redskin.”

Spread out, the three stalked down
the hill.

Wallace’s carbine snapped, and then
the Rio Kid’s, ,

Bullets zipped in the dry, twisted
limbs about them or spattered on the
jagged rocks. Moving swiftly, Indian
fashion, the trio pushed in, watching
for their targets. Now and then,
whenever one glimpsed a head-band or
a dark face sticking up, he would
shoot.

“Navajos, I reckon,” muttered
Pryor. ‘“Looks like their get-up.”

For a time, as they drew closer, the
Indians held ground but then they
broke as the three scouts showed their
fighting ability and accuracy of gun
work. They went dashing, bent low,
flitting from brush to brush and rock
to rock, down across the bottoms and
up on the wooded slope beyond.

“Zey have zeir mustangs hidden up
in the woods,” remarked Celestino as
they moved on to the spot deserted by
the fleeing Indians.

If the white sharpshooters had

Kit Carson was drawn up to where the - Rlo Kid
could drag him over the ledge (CHAPTER X)
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killed any of the Indians, then the
bodies had been carried off, for they
found no corpses on the ground which
the enemy had held. The Indians had
not given up entirely, either. For
long-range fire still came at them. But
the bullets flew wild.

“Let ’em go,” ordered the Rio Kid,
as the savages disappeared over the
next ridge and the shooting ceased.
“We don’t want to foller ’em into that
swale of brush and rocks.”

A cheer rose from the rock nest
where the beseiged had been held. The
Rio Kid sang out and a man stood up
and waved.

“Shucks!” said Bigfoot. “They’re
Mexes.”

Celestino frowned. “Me, too, I'm a
Mezx, Beegfoot.”

Pryor was first at the barricade. A
tall young man with a proud face and
flashing eyes greeted him in English.

“Good afternoon, sir,” he said. “You
came at the right moment. Our bul-
lets were just about gone.”

He was of Spanish extraction, an
educated, intelligent young fellow.
Handsome and upstanding, The Rio
Kid ticketed him correctly, as soon as
he heard him speak, as an American
of fine hidalgo blood. There were
many such in the Southwest.

He wore a red velvet coat and tight
riding breeches, with fine boots. A
steepled sombrero lay on the ground,
with a big tear in it. Blood had run
down one cheek, from a scalp injury
and his left arm hung limp at his side.
He showed no sign of the pain he
must have been suffering from his
hurts. But his eyes 'were stricked,

"and the reason for that was plain
when he glanced down at the dead
youth who lay at his feet.

“My brother,” he said in a.voice
that broke a little, in answer to' the
Rio Kid’s unspoken question. “He is
dead and so is my friend Rafael.”

His eyes sought Pryor’s, then went
on to look into the eyes of Wallace
and Mireles as they pushed up, car-
bines in hand. :

Mireles addressed him politely in
Spanish, and he replied in the same
language.

A seriously wounded young fellow
lay unconscious on the other side of
the barricade. Two others were try-
ing to staunch the flow of blood from
flesh wounds they had received from
flying lead and rocks. The wounded
men were short, stocky fellows, of
vaquero stamp, evidently employees of
the young fellow who faced the Rio
Kid. :

“Yore name is Perez,” said the Rio
Kid, who had heard the young man
answer Celestino. For Bob Pryor
could speak Spanish as well as his
native tongue, being a Border man.

“Yes, I am Manuel Perez. We live
at Casa Blanca, a few miles from
here.” ;

He waved a fine, long hand in the
direction of the smoke they had seen.

“We better start totin’ yore brother
and these friends of yores back, then,”
said the Rio Kid.

“Thank you,” Perez said.

“If your father,” said Celestino in
Spanish, “is Don Francisco Perez,
then we are distant cousins.”

“He is, indeed, Don Francisco,” re-
plied Manuel Perez.

THEY would have to carry the
badly injured man. The others
could ride, though it took some time .
to catch their scattered horses, The
dead youth was tied to the saddle of
one of them, then, and when Mireles
hurried away and returned shortly
with his pinto, Bigfoot’s black, and
Saber, Bigfoot carried the wounded
man, coddling him gently in his
strong arms.

It was dark before they reached the
Perez home. There were lights all
around, and the Rio Kid could make
out the ghostly white shapes of
houses that made up what appeared to
be a little settlement.

The Perez hacienda was a large one,
built with overhanging balconies and
grilled windows. Wide double doors
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in the adobe wall opened to receive
them and they moved into a great
patio, where a fountain played among
flowering plants. It was paved with
stone, and at the rear of the square
was a roomy stable. Peons came for-
ward to take care of the horses.

“Manuel!”

A young girl ran from the doorway
and threw her arms about Perez’s
neck. “You—you are hurt! Where’s
Rafael?”

Even as she asked she saw her other
brother, and gave a scream of horror.
Weeping, she ran to the horse on
which the dead man’s corpse was fast-
tened. The men were silent, touched
to the heart by her grief.

She was small, with big melting
eyes and jet-black hair. Her lovely
oval facé was beautiful with her soft
creamy coloring, and she wore silken
clothing and little red slippers.

“Yore wife, Perez?” murmured the
Rio Kid.

“No. My sister Dolores. . .. Here is
my father, Don Francisco.”

The father came slowly down a
short flight of steps from the spacious
quarters on the second balcony tier.
He was a splendid, stalwart man, with
curling mustache and dark hair flaked
with gray. Wordlessly he took his
sobbing daughter in his arms, and
stared at his dead son. Then he turned
to Manuel.

“Who killed him?”

“Indians, Father. They attacked us
without warning while we were hunt-
ing and cut us up badly before we
could reach cover. They killed Rafael
quickly and our followers are
~wounded. I believe the attackers were
Navajos, from what we saw of their
head-dress and clothing.”

“Navajos!” growled Don Francisco.
“From the village across the moun-
tain, no doubt.” He glanced at the
soberly silent Rio Kid and his com-
panions. “Who are these men?” he
inquired.

Manuel explained. Don Francisco
“held out his hand to Pryor.

“You are welcome here, Senor. I
will never forget what you have done
for us any more than I will forget
what the savages have done to my
people.”

Another woman appeared, an older
woman, but still lovely. Donna Rosa,
the wife and mother. The Rio Kid
did not wish to intrude on the fam-
ily’s grief and led his two friends to-
ward the stables on the pretext of
finding water and seeing to their
mounts.

After a time Manuel appeared,
searching for them. He begged them
to come to the private apartments of
the Perez family across the flagged
patio.

‘A murmur of excitement stirred the
hacienda by now. Angry retainers
and friends were infuriated by the
Indian outrage.

IGFOOT WALLACE had wan-

dered off to the big kitchen and
was busy filling himself while he re-
galed a large-eyed cook with tales of
his prowess. Celestino silently fol-
lowed the Rio Kid to the great main
room of the house.

The mother and sister of the dead

youth did not again appear, but re-
mained in their rooms. Attendants
had fetched in wine and other refresh-
ments, and Don Francisco Perez and
his son Manuel, the latter having
washed the blood from himself and
changed to fresh clothing, welcomed
their guests. The Rio Kid’s quick eye
took in the beautiful antiques with
which the cool, thick-walled place was
furnished.
* Father and son had full control of
their grief now, though they were
quiet and steady-eyed. Both had the
manners and courtesy of gentlemen
born. They were fine people, thought
Pryor.

“The Navajos shall pay for what
they have done,” promised Don Fran-
cisco.

As a soldier, officer and fighting
man—the don and his son soon dis-
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covered that—they held the Rio Kid
in the highest esteem. Besides his aid
to Manuel had endeared him to them.
They insisted that he and his friends
should at least remain overnight.

Worn out by hard riding and the
battle in the mountains, the Rio Kid
turned in early. They were given a
large suite off the patio, with great
bedsteads and fine rugs. Celestino
had dwelt in such a home as a boy,
before bandits had scourged and de-
stroyed his family and ranch, and
though it all brought a lump to his
throat, he was accustomed to it.

But Bigfoot Wallace was aston-
ished by the luxuries. He tossed for
an hour on his bed, then the Rio Kid
heard him cursing as Bigfoot took his
blanket outside and lay down on the
stones. He was not used to a spring
and mattresses.

CHAPTER III
Another Rescue

OUNG Arthur Bar-
ron started awake,
ears wide. During
the War .he had
learned how to biv-
ouac anywhere he
chanced to be, so it
was not discomfort
that had aroused
him. The hard
earth made a good
bed when a man

was used to it, so it was not the stones

under his body which had brought
him wide awake. ‘

He could hear the soft stampings
of his prized horses, the snort of the
handsome big stallion. He had them
in a natural pen formed by rock cliff
walls, easy enough to find in these

hills. There was but one open side

to it, and across that he had stretched
a lariat which the horses would not
pass.

With his horses in mind, Barron
listened intently. The wind blew
draughtily through the gap, and the

sough of it in the dry brush made it
difficult to distinguish anything.

And he was worried about those
horses—all he had. For life had not
been easy for the young Kentuckian.
At the age of eighteen he had gone
off to the War, and through it had lost
all he had been brought up to. He
had not yet found a haven, as he had
hunted for a fresh start.

His money was used up now, and
the Confederate currency he still had
was useless. His food was about gone.

- He could sell his horses but that

would be only as a last resort, and
would kill his hope of fortune. He
had looked forward, somehow, to
raising blooded animals from the
bunch. '

A stone rolled near at hand and he
peered at the dense blackness of the
cliff wall.

Against the sky he saw a feather
sticking up. Then it was gone. Swiftly
he reached for his Army pistol, loaded
and ready at his side. As he shifted
his position, guns flared, and lead
slugs bit into the blanket where he
had been lying. One tore a gash in
his thigh, a wound that hurt horribly,
but he threw up his revolver and an-
swered. :

They seemed to be all around him,
their shrill whoops ringing in the con-
fined space. He ran, limping because
of his wounded side, to the left, only
to have several blanketed men rise
up before him and shoot his way. He
swung to the other flank, seeking
escape, but they were after him, his
progress blocked.

Another bullet ripped into his
shoulder and spun him half around.
The shock dropped him to his knee.
He pulled his trigger as fast as he
could, letting go at the shadowy at-
tackers.

He was driven back to the rope
which held his animals in. He recog-
nized the sound made by his gray,
whinnying in alarm, and the horses
were milling .around, frightened by
the heavy gunfire so close at hand.
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KIT CARSON
(1809-1868)

THIS greatest American hunter ard scout is known to all as the typical Frontier hero. His
hair-breadth escapes, the stories about him, are innumerable,

He went to the savage wilderness of our great West at an early age and was in turn
a team-driver, hunter, scout; and he accompanied Col. John C. Frémont on the latter’s
perilous explorations.

Becoming Indian agent at Taos, New Mexico, he controlled Apaches, Utes and
Navajos well, and they loved him, calling him “Father Kit.” In the Civil War he was
breveted a bngadner-general After the war he resumed his job as Indian agent till his
death in 1868.

For such a startlingly brave man, his appearance was astonishing. He was 5 6",
slender, with twinkling gray-blue eyes, and sandy hair, and a freckled face. He was, his
historians declare, almost a taciturn man, speaking seldom, but always to the point.
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“They’re after my horses!” he ing for Greyboy to stop his escape.
thought, in a confused nightmare, but Barron fired at the closest of them,
the marauders came on, huntmg him and heard a shrill scream, an oath.
in the blackness. Then the lariat keeping the band

He was bleeding profusely, for the of Kentucky horses penned, either
slugs had not only hurt him but had broke or was cut, and the maddened
half stunned him. Somehow, though, animals rushed out.
he managed to get to the natural pen, Something zipped past Barron’s
ducked under the confining lariat and ear. He went limp, flopped over Grey-
got hold of Greyboy’s long mane with boy’s back, with a hand wound in the
“his left hand. Staggering, he managed mane. A bullet had hit Arthur Bar-
to pull himself across the animal’s ron’s skull.,..

back.
Greyboy was frantic with terror, ANWHILE, in the Perez ha-
jerking his head around, stamping. cienda the Rio Kid was up

Dark figures flew at Barron, reach- early, refreshed and starving for food,
27
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Bigfoot Wallace who had slept out-
side had already risen.

After breakfast, Pryor strolled out-
side. In the fresh morning light he

could now take in the surroundings.

The Perez hacienda stood on a hill-
side, shaded by live-oaks, and near at
hand was a village. Tilled fields were
here, and pastures in which ran cattle
and horses.

There were smaller homes about the
plaza, on which grazed sheep and
goats. Vaqueros and field workers
with their families lived in these
smaller adobe houses. And there were
still other abodes, larger places.on
the surrounding slopes. No doubt, the
Rio Kid surmised, these homes were
occupied by neighbors and friends of
the Perez family.

“Fine folks,” grunted someone,
coming up behind him. “But they
ain’t practical. They’ll lose all they
got.”

It was Bigfoot Wallace, stuffed to
repletion.

The Rio Kid nodded. Just two dec-
ades ago, he knew, this had been part
of Mexico. In 1848 it had been ceded
to the United States along with its
inhabitants. People like the Perez
family had become American citizens.
They kept on living as they always
had, in a leisurely, pastoral fashion,
with plenty of food for all raised in
the fields, the vineyards, and on the
range. But they had no idea of busi-
ness as practiced by the bustling Yan-
kees.

Across the square stood a beautiful,
tall-steepled church. In the center of
the commons was a public fountain
and watering-trough, fed from ice-
cold mountain springs. The sun
gleamed with dazzling splendor on
the whitewashed adobe walls of the
buildings.

A bell began to toll, and men in
leather riding clothes, armed with
pistols and knives, many carrying
rifles as well, appeared from the barns
and stables, leading saddled horses
with them. :

There were some fifty of these
fighters. Many were of Spanish de-
scent, vaqueros, but there were plain
Americans also, for several families
in the little town had come from New
England and the Middle Atlantic
States, choosing ito settle down
among the haciendas and their kind
inhabitants.

Manuel Perez emerged, and nodded
to the Rio Kid and his companion.

“We are going hunting,” he re-
marked grimly.

“After Indians?” asked Wallace.

“Si. After those who attacked us
—the Navajos.”

“Good!” exclaimed Wallace.
“C’mon, Rio Kid. It’s more sport than
huntin’ elk. Saddle up that moth-
eaten dun of yores and we’ll ride
along.”

“There are some things to be done,
before we can start,” Manuel put in.
“My Father is sending a warning to
the Indian Commissioner in charge of
the Navajos. He lives at Taos, not far
from here.”

“Old Kit Carson!” Bigfoot cried.

“He’s a pard of mine. But he loves

Indians, ’less they’re on the warpath.”

The Rio Kid had heard of Kit Car-
son, the famous scout and trapper.
John Charles Frémont, for whom
Carson had guided during his ma-
jestic and vital exploring trips in the
West two decades before, had been
much in the public eye lately.

EFORE the Civil War, Frémont
had run for President against
Pierce, and there had been talk of
Frémont as candidate of an opposition
party to Abraham Lincoln although
this had never been carried through.
As an explorer, however, Frémont had
been a giant, a genius. It was to him
that the acquisition of California by
the United States was. chiefly due.
But after this great work was
ended, Frémont’s luck had run out.
He had been a general in the Civil
War but, daring to go against orders,
had actually been court-martialed and
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dismissed from the army he had
served so well. His political life had

been unhappy as well,

Yet throughout the new States
and the Territories the name of
Kit Carson, Frémont’s chief guide
and friend, was already legendary.
Carson, still trapping now and then,
was nearing sixty, but he was active
and had been appointed Indian agent
to the Utes, Apaches and Navajos in
the Taos district.

“I’d shore like to shake hands with
Kit Carson,” said the Rio Kid.

“If you come back with us, he
should be here,” Manuel Perez re-
plied. “The Indians call him Father
Kit, because he has been very good
to them. But he will fight them if

they insist on being bad.” -

" A messenger was despatched to
Taos, with a letter from Don Fran-
cisco to Kit Carson. Arms were be-
ing checked and ammunition passed
around. Bundles of blanket rolls and
food were made ready.

As they were preparing to start,
with Don Francisco acting as their
captain, there was a hubbub at the end
of the town. Several men came along
escorting a peon, a stocky, black-
haired fellow who was part Indian
and part Mexican. He was one of
Perez’ sheepherders and was leading
a horse.

“What is it, Pablo?” inquired Don
Francisco.

“Don Francisco, while I was eating
my breakfast,” replied Pablo in his
native tongue, “the dog barked and
‘I looked up and saw a man lying
across a horse. He was wounded, and
I have brought him here.”

The Rio Kid looked at the uncon-
scious figure on the back of the be-
draggled, blood-stained animal which
Pablo had led in, and his eyes opened
wide with surprise.

“Say—I've seen that hoss before,
he muttered, pushing closer.

And the next moment his recogni-
tion of the horse was complete. It
was Greyboy, Arthur Barron’s mount,

and the limp man lying on him, a
death grip on Greyboy’s silky mane,
was Barron.

“Well, I’ll be doged if it ain’t the
Johnny Reb!” cried Bigfoot Wallace.

Greyboy had two bullet creases,
bloody and scabbing, in his once-
sleek hide. Burrs were thick in his
tail and coat, and he had picked up
a stone and gone lame in a foreleg.
He was worn out from running and in
need of attention,

Don Francisco, who loved horses
and had an eye for them, gave orders
that Greyboy was to be cared for at
once.

The Rio Kid, assisted by Wallace,
lifted Barron to the ground and
stretched him out. :

“He’s dead,” declared Bigfoot, but
the Rio Kid shook his head.

“No, he ain’t. Not unless ghosts
kin talk.”

“Indians—Indians! > whispered Bar-
ron, his eyelids flickering.

Kneeling beside him, the Rio Kid
hunted for the wounds. He found a
torn thigh, and a wounded shoulder
from which the bullet had not
emerged. There was, as well, a head
injury. Pryor could not tell the ex-
tent of that from a superficial exam-
ination.

“Take him
manded.

The carried Barron into the ha-
cienda. Donna Rosa and her women
servants would attend to him. Every-
thing possible would be done to fan
the spark of life remaining in him.

“They must’ve spotted them hosses,”
said Bigfoot, “and laid for him last
night, Rio Kid. Most anyhody would
give his right eye for a bunch like
Barron had. Well, they’re gone now.
The Navajo bucks’ll ride ’em to
death.”

inside,” Perez com-

E mustangs of the Indian hunt- -

ing party were fresh, dancing
about in excitement, ready for the
run. The band under Don Francisco
was as impatient to start as the ani-
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mals, and soon ke took the lead and
rode forth from Valcito, as the set-
tlement was called. They swung
_southwest on a beaten trail toward
the village of the Navajos, deter-
mined to avenge the murders of their
sons and the unprovoked attacks.

The Rio Kid scouted ahead. When
it was nearing noon and they had
come many miles from Valcito, he saw
a large number of riders coming to-
ward them. After a quick glance, he
turned and spurred back to report.

“There’s a couple of hunderd In-
dians headin’ this way, Don Francisco.
I think they’re Navajos but I ain’t
shore what tribal branch. They’re
armed with rifles and look like they’re
huntin’ trouble.”

“Good!” said Perez grimly, his
bearded jaw setting. “We’ll attack.”

He swung in his single-fire saddle
—he rode a single cinch rig, Cali-
fornia style—and sang out to his men
to make ready to fight.

The little army started forward at
an increased pace, guns loaded and
raised. The Indians came more slowly,
spreading out as they saw the white
men. They were carrying Govern-
ment-issue rifles.

“Si, they are Navajos, from the very
village I suspected,” growled Don
Perez.

“They’re on the warpath for fair,”
cried Bigfoot Wallace. “Drop them
guns!” he roared, his voice bellowing
in- the shallow depression across
which the two parties approached one
another. :

The Indians were big, dark-skinned
fellows, some in leather, others wear-
ing head-bands such as the Apaches
sported. Their bronzed, greased
torsos gleamed.

An excited member of Perez’ party
fired a shot from his revolver at the
Navajos. At the shot, the Navajos
instantly reined in their horses and
throwing carbines to shoulders, re-
plied in kind. Bullets shrieked about
the Rio Kid, Don Francisco and
Manuel, who were in the van. A man

at Bigfoot Wallace’s side swore and
jumped in his saddle, a slug burning
his flesh.

“Fire!” roared Perez.

Now they shot to kill. The range
was long, but one Indian crashed
dead from his saddle, while several
others felt lead.

“Charge!” ordered Don Francisco.

CHAPTER 1V
Indian Hunters

PURTING forward
on Saber, the Rio
Kid led the attack.
Bullets were thick
in the mountain air
i\ but the Navajos,
N\ after letting loose a
d second hurried vol-
ley, refused to
stand. They split
~up into small
groups, riding off in
every direction through the thick
bush.

It became a matter of running, in-
dividual pursuits, a white chasing a
buck or two, trying to get close
enough for a fair shot-at the elusive
Indians. The Navajos had a genius for
disappearing, and they were expert
riders.

After an hour of dodging through
thorny chaparral, the Perez party re-
formed on the trail, their horses lath-
ered and torn by long thorns.

“Let’s push on to their village,
Father,” suggested Manuel Perez.
“We’ll never overtake them in the
brush.”

“Bueno. First we’ll drink and have
a quick bite.” ;

“Who fired that first shot from our
bunch?” demanded the Rio Kid.

No one answered for a moment.
Then someone said:

“It was” Gasca.”

“Stand forth, Gasca,” Perez or-
dered.

A dark-faced vaquero in leather,
one of Don Perez’ employes, stepped




N

KIT CARSON’'S WAY 31

out. The Rio Kid coolly looked him
over, Gasca, armed with a knife and
pistol, wore high leather boots; and
a curved gray sombrero. His eyes
were inkspots in yellow pools, his
nose flat and bridgeless. He grinned,
. showing a broken front tooth.

“A thousand pardons, Senors,” he
said in Spanish. “It was one of my
cousins who died yesterday out with
Don Manuel. I hate the Navajos.”

“Don’t go off half-cocked again,
Gasca,” the Rio Kid said.

“Oh well,” Don Francisco shrugged
—“no doubt they would have opened
fire on us in a moment anyway, no
matter what Gasca or any of us did.
They were evidently headed toward
our homes to do mischief, otherwise
they wouldn’t have been so ready and
quick to fight.”

Soon they rode on, westward, over
the mountain, and below them stood
the Navajo village. Spurring down
the slope, they rushed into the place
whooping it up, but it was deserted.

Empty hogans, made of brush, rock
and stretched hide, stood about.
There were evidences that the tribe
had made a hurried departure.

“They have driven their flocks and
horses into the mountain fastnesses
where we can’t get at them,” growled
Don Perez. “The women and children
and old men have charge of the ani-
mals and supplies while the braves are
on the warpath. It means real trouble.
We'll never be safe, amigos, till
they’re rounded up.”

Several hot-headed fellows lighted
torches and set fire to the hogans,
which burned with an evil stench of
singed hide. , 2

Distant rifles opened up from the
sides of the hills, and bullets, almost
spent, plunked among the white at-
tackers. NMTounting again, they headed
up at the Indians, only to find they
had melted off by the time they ar-
rived.

After fruitless pursuit, Don Fran-
cisco turned his weary men for home.
It was after dark when they pulled
into Valcito, splitting up and going
to their various homes.

The Rio Kid, Mireles and Bigfoot
Wallace went into the big hacienda
with Manuel and his father. A man
was awaiting Perez, standing in the
middle of the salon, watching them as
they entered.

E WASY about five-feet-six, cer-

tainly not an-imposing figure.
He had a slender body, and his sandy
bair was frosted at the temples. His
face was freckled. The eyes, gray-
blue and twinkling with intense life,
were magnetic,

The large head showed intelligence.
A high brow, a broad nose, slightly
retroussé, a deep chest, helped com-
plete his physical attributes. His
wiry body was clad in buckskin, soft
stuff that clung to the sinews.

“Good evening, Don Francisco,” he
said. His voice was soft and caress-
ing. [Turn page]

NO FINER DRINK.
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“Good evening! Senor Carson, do
you know my friends? This is Senor
Pryor, whom they call the Rio Kid.”

Captain Pryor stepped forward.
The sagacious gray-blue eyes fixed
his, measuring him. And then Kit
Carson shook his hand.

The Rio Kid was too astonished to
speak for a moment. Kit Carson’s ap-
pearance was such a contrast to his
reputation. For so startlingly brave a
person, Carson looked fragile, his
physical self not approaching the
giant size of his character. A modest
and naturally refined man, he always
shrank from public notice.

Yet the Rio Kid was aware that Kit
Carson was a Titan, one of the great
who had driven the wedges that
spread the United States from ocean
to ocean. He was in the same class
. with Daniel Boone and Bowie.

Stories of Kit Carson’s intrepidity
as a scout and trapper were countless.
In his ’teens he had already been a

pioneer, breaking new trails to the

great, unknown West. He had fought
Indians up and down across the land.
With John Frémont he had added
thousands of square miles to the
growing country, and was himself an
explorer of renown. Had it not been
for Carson, Frémont might never have
so brilliantly succeeded.

During the Civil War, Kit Carson
had been a brigadier-general for the
Union, helped hold the Southwest for
Lincoln. Though nearing sixty, Kit
Carson was still as good as ever, men-
tally and physically, the Rio Kid
could feel the sinews of steel in his
hand. :

All of this sped through Bob Pry-
or’s mind like lightning, as he cried,
gripping the great scout’s hand:

“This Is a pleasure, Kit Carson!”

% : * * * *

It was late at night, and most of
the little settlement where the Rio
Kid and his companions had paused
when they had ridden into New Mex-
ico had lopg ago taken to their beds.

The Gazette office and Hannigan’s
store were dark, as were the surround-
ing homes. But lights showed in the
side windows at the rear of the
building with its double purpose.

Several rough-looking fellows, rid-
ers for the big rancher, Ole Stensen,
who had felt the weight of the Rio
Kid’s pile-driver fist, were drinking
and playing cards at a table in the
kitchen where a single lamp burned.
Hannigan, the - storekeeper - editor,
Stensen, and a third man were in the
living room, talking’ things over in
low voices.

HANNIGAN was slumped in his
big chair by the fire of pifion
knots — for the mountain air cooled
rapidly when the sun went down—was
listening to the other two men. Or

rather, to the big rancher who at the
moment had the floor. Ole Stensen was
wearing buckskin now, instead of his
usual cowboy garb, and berry stain
darkened his weather-beaten face to a
coppery shade. He was grinning as
he said:

“We got them hosses, and they’re
beauties, Jed. I sent the boys on to
the ranch with ’em.”

“Did yuh get the man, too?” Han-
nigan growled, a frown accenting the
beadiness of his eyes.

“Oh, shore,” boasted Stensen. “We
riddled him, Jed. He couldn’t have
gone more'n a mile or two ’fore he
died.”

Hannigan’s scowl grew deeper.
“What yuh mean, ’fore he died?” he
demanded.” “Don’t yuh know where
he fell?”

“Not exactly. It was night, remem-



KIT CARSON’S WAY 33

ber, and he managed to throw hisself
over his cayuse and the animal went
wild and run. But he’s done for, for
fair. I guarantee it. My last bullet
hit him in the head.”

“Yuh lost that gray he was ridin’?
It was worth a thousand dollars if it
was worth two bits.”

“Well, one of us’ll pick it up ’fore
long. Barron’s coyote bait.”

The third man in that conference
was a half-breed, half Mexican, half
Apache Indian, a man who had in-
herited the worst characteristics of
both races. He had a misshapen head
and was known locally as “Egghead
Pete.” Though not large in body he
was as sinewy as a cougar, the corded
muscles standing out grotesquely
from the flesh. His legs were as bowed
as a wedding ring.

No one knew his real name, if he
did himself. But he had an evil in-
telligence and deep cunning which
made him a valuable tool. He was
utterly ruthless,

His dull-black eyes were almost
Oriental, slitted and with an upward
tilt. Two brown lines passed for lips
to the mouth that was small and
straight. His ears stuck out at right
angles to his head, the lusterless

- ebony locks bound by a dirty white
head-band, Apache style.

He wore doeskin pants, with fringes
at the edges, a cotton shirt, and beaded
moccasins with uppers that came to
his knees to ward off thorns. A knife
was in his sash, and a Colt revolver
in a new holster was a present from
his employer, Hannigan. He carried
his bullets in his pockets rather than
in a belt.

“Today dey fight,” growled Egg-
head, when Stensen had finished his
report. “Si, dey fight,” he repeated
in his hoarse, monotonous voice. “I
was dere, weeth the Navajos, and
dere’s no doubt now. It’s war, major-
domo.”

“Good work, Pete,” Hannigan con-
gratulated. “Yuh’ve done more’n any
of us.”

CHAPTER V
Parley

> LEVERLY had

/:‘ Egghead Pete
Y \ worked up the trou-

' ble between the set-
: tlers of Valcito and

the Navajos, their
neighbors. In the
dark shadows out-
side of the store
£ now were several of
1 his renegades,
" Apache and Navajo
criminals he had enlisted.

He had dressed them as Navajos
and had attacked Manuel Perez and
his friends. Then some of Stensen’s
white cronies, from his ranch, had
massacred a small party of Navajo
herders, peacefully going about their
work. Egghead Pete and his men
had carried the corpses back to the
Navajo village, reporting that it was
the work of the whites, that the men
of Valcito intended to drive the Nava-
jos from their reservation and seize
their flocks and land.

The childlike Navajos had believed
the. stories almost fully. They had
started their animals off into the
mountains, with their women and
children, while fighters had armed
themselves and headed to Valcito to
make certain it was war. Stensen’s
killers had made sure a clear white-
man’s trail led to Valcito. ;

Jed Hanningan had planned it all,
but Egghead Pete and Stensen had
carried out his bidding to the letter.

Hannigan rubbed his hands to-
gether, a twisted smile on his lips.

“We got ’em started now,” he de-
clared, “and they’ll wear each other
down. All we got to do it make shore
they don’t patch up a peace. That
should be a cinch. We—" He broke
off, c’ockmg his head to listen. “Some-
body’s comin’,” he said.

It was the beat of hoofs he had

heard. Soon the sound grew louder

and a rider swung in to the store, com-
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ing more slowly down the side to the
back door.

Hannigan got up and went through
the kitchen. The waddies did not look
up from their cards as he passed. He
flung open the door and the beam
from the oil lamp on the table showed
a man dismounting from a heaving,
lathered horse, its flanks bleeding
from deep and cruel spur gouges.

“Telesforo!” exclaimed Hannigan.
. “What’s up?”

“I’'ve come to report, Senor Han-
nigan.”

The rider came inside, quirt flap-
ping against his leather-clad leg. And
his appearance there would have been
a shock to the men of Valcito. For he
was Telesforo Gasca, the vagquero

“who rode for Don Francisco Perez.
In reality he had been sent to Val-
cito by Jed Hannigan as a spy. -

After a drink, he made his report.

“Perez and all believe now that the
Navajos are responsible,” he informed

Hannigan. “We met them yesterday
and there was a skirmish, which I
cleverly began by firing a shot.”

Egshead Pete nodded. “Si, dat’s
right, majordomo. Gasca fired.”

“Pete told me,” Hannigan said.
“Why did yuh come here tonight,
Telesforo?”

“It was to tell you that Perez has
sent for Kit Carson.”

“I thought he would,” grunted Han-
nigan.

“Others have come to the hacienda,
as well. One known as ‘Bigfoot’, the
other the Rio Kid. They can fight,
and like madmen.” :

“Ugh!” growled Hannigan, blink-
ing, “They were the ones who horned
in on our game with that Johnny Reb
who had the hosses.”

ASCA took another swig from the
bottle at hand, and wiped his
mouth with the back of a bronzed
hand.
“There’s another, too,” he added
casually.
“He was fetched in by one of Don

Francisco’s sheepherders. ‘Bar-ron,’ he
is called. He lost some horses and—"

“W hat!” :

Jed Hannigan cast a furious glance
at Stensen, who swore in confu-
sion. :

“So he couldn’t have ridden a mile!”
snarled Hannigan. “Yuh fool, Ole, he
got away!”

“Shucks, I was shore—" began Sten-
sen, but Hannigan stopped him short.

Hannigan began to question Gasca,
who replied, with a shrug:

“I can’t say whether he’ll live or
not. He’s in the hacienda and the
women are caring for him.”

Hannigan got up, paced the floor,
his hands clasped behind his back.

“I better ride over there tomorrow,”
he announced at last. “I want to see
Perez, anyway. There’s no tellin’
what that Johnny Reb may remember
when he comes to. If he shows ’em
where Stensen stole them hosses they
may backtrack and figger white men
did it. We’ll make shore he don’t
talk. I’ll check on Kit Carson, too.”

“Cuss yuh, Ole, we can’t sell them
hosses now, unless we drive them way
off. Hold ’em at yore ranch, savvy?
There’s five thousand in ’em and I
could use some extra cash. Keep yore
boys busy. Perez will pull his va-
queros in off the range and so’ll every-
body else in Valcito, and yuh’ll have
clear sailin’. Yuh can run off as much
stock as yuh like.”

He dismissed his lieutenants with a
peremptory wave of his hand. Gasca
took a final drink, and went out to
the stable to saddle up a fresh mus-
tang for his return trip to Valcito.
Stensen called his waddies and they
set out for his ranch, the Circle S, a
few miles from the settlement.

Egghead Pete simply melted away
in the night. He was supposed to
head back into the wilds with his
renegades and keep tab on the Nava-
jos, luckless victims, with Perez and
his friends, of Jed Hannigan’s greedy
ambitions.

Hannigan blew out the lamps, went
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from °78-’81, and died in New York
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to his bunk and lay down. For a time
he stared at the dark ceiling rafters,
frowning as he thought out his plans.
They were large. He was a petty
but conniving Territorial politician,
and to achieve his ambitions he
needed money, not the few thousands
he had made by purchasing cheap
goods and selling them at exorbitant
profits to the Indians and needy set-
tlers who had to be given credit.
What he wanted was real money.
His idea of politics was to have plenty
of cash with which to grease hands
on the boost up. And, in that time,
there were many who rose to the top
in such fashion. In the back of his
agile brain burned a consuming de-

a
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sire to be New Mexico’s first governor
when she was admitted to the Union
as a state.

The robbing of Arthur Barron had
been but a small incident. Hannigan,
however, never allowed anything as
easy and as good as that to slip
through his hands.

He had to keep Stensen and his men
satisfied; also Egghead Pete. The
drygulching, evidently by Indians, of
a friendless wanderer, a Johnny Reb
as Hannigan had taken care to point
out to the citizens, would have roused
little interest, and the horses were
worth good morney.

He had no intention of permitting
anyone to interfere with his plans. ...
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T ABOUT the same time other

men, some distance away, in Val-
cito, were wide awake and consider-
ing plans of their own. In Don Perez’
hacienda Kit Carson was in earnest
comsultation with Don Francisco,
Manuel Perez, the Rio Kid and his
two companions, over what on the
surface appeared to be an Indian
uprising. The idea pained Kit Car-
son, but he was never a man to shirk
an obvious duty facing him.

“We will fight them,” Carson said
in his well-modulated voice, “if they
insist, Don Perez. But think first.
Is it the right course to take without
givin’ ’em a chance to parley? There
may be some mistake.”

“Mistake!” exclaimed Don Fran-
cisco. “Could they have killed my
son and my neighbors by mistake?
And didn’t they open fire on us? Re-
member this, Senor Carson—they had
already sent their women and stock
into the mountains, which means they
intended to go on the warpath.”

Kit Carson’s gray-blue eyes were
grave. He stroked his chin thought-
fully. He preferred to weigh every
move, to consider whether it might be
ethical or not before leaping into
action.

Carson had a deep sympathy for all
Indians. He understood them and had
always tried to help them with their
problems. He was known as one of
the greatest of Indian fighters but this
was necessary in order to hold the
respect of the savages. They cared
nothing for a man who would not
stand up and fight for his rights.

But it was his way to try diplomacy
first, with fighting a last resort, and
the trust the Indians put in him was
tremendous. He was “Father Kit"” to
them,

“Is it right for us to pursue ’em
and attack 'em?” he asked thought-
fully. “Ought we to do this? You
know what human nature is, gentle-
men. Once we set out after ’em,
there’ll be no turnin’ back.”

Don Perez shrugged. Like all his

friends, he was convinced that the
Navajos must be pursued to the end
and shattered,

“Shucks,” growled Bigfoot Wal-
lace, winking an eye. “The only good
Injun’s a dead ong, Kit. Let’s reform
’em. That’s my motto.”

Carson shook his head sadly.

“Friend Bigfoot, yuh're a good man
and I know. yuh believe yuh’re right.
But yuh should think first in the In-
dian matter.”

“What?” exploded Bigfoot. “Think,
with a rip-roarin’, murderin’ son-of-a-
gun howlin’ on my trail, with his
scalpin’ knife up? If I done thought
then, Kit, it would be my last try. Kill
‘etn first and argufy afterwards,”

The Rio Kid was silent. He was
impressed by Kit Carson and well
aware that the great scout was much
better acquainted with the Indian
problem than perhaps anyone else in
the West. Carson had married into
an Indian tribe and had lived among
them all his life. He had helped them,
fought them, and was an expert at
soothing the redskins.

“Sometimes,” said Kit Carson,
speaking to his host, “it’s better to get
along with yore neighbors than it is
to fight ’em, Don Perez.”

“They’ve attacked us, not once but
several times,” Don Francisco said
grimly. “We would be fools not to
protect ourselves.”

- “Well,” Carson agreed slowly,
“make yore preparations. I'll try one
more stab at talkin’ ’em into their
senses.”

“How?” demanded Perez.

“I’ll ride up into the mountains and
visit 'em in their stronghold. I ain’t
had much to do with this tribe, but
I savvy their chief, Wolfkiller,”

ON FRANCISCO and the other
men in the room stared disbe-
lievingly at Kit Carson.

“But—that would mean sure death!”
exclaimed Perez. “To ride alone in
their camp, when they’re on the war-
path, is suicide!”
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The Rio Kid was watching the calm,
high-browed face of the Indian agent.
Kit Carson meant what he said.

“Take me with yuh, Kit?” the Rio
Kid suddenly asked.

It was Kit Carson’s turn to measure
the Rio Kid. He seemed about to
shake his fine head, but then he
nodded.

“If yuh want to come, all right.
But no more than the two of us. It
would be a challenge if a big party
horned in. What Don Francisco says
is true. It’s dangerous. If yuh ain't
shore yuh want to go, why, it’s all
right.”

“I'm ready any time,” the Rio Kid
declared,

A vaquero appeared at the open
door. '

“Don Francisco, Senor Hannigan
has come!”

The Rio Kid turned. He recog-
nized Jed Hannigan, the storekeeper
with whom he had had the little brush
in defending Arthur Barron. Han-
nigan had on a sweeping black coat.

“Howdy, Don Francisco!” Hanni-
gan cried heartily. “It’s a sight for
sore eyes to see yuh again!”

He thrust his hand into Perez’ and
pumped his arm. He was effusive,
almost fawning on the wealthy don.

“Heard yuh was havin’ some Injun
trouble, the dirty red varmints.
Sooner the country’s cleaned of the
devils, the better, say I. I’'ve printed
that in my paper every issue since I
brought her out. Mighty sorry about
yore boy that got kilt. He was a fine
young feller. If there’s anything I
can do for yuh now—" =~

Don Perez frowned, drawing back
from Hannigan’s pawing.

““Si, s1,” he said shortly. “I will need
supplies, a great many. Bullets and
new guns, food. We are equipping a
small army to enter the mountains
and destroy the Navajos who attacked
us.”

“Everything I got is yores,” Han-
nigan promised. “Give me a list of
what yuh need.”

The Rio Kid got up from his chair,
and strolled over. :

“Howdy, Hannigan,” he drawled.
“Yul’re in a better humor today.”

Hannigan swung, and the fatuous
smile left his lips for a moment as
he recognized the Rio Kid.

“So you’re here,” he remarked.

“My friend, my good friend, Capi-
tano Pryor, Hannigan,” said Don
Francisco coolly.

“A friend of the don’s is a friend
of mine,” Hannigan cried. “Put her
there, Rio Kid!”

The Rio Kid pretended not to see
Hannigan’s outthrust hand, “It’s close
in here,” he said. “I reckon I'll step
out into the patio.”

He had no desire to be friendly
with a man who was cruel to the luck-
less and poor, and subservient to the
wealthy, as Hannigan was. He was
thinking of Arthur Barron, too, and
his thoughts were grim. It would be
a good idea now, he decided, to see
how Barron was coming on.

CHAPTER VI
War

HEN the Rioc Kid
had looked in on
Barron earlier, the
young man had
been conscious but
weak, too weak to
talk much. Barron

" was in a small
apartment off to
the right, on the
ground floor. The
door was open, and
the Rio Kid stepped inside, partially
blinded by the strong sunlight that
came into the patio.

“Hello, Rio Kid!” Barron said. His
Vvoice was stronger.

Pretty Senorita Dolores Perez stood
at the side of the bed. Two older
women were also in the room, one
of them Donna Rosa, the other a ser- .
vant. The three had brought warm
broth and other foods to tempt the
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wounded stranger. Under such sym-
pathetic ministrations Arthur Barron
had taken some nourishment and felt
better. He managed a one-sided smile
as Bob Pryor came over and stood
beside his couch.

The room was spacious, and cool,
with whitewashed walls adorned with
tapestries, a fireplace, Navajo rugs,
and heavy, austere furniture. There
were two windows both giving onto
the patio. The outside wall was blank
save for a narrow barred slit, really
a loophole through which to thrust a
rifle in'a siege.

“He is splendid,” Senorita Dolores
said in her sweet voice.

She smiled and her dark eyes
lighted. Barron watched her with a
grateful light in his eyes. Admira-
tion was there, also, for she was ex-
quisite, in the dress of her people.

A few words were spoken to the

Rio Kid by Donna Rosa, then she and

her lovely daughter and the woman
servant left.

When they wese gone, the Rio Kid
sat down and offered Barron a ciga-
rette. Barron wore a bandage on one
side of his head, and others swathed
the wounds in his body.

“Yuh really pickin’ up?” the Rio
Kid asked.

“Yes,” replied Barron. “I still feel
mighty weak, like a kitten. But I'll
pull through, I know it. And I’ll get
back my horses.” He looked straight
into the Rio Kid’s eyes. “Greyboy?”

The Rio Kid knew how a man felt
about his favorite horse.

“I took a look at him ’fore break-\

fast,” he said. “He’s goin’ to be all
right, Barron. Needs attention and
rest, though.”

Barron heaved a deep sigh of re-
lief, “Now I can lie easy.”

“Indians hit yuh, huh?” said the
Rio Kid. “They must’ve picked up
yore trail ’fore dark and marked yore
bivouac, eh?”

Barron nodded. ‘“After you left,
I went on slowly, and found a good
place to camp. I was sleepin’ when

-

they attacked. I saw some feathered
heads, though, and knew the attackers
were Indians.”

“Could yuh say what tribe they
were? See any markin’s? But I
reckon it was too dark.”

“Yeah, it was too dark for that.
Anyway, I wouldn’t know one tribe
from another in broad daylight! I
don’t know a thing about Indians,
Rio Kid. I shot one, I’m sure of that,
He was screaming like a baby and
swearin’,”

“He was what?”

“Swearin’,”

“Wait! Yuh said he was screamin’.
How did he scream?”

“Why, the way anybody would,”
Barron said, puzzled. '

“Huh. He swore, too? What'd he
say?” :

“Well, all I remember is ‘danged
lobo’.”

The Rio Kid was puzzled. “He
might've been a mission Indian, I
s’pose. But even that kind don’t yell
the way a white man does, when he’s
hurt. ‘Ai-ai-ai, they sometimes go.”

He rose. It was plain that Barron
was weary, needed lots of sleep. The
young fellow’s eyelids were drooping
and pain racked him.

“When I have time, I'll go back and
take a look where that attack was,”
he said. “How far from where we left
yuh were yuh when yore hosses were
stolen?”

ARRON described the cut and

little side niche where he had
camped. The Rio Kid swung, and
went outside. He would do what he
could for Arthur Barron, of course,
but the loss of a band of horses was
a small matter compared to what was
before him,

He meant to ride with Kit Carson
at dawn the next day, headed for the
mountains wifere the Navajos had fled.
It was known that roving tribes of
Apaches were down that way, and the
Navajos would sometimes enlist their
cousins, the fierce ones, in such a war
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His saying, “War is hell,” has been widely quoted, and if anybody should know,
Sherman shoald.

The Apaches would be glad to throw
in with their red relatives. It would
not do, in case Perez and his friends
meant to go all the way, not to be
fully prepared to meet five hundred
or a thousand braves. :

He spent the rest of the day groom-
ing Saber, checking his arms and
gear. He mended a loose seam in a
stirrup strap.

Jed Hannigan was around, but the
Rio Kid avoided his vicinity. Fran-
cisco Perez and his friends were mak-
ing full and careful preparations for
their expedition against the Indians,
and Hannigan would supply much of
the needed material from his store.

89

But the Rio Kid wanted no personal
contact with the man,

Late in the afternoon, gunshots
rang out.” The alarm bell tolled, and
armed men rushed forth, ready for a
fight. Navajos were up on the moun-
tainside, shooting rifles down into the
town.

Perez led his mounted followers up
at them but they faded away into the
rocks and brush.

And at dark a dead sheepherder, his
head a horrible mess where he had
been scalped alive, was brought in on
a cart by a vaquero. Such an occur-
rence, of course, made it necessary to
keep alert guards around the town to
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prevent any night raid.

The Rio Kid ate dinner with the
Perez family. Kit Carson and Mi-
reles were also their guests. Jed Han-
nigan was not present, for though he
was still at the hacienda Don Perez
had not invited him to the inner cir-
cle. He was somewhere else in the
great establishment. The Rio Kid was
not interested where, so long as he
did not have to break bread with the
man. . .. <

Hannigan had his meal in the huge
main quarters where the vaqueros and
numerous other followers of the
Perez family gathered. Telesforo
Gasca, too, was present, but he and
the storekeeper kept apart. Not until
he had finished his food and smoke
did Hannigan glance at Gasca, rise,
and stroll out one of the rear doors.

He waited down the wall, in the
dense shadow, and soon Gasca fol-
lowed him,

“Gasca—here I am,”
voice low, called.

“Si, majordomo.”

Gasca slid up to him.

Hannigan was in an evil humor,

“I ain’t good enough to sit down to
table with 'em,” he grumbled. “Perez
treats me like a servant, blast him.
But I'll show him. I’ll teach these
cussed dons a lesson they won’t for-
get.”

Gasca shrugged. He spoze in Span-
- ish, for his English was none too
good,

“You hear the talk, what Bar-ron
say.?'l

“No. What is it?”

“l was leaning against the wall,
smoking a cigarette, close to the open
window when the Rio Kid spoke with
him, He’s better. And the Rio Kid
wonders at the way those Indians
wailed, the ones who attacked Bar-
. _ron.”

Hannigan swore. “I knew it! Bar-
ron is a cussed nuisance. The Rio
Kid, too. Now listen carefully, Gasca.
I aave two things for yuh to do, right
away. First, slide a knife into Bar-

Hannigan,

ron’s heart tonight. When yuh've
finished him, saddle the best hoss here
and ride. Find Egghead, and tell him
that Kit Carson and the Rio Kid are
startin’ for the Navajos’ mountain
hideout at dawn. They’re not to
reach it, savvy, not by any stretch.
Egghead must drygulch ’em on their
way in.”

“Where to find him?” asked Gasca.

“You know Skeleton Peak, ten
miles south of here? Head for it, and
build a fire of pifion knots on the west
side. Egghead will come to yuh, as
soon as he can. It’s a signal we agreed
on,  He’s somewheres in the moun-
tains with his men.”

“Bueno,”

“You'll have to wait till the ha-
cienda quiets down, ’fore yuh go
after Barron. Make no fuss about it,
and then get goin’”

GASCA nodded. Hannigan slipped
him some money, and they
parted, Gasca going to the stables to
make ready his mustang, while Han-
nigan returned to the light and
warmth of the great kitchens. ...

The Rio Kid, aware that he must be
up at dawn to begin the dangerous
run to the stronghold of the infuri-
ated Indians, with his friend Kit Car-
son, turned in soon after the evening
meal, and fell asleep at once in his
comfortable bed. ,

Bigfoot Wallace, who was chagrined
at being left behind—for nothing
would induce Carson to let anyone
else but the Rio Kid accompany him
on his mission—stalked into a nearby
room. He kept trying to bunk in the
fine bed allotted him, but he hadn’t
had any luck so far. He was deter-
mined, however, to fight it out even
if he went without sleep every night .
he was here.

In only a short time Pryor came
to his senses with that sudden, famil-
iar start. He was alert, fully prepared
for anything. ’

The hacienda was dark, and quiet,
and someone was close to him., His
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hand tightened on the revolver which
never left his side, at night or during
the day.

“Hey, Rio Kid!” It was his crony,
Bigfoot Wallace.

“What’s up?” whispered Pryor.

“Ssh—keep it quiet. Get up and
foller me.”

The Rio Kid knew the big scout too
well to ask questions then. He slid
from his couch, his bare feet making
wo sounds. Wallace led him to the
open door which gave onto the big
patio, and touched the Rio Kid’s arm.

“An hombre just crawled in Bar-
ron’s winder,” Bigfoot told him. “I
couldn’t sleep as usual in that there
mess of fluff, and so I give up and
went out to lie on the stones. I was
in the shadows, and just now I seen
him. Thought I better get you. I
don’t savvy the politics in this here
place—"

“Yuh
was?”’

“No, but he was dressed like a va-
quero. Come from the stable way,
snuk around some to make shore the
coast was clear, and then clumb like
a snake through Barron’s open win-
der. Door was shut and—”

The Rio Kid, gun in hand, was al-
ready running lightly across the
‘stone-flagged patio toward Barron’s
room. The Johnny Reb was wounded,
helpless, and the Rio Kid’s quick
mind saw deadly danger to Barron in
such a thing as Bigfoot had described.
Of course, the intruder might be just
a sneak thief, but—

He was at the window. The sash
was standing open. Clicking his pis-
tol to full cock under his thumb, he
jumped through into the dark room.

“Madre de—" :

The Rio Kid, crouched to one side,
away from the lighter rectangle of the
open window, heard the . startled,
gasping curse from near where Bar-
ron was lying. The young Southern-
er’s even breathing told he was still
asleep. -

The Rio Kid caught the rustle of

able to reckernize who it

leather, as the fellow on the other side
of the room shifted, and the shaft of
light glinted on steel.
“Drop it, hombre!”
snapped in Spanish.

Bob Pryor

CHAPTER VII
Dangerous Start

HE Rio Kid fired
once, high, so that
the bullet shattered
in the outer wall
The quick flare of
the burning powder
showed him Gasca’s
/ dark features,* the

vaquero’s gleaming,
i~ clenched teeth.
W4y Gasca had been at
the chest of drawers, hunting what he
could steal before doing his job. This
had given the Rio Kid the moments
needed to get over.

With a bound the Rio Kid reached
Barron’s cot. The wounded man star-
tled to consciousness by the explosion
of Pryor’s gun, cried out, “What’s
that?” and tried to sit up.

Gasca was still on the other side of
the room, a black shadow ‘'in the
gloom. The bunk was between the
Rio Kid and the vaquero. It was diffi-
cult to make out any details, but
Pryor saw the shadow that was Gasca
move swiftly toward Barron, and saw
the glint of steel.

He cursed, for want of a lntle light.
Suddenly what he wished for came,
the flare of a big sulphur match at the
other window. Bigfoot Wallace’s
large head was stuck in, and he held
the match stick in one hand, his pistol
in the other.

The flame made Pryor certain of
Gasca’s intentions, for the man had
his knife raised high, about to plunge
it into Barron’s heart. Gasca was rat-
tled. He was trying to repair his
error and finish off Barron, but the
crouched Rio Kid, close on him,
lifted his thumb off his Colt hammer
again,
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. Gasca shrieked and collapsed. Bar-
ron yelled in pain as the heavy body
fell across him,

Bigfoot Wallace, nursing his match
and grinning, came inside. He touched
the flame to a candle wick and the il-
lumination showed the Rio Kid, feet
spread, smoking gun up, his left arm
out to balance himself as he made his
shot.

Gasca, with the long, sharp knife
still clutched in his fingers, lay on

S_ Barron’s legs. His fall had jolted the

young man but Arthur Barron had
not been hurt by the blade.

Wallace seized Gasca’s shoulders
and yanked him off Barron, rolling
him over so he landed, a dead weight,
flat on the floor.

“Nice shot,” grunted Bigfoot. “Got
him in the nose.”

In the yellow light, the Rio Kid
examined his victim. The heavy slug
had made a blotch of the vaguero’s
face, but Pryor recognized him as the
man he had chided when Gasca had
fired on the Navajos.

“Huh,” he growled.
nation!”

“Tryin’ to rob yuh,” said Bigfoot,
grinning at the stunned Barron, who
was blinking and licking his lips.

“Of what?” Barron wanted to know.

“Shucks, he prob’ly figgered yuh're
rich, like all Yankees,” replied Big-
foot, picking up the makin’s from the
table and fixing himself a smoke.

The Rio Kid was not sure. He won-
dered why Gasca, instead of trying to
fight his way out, had gone for Bar-
ron that way, first of all. A quick
search of Gasca’s pockets yielded
nothing, save some money and per-
sonal effects. He had a gun hidden
under his leather jacket.

Nor could Don Francisco, roused
from sleep by the shots, shed any
more light on Gasca’s actions. He
was amazed at what Wallace and
Pryor had to tell him. The hacienda,
awakened by the rumpus, was as-
tounded at Gasca’s perfidy in attempt-
ing to rob and kill the young Ameri-

“What in tar-

cano, Yet none could say why Gasca
should have suddenly gone to the
bad.

There were armed guards outside,
The fine saddled horse was found,
with Gasca’s pack on it, a pack con-
taining food and outfitting for a long
journey. They figured that he had
meant to finish with Barron, then ride
away.

ED HANNIGAN, the editor and
storekeeper, was among the crowd
which collected.

“The dirty dog,” Hannigan cried, as
he learned what had occurred. “He
only got what he deserved!”

“How long has Gasca worked for
yuh, Don Perez?” inquired the Rio
Kid.

“Six months, perhaps.”

“Where’d he come from?”

“I think he worked for the Circle S
before,” Perez replied,

“This makes twice that
horned in,” mused the Rio Kid.,

Before he had believed that the
shot, fired by Gasca, which had pre-
cipitated the battle with the Navajos,
had been a matter of a hot head and
a hasty trigger finger. Now he was
not so sure. Now Gasca was dead.
He could not be questioned, and the
mystery could not be cleared up at
present.

After an hour, the people in the
hacienda returned to bed, and the
Rio Kid slept till the first gray streaks
of dawn touched. the sky.

He was up, then, hunting breakfast,
Kit Carson, calm and sure of himself,
was on hand, and after their hot meal,
the two saddled up and said adios.

Mireles did not argue, but he
watched the Rio Kid depart with
tragedy in his dark eyes. He was never
happy unless he was with his “Gen-
eral,” as he insisted on calling Pryor,
and the ticklish nature of the long
trip Carson and the Rio Kid were
making did not reassure him.

Bigfoot: Wallace sang out hearty
farewells, and the others watched the

Gasca



two riders leave the town and hit the
road for the mountains. ...

One who was left behind, however,
was burning with an inner fury which
he had a difficult time in concealing.
That was Jed Hannigan. But some-
how he forced himself to smile upon
Don Francisco and the men of Val-
cito, though rage flamed in his black
heart, Gasca, the fool, had failed him
—and he had no other agent on hand
that he dared entrust with the mission
of contacting Egghead Pete.

“I’ll have to go myself,” he decided.

According to Hannigan’s plans,
Gasca should have been miles out, on
his way, by this time, leaving Barron
dead behind him. There was no time
to bother with Barron now, Hannigan
would be lucky if he could beat Kit
Carson and the Rio Kid to Skeleton
Peak, to signal Egghead Pete.

“That jackass Gasca must have
thought Barron had some money,”
Hannigan thought, irritatedly, as he
consumed a hasty breakfast, “He was
always a hog for whatever he could
squeeze out of a job.”

On the plea that he wished to hurry

43

BIGFOOT WALLACE

VERYTHING about Bigfoot Wal-

lace was large — except his feet!
Born in Lexington, Va., in 1817, at full
size he was 6’ 5”, weighed 240,

He grew up in Virginia. In the Texas
War for Independence he lost a brother
and a cousin, a circumstance which drew
him to Texas. He arrived too late for
the war but in time to tangle with the
Comanches. He speedily acquired almost
legendary fame as an Indian fighter.

When things died down he went into
the wilds, became a hunter. It was on
one day during this period that he came
upon the most gigantic footprints ever
seen, sixteen-inch moccasin tracks left by
a giant Lipan. Bigfoot swore a ‘mighty
oath to hang the footgear on his wall,
and that was how he came by his nick.
name,

The gigantic pioneer fought in every
war that came along and fought private
ones when there were no public ones
going on,

He drove a stage with mail contract
through Apache country, surveying the
route.

Poor Bigfoot never did get those
giant moccasins. He fought and hunted
—unmarried—until he was past 90, a
mighty Titan of Frontier days.

back and check up on the stores
needed by the Valcito men for the ex-
pedition against the Navajos, Hanni-
gan took his leave only an hour after
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Carson and the Rio Kid had ridden
away.

When he was out of sight of Val-
cito, he swung to a narrow trail lead-
ing to the mountains. His vicious eyes
were always moving, right to left,
ahead. His flesh crawled as he thought
of what would be done to him if hos-
tile Indians caught him, a white, out
here. But desperation and his greed
drove him on.

He kept looking for fresh sign of
the passage of Kit Carson and the Rio
Kid, for he must not run upon them.
But he could see not the slightest
track that told him they had come this
way, and he kept pushing through the
rocky, bushed trail, aware that every
turn in it might mean a sudden, fatal
ambush, the quick shot, the brutal leap
of the savages and then torture until
he died.

ANNIGAN did not reach the

base of Skeleton Peak, a huge,
grayish-white pinnacle that stuck up
toward the blue sky, until after noon.
In all the miles he had ridden the
twisting deer trails he had not run on
the least clue as to the course taken by
Kit Carson and the Rio Kid.

Swiftly he gathered oily pifion

knots together, and built a little fire,
letting the smoke drift into the sky,
on the west flank. Then he retired to
some pine woods on a mountain slope,
half a mile away, hid his horse and lay
down to watch. In case the smoke at-
tracted enemies, he would not be close
enough to be caught.
- His eyes burned with the intensity
of his vigil, as hour after hour passed
and there was no signal to show that
Egghead Pete was coming. He cursed
and stormed, but that did not bring
the breed.

He was forced to replenish the fire
twice during the afternoon, The sun
was a huge crimson globe behind the
western mountains at his rear before
he saw a bronzed horseman spur a
fleet little Indian paint pony across
the rocky ground close to the smoke,

and swing off around the bluff, He
recognized Egghead’s mount, and
knew the rider was his agent.

Swearing a blue streak, but greatly
relieved that his ordeal was at an end,
Hannigan jumped up, seized his
horse’s reins, and led the animal down
the steep slope until he could mount
and ride over to the signal fire.

“Pete!” he called. :

Egghead Pete, on foot now, peecked
around a big rock not more than six
feet from where Hannigan was stand-
ing. His nearness made Hannigan
start with alarm.

“Come out here and quit playin’
hide-and-seek,” snarled Hannigan

Egghead Pete stepped forth and
joined him. Hannigan stared at him.
Pete had changed somewhat. There
was a queer air about him. ’

Two bloody scalps, one of a white
woman who had long golden hair,
hung at his belt. His torso was naked,
showing old scars. His coarse black
locks were bound with a white head-
band, which had dark-brown stains on
it, no doubt blood from his victims.
Egghead Pete’s shoe-black eyes were
not dull now. They danced with red
lights and were wide, as wide as such
slits could be, and the pupils were
dilated. :

“Stop that noise,” ordered Hanni-
gan, He felt afraid.

Egghead was drawing in his
leathery cheeks, then opening his lips.
It sounded as though he were enjoy-
ing a piece of hard candy or warming
up a chew of tobacco, but he was
doing neither. It was merely the ex-
pression of the exaltation of his mood,
for he loved killing, the warpath. Now
and then he would gobble, an Indian’s
killing sound.

Hannigan knew that Egghead had
the vindictive hatred for whites char-
acteristic of many Apaches, who pre-
ferred to go down fighting rather than
fall in with the new fashions, where
Indians lived at peace with one an-
other and their conquerors. He felt
fear of Pete, for Egghead’s manner
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was strange, But the breed made no
hostile move toward him. He listened,
nodding, as Hannigan began to talk.

“Where have yuh been, cuss yuh?”
Hannigan said, with a bravado he was
far from feeling, “I've waited here
all day.”

“We raid,” grunted Egghead.
“Good hunt.” He patted the horrible
tokens at his belt.

Hannigan didn’t look at them. He
was responsible for their being there,
but he had distaste for such work. He
could stand a man being shot, to lay
where he fell. He did not change
much in appearance, and someone else
could bury him. Scalps were a differ-
ent story.

IT CARSON and the man we

call the Rio Kid are on their

way to the Navajos’ mountain camp!”

Egghead Pete cursed them. He

scowled, grimacing, his white blood

coming to the fore as he was startled
by Hannigan’s news.

“Yuh didn’t see ’em?” asked Hanni-
gan.
Pete shook his misshapen head. “No
see. Fader Kit too smart. No good.
He talk too much.”

“Yuh got any men with yuh?”

“Sure, sure, Ten. Good.”

He shrugged toward the upper
rocks, Up there, Hannigan knew, Egg-
head’s renegades were hidden, no
doubt with rifles trained on him.

“Hurry, then. Gasca was killed—
the Rio Kid shot him last night,
savvy? Catch up with ’em if yuh can
and kill ’em both. If yuh don’t beat
’em in, don’t let ’em get back home.
And T’ll make shore that any Navajos
who try to come out to talk to Perez
won'’t do it, Ole can tend to that. Get
goin’ now and ride day and night. I'm
on my way home and I'll see Stensen.”

Egghead stared at him for a mo-
ment without moving. Then he
nodded, turned, and evaporated as he
swung silently around the rock, Han-
nigan did not see him or his men
again although he kept looking

around as he mounted and rode off
seeking to make as many miles toward
the main trail as possible before it
grew entirely dark.

CHAPTER VIII
Hostiles

VEN though the Rio
Kid was as skillful
a scout as ever
rode the dangerous
trails of the West,
he followed Kit
Carson’s lead, for
the trip to the
camp of the hos-
tiles was Carson’s
party.

“I can guess
just about where
they’'ve headed to,” Kit remarked.
“I've been all through here and savvy
the country, and I think we’ll foller
Devil’'s Crik.” :

“Anything yuh say,” agreed Pryor.

He had only the deepest admiration
for the slender man who was a great
scout. Kit Carson was a name to con-
jure with. Famous men were familiar
with him and called on him whenever
they had need of his genius.

Though sixty, Carson was still
wiry, still able to outride, outthink
and outwit any enemy.

Kit Carson did not take the direct
trail, which led past Skeleton Peak.
He veered some miles to .the right,
westward, after they had left Valcito
behind. By training, by caution in-
grained through a lifetime of moving
through hostile country, where any
instant might bring him face to face
with death, Carson avoided leaving
any sign, or covered it with a swift,
unerring skill, :

Ably assisted by the Rio Kid, Car-
son moved with precision. He lost no
time and not much in mileage, al-
though in order to keep hidden from
distant spying eyes that possibly
might be watching, he sometimes de-
toured to take advantage of 3 screen

‘o ZRY

.



46 : THE RIO KID WESTERN

of trees, brush, or a long ridge run-
ning their way.

Both men kept itheir eyes moving
unceasingly, from right to left, search-
ing the ground they were passing, the
sky.

Now and then, Carson would swing
up from the lower sections, and take
to a ridge, from which they could see
the country for miles.

On one of these occasions, the Rio
Kid pointed to the east. A far-off
spire of grayish rock stuck up toward
the heavens.

“Smoke over there, Kit.”

Carson nodded. “I seen it. Skele-
ton Peak.”

“Wionder what it means?”

Kit Carson shook his head. “It
would take us half a day to work back
and over to it, Rio Kid. Our first duty
is to reach the Navajos before all
Hades breaks loose.”

The Rio Kid pondered this. “Yuh
reckon it may be worse than it looks?”

“Yes. A lot worse.”

Carson did not elaborate, Always
e was a man of few words, speaking
only when necessary. There was no
time for careless conversation, either,
for the two men needed all their
faculties for their journey, since they
did not wish to tangle with any raid-
ing Indian bands. That might mean a
fight which would injure their
chances with the Navajos.

Kit had an astounding memory for
geographical locations. He needed no
maps. His long experience in explor-
ing untracked wilderness had en-
dowed him with this faculty. The
same experience had also made him a
great rider. b

Only once during the long day’s run
did Kit Carson deem it necessary to
pause for any length of time. He came
on a couple of burned sticks, and dis-
mounted to examine them,

After a few minutes he straightened
up. “We have nothin’ to fear from this,
Rio Kid,” he said. “A Navajo hunter
stopped here three days ago at dawn
to cook himself a meal of deer meat.

He’s a hostile, but he’s been a reserva-
tion Indian.”

'ROM a few signs invisible to most
eyes, Carson had read exactly
what had occurred days before. The
Rio Kid, an able tracker himself, also
could check the deductions.

They camped at dark, ate a cold
meal, and slept, hidden in dense
chaparral, their horses staked some
distance away.

Before dawn they were up, had
eaten and drunk, and were on their
way again, toward the inaccessible
mountain retreat where Kit Carson
was sure Wolfkiller, the Navajo
leader, had his people.

The route became more difficult.
They had to pass through deep, shad-
owed canyons, and climb great slides
of velcanic rock. Around noon, they
came on faint signs which told them
that the Navajos had passed this way
with their animals—a bit of sheep’s
wool on a thorn, the fresh scratch of a
hoof on a stone.

“We’ll take to the other side of the
mountain,” Carson ordered. “I don’t
want them to see us until we’re in
close.”

With the cunning Kit in the lead,
they circled the tremendous barrier.
It occupied the afternoon, and sunset
was near as Carson stopped and
pointed toward a wall of brush.

“They’re in there,” he  declared.
“There’s a hidden box canyon with
fresh springs and good grass for their
stock. The Navajos call it the ‘Chest
of the Serpents’. It’s crawlin’ with
snakes.”

On foot Kit Carson went down a
steep slide, his horse following, slip-
ping sideward to make it. Saber came
behind the Rio Kid.

“Take off yore gun-belts, and hang
’em on yore saddle-horn,” ordered
Carson.

He removed his own visible weap-
ons, and the Rio Kid, hesitating but
an instant, followed suit. But Pryor -
did not like placing his weapons so
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far from his hands, but he had two
hidden pistols under his shirt.

“Foller me, now,” said Kit, “and
whatever yuh do, don’t fight unless I
start first, savvy?” :

“I savvy. Lead on.”

Reins in one hand and with the
, other swinging free and empty, the
two scouts took a faint trail that led
to the canyon entrance,

There was a sudden whoop and
heavily armed Navajos leaped up on
both sides, covefing them with cocked
rifles. They wore war paint and
feathers.

Kit Carson nodded to them calmly,
and spoke in their own tongue. He
knew French, Spanish, and many In-
dian dialects, and the Navajos were
well-acquainted with- Father Kit. The
Rio Kid did exactly as Carson did.
When the Indians snatched his
horse’s reins, he made no objection.

“Otasco,” Carson said, in Navajo, to
a tall, grim-lipped savage, “take me to
Wolfkiller. I must talk to him.”

Otasco nodded, He gave an order
and the two scouts were escorted
through the brush wail which opened
uader the Navajo hands.

A large crowd of Indians, squaws
and children, and more armed braves,
waited inside the gate.

The Chest of the Serpents spread
out, Long grass covered the canyon
bottom, and there were green spots
where springs bubbled up frcm white
sands. Beyond were the sheep and
cattle and mustangs of the Navajos,
driven up here for safe-keeping.
Rough hogans of brush and hide had
been thrown up for shelter, and gear
lay about, as did gay-colored blankets
and urns, weapons and clothing.

Up the trail stood a tall, majestic
Navajo, wearing leather and a head-
dress of red, and eagle feathers.

KIT CARSON walked easily to-
ward him, his face grave but
friendly, and held out his haad in
greeting.

“Wolfkiller, my son,” he said,

Wolfkiller, the local Navajo chief,
had a stern face, long with high cheek-
bones. The sun of fifty winters had
blackened his hide, and deep creases
were in his forehead and about his
grim lips. He wore a cartridge belt
and a revolver, as well as the usual
knife. Beautifully beaded moccasins,
with uppers reaching to the knees,
covered his feet. His bronzed arms
were heavily muscled, ringed by
beaten copper bracelets studded with
turquoises.

“Father Kit!” Wolfkiller grunted.

Probably no white man save Kit

Carson could have walked into Wolf- .

killer’s presence at that moment. Any-
one else would have been killed or tor-
tured before entering the canyon, but
they knew Kit. They loved and
trusted him, for he had always been
the Indians’ friend,

“What madness is this, Wolf-
killer?” Carson asked in the Navajo
tongue. “I thought you and the people
were too clever to make war on the
whites.”

“Huh!” said Wolfkiller, his lip
curling disdainfully. “It is they who
have gone mad, Father Kit, We will
defend ourselves to the end, and so
will our brothers, the Apaches.”

To one side stood a tall fierce-eyed,
proud Indian with a high forehead.
He wore a white head-band about his
inky locks, and his:-power was plain,

“Victorio!” thought the Rio Kid,
with a shock. ;

Victorio, chief of the Warm Springs
Apaches, was an important personage.
He controlled hundreds of the best
fighting men the world had ever seen,
ruthless red raiders whose guerrilla
tactics had so far baffled every general
in the Army.

The Rio Kid had met Victorio on a
previous occasion, during a fight in
Arizona, and he realized what the
famous Apache’s presence here must
mean, At the same moment, he coms=
prehended what Kit Carson had
hinted at when he had said that the
situation might be worse than it
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seemed. If Wolfkiller banded his
Navajos together with the Apaches,
the war would not be just a local up-
rising. It would sweep the whole
Southwest, from Mexico to Colorado,
through Arizona, and the great state
of New Mexico.

Hundreds of white men would die,
thousands on thousands of dollars in
property would be destroyed. A major
military campaign would have to be
undertaken by General Sherman, in
command of the Southwest.

By Indian telegraph, the Apaches
had been called. Victorio, a fighting
man in his prime had answered, no

doubt riding a couple of hundred
miles without leaving his horse’s back.
Moreover the presence of Victorio
meant that old Cochise who lurked
in Arizona, who loathed and abhorred
white men and was ever ready to
strike at them, would take a hand.
“Why,” inquired Kit Carson, “do
you say the whites began it, Wolf-
killer, when you know your braves at-
tacked the Perez sons and killed one
of them and some of their friends?
And why were you riding in a war
party toward Valcito? And why had
you already sent your women and
childen to the Chest of the Serpents,
if you didn’t intend to go to war?”
“Those are all lies, made up by the
whites who have deceived Father Kit
just as they deceived the Navajos,”
declared Wolfkiller. ‘“The fact is
that the white men have decided to
kill 'us all, except the children and
women, whom they will enslave. They
want our flocks and our ancient lands
but they won’t get them without a
big fight.”
“Who told you all this?” insisted

Kit Carson. “I want to see the man
who has been eating loco weed.
Where is he?”

HE Rio Kid was absorbed in
watching the strange, barbaric
array of the savages. They were heav-
ily armed and angry, stirred up like a
seething hive of infuriated bees. The
dark, high-boned faces,” the fierce
black eyes, and the colorful clothing,
copper and turquoise ornaments, com-
bined with the painted rocks and
wild land to form a stunning picture.
Both Kit Carson and the Riop Kid
knew the Indian nature. They were
like children and believed such all-
inclusive yarns, when they were prop-
erly presented, as that the white race
had deliberately begun to wipe out
the Navajos and their brethren. Un-
able to comprehend the complex na-
ture of the pale-faced race which had
invaded their hereditary domains, the
Indians were inclined to seize upon
simple explanations.

Carson knew that to laugh at them
and push their ideas aside without
refuting the arguments would only
injure the Indians’ dignity and would
not stop the rising war sentiment. He
was playing for big stakes, and was
aware of it. Once the redmen started
in full force there was no 'saying
where the matter would end.

The Indians would losé many of
their men, and the helpless and weak
would suffer untold hardship. Small
settlements, such as Valcito, would
undoubtedly be attacked, prisoners
killed or tortured, and property dam-
aged.

“I will tell you who gave the Nava-
jos warning of the murderous plans
the whites have made,” replied Wolf-
killer, his head proudly up. “It was
the Man-Whose-M ot h e r-Dropped-
Him. He knows the palefaces, having
lived with them. He overheard them
plotting to steal our sheep and cattle
and horses and our range!”

“Where is this fool?” ordered Fa-
ther Kit. “Let me talk to him.”
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CHAPTER IX
Telling Arguments

NTENTLY watch-
P ing Wolfkiller, the
clever Carson, and
. Victorio, who was
disdainfully stand-
ing to one side with
his bronzed, muscu-
lar arms folded, the
Rio Kid suddenly
was rudely knocked
lg#dh off balance. He
nearly went down,
but saved himself by a twist of his
lithe body. He frowned at the man
who had bumped into him from the
rear, but he did not retaliate, since
Kit Carson had warned him against
violence unless Kit ordered it.

It was Egghead Pete, although the
Rio Kid had never met the breed. The
fellow’s misshapen head told why the
Indians, apt at naming men for their
physical peculiarities, called him as
they did. His ears stuck out straight,
his eyes were slanted, and his mouth
a small, level gash in his ugly face,.

He wore doeskin leggings and moc-
casins, but his torso was naked. At
his belt hung scalps, one a fair-haired
white woman’s. Navajos would not
touch a dead person and seldom took
scalps but Pete was of Apache strain.
He had a pistol in a supple new
leather holster and a knife, with a
good carbine slung over his back.

“Yes, I said it, and I say it again!”
shouted Egghead Pete boldly,

He bristled up to Kit Carson, shoot-
ing out his neck while his black eyes
glowed blood-red. He made noises
with his leathery cheeks.

“Why listen to their lying tongues,
Chief?” Pete said to Wolfkiller, “Let
me take their scalps. They are our
enemies. Kill them!” -

Kit Carson’s shrewd eyes were fixed
on Egghead Pete’s. They never
swerved. Lashing himself into froth-
ing fury, Egghead gobbled and sought
to outstare Father Kit, but at last he

"/«/

dropped his glance, at the same time
placing a hand on his knife.

Kit Carson knew what to do. His
own hand suddenly flashed out and he
slapped Egghead Pete in the mouth
with all his force, driving the fellow’s
flesh into his teeth. Then, without
paying further heed to Pete, Carson
deliberately turned his back on him,
and went on talking to Wolfkiller,

The Rio Kid got ready. He had two
hidden pistols under his buckskin
shirt and he would use them to save
Carson if necessary.

The blow, given to drive the lies
back into the breed’s mouth, the con-
tempt which Father Kit showed for
Egghead, impressed the Indians tre-
mendously. Anyway, Egghead Pete
was not a Navajo. He was not really
an Apache, either, but only a volun-
teer ally. Would he dare to strike
back at Father Kit? :

Carson’s back was to Egghead Pete,
and the Rio Kid knew that he might
rip Father Kit with the sharp point.
For an instant, everything hung on
Carson’s bluff. The Rio Kid was
tensed to spring, to finish Pete if he
could before the breed got Kit.

Blood trickled from Egghead’s lac-
erated lip. The effrontery of it had
stunned him, and he stood, back on
his heels, mouth open.

Then he began to swear, in white
man’s language, but still Kit Carson
paid no attention to him. Low mur-
murs ran through the assembled In-
dians, murmurs of amusement. The
Man - Whose - Mother - Dropped-Him
was talking instead of acting,

Unable to build up his nerve to the
point of attacking Kit Carson, Egg.-
head Pete turned on his heel and
stalked away, out of the canyon. He
had traveled night and day without
pausing” in order to beat Kit and
Pryor in, only to lose his nerve at the
crucial moment.

HE Rio Kid breathed easier. His
admiration for Kit Carson in-
creased, if that were possible. Carson
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had sized up Egghead correctly and
had known just what to do to lessen
his influence with the Navajos.

“You see how brave that liar is,”
Carson went on to the Indian chief,
with a shrug. “You’d do much better
to listen to me, Wolfkiller. Have I
ever lied to you? Haven't I always
tried to help the people? My sons
have Indian blood in their veins and I
know what you want. There has been
a mistake made, and the thing to do is
for the Indians to talk it over with the
whites before going further with this
senseless war.

“Who will win? Not the Indians,
who will lose their bravest men and
much of their property. Not the
whites, who will have their people
killed and their homes burned. If
Perez and the men from Valcito can’t
defeat you, then will come Redbeard,
General Sherman, with hundreds, or
thousands of trained soldiers.”

“We will fight them,” said Woli-
killer.

“Yes, you will fight them! They
will bring up the big guns they call
tannon. A dozen shells thrown into
jour canyon will kill you by the hun-
dreds—women, children and animals
alike. And all because you listen to
lies told by a liar.”

Wolfkiller did not reply for a time,
turning over Father Kit’s sensible ad-
vice in his keen mind. He was a child
in many ways, in outlook on the world
as a whole. He was unable to realize
its scope and the inexorable trend of
destiny which drove the restless white
man, the greatest and most efficient

killer ever to rove the earth, on and

on to seize what he desired.

On the other hand, he was wise in
his own way, and logical. He had
fought against trained troops in his
brash youth and knew what cannon
could do.

His people trusted Carson, too. His
first wife-had been an Indian, and
Father Kit had always been kind to
all Indians. If they insisted on fight-
ing, then he could fight like an un-

conquerable fiend. But if they laid
down their arms, he would feed them,
help them, intercede for them with
the Government of the United States.

“Very well,” Wolfkiller said finally.
“I will talk with my chiefs, and if we
decide to parley, I will send the word
to you.”

The Rio Kid had seen a miracle.
Kit Carson, unarmed, alone, had rid-
den into the hostiles’ camp, had talked
them over, and won. If Wolfkiller
were ready to negotiate it meant he
would not go to war on Egghead
Pete’s say-so. He would first hear the
testimony of the Perez men and their
friends. -

OTH Pryor and Carson were now

suspicious of Pete. Egghead’s lies
must have some deeply sinister pur-
pose. The fact that both Perez and
Wolfkiller claimed the other side had
started the fight must be carefully
examined, and what had really oc-
curred must be sifted out from the
various - stories of dependable wit-
nesses.

“When will you speak with Senor
Perez and the other white chiefs?”
asked Kit Carson, pressing his advan-
tage. .

“Four suns from now.”

“Where? Will you come to Val-
cito?”

Wolfkiller shook his majestic head.

“They must come part way, Father
Kit. Say to Skeleton Peak. It is easy
to approach, for both parties.”

“Very good. In four days we will
meet you at Skeleton Peak, Wolf-
killer, and end this senseless war.”

Wolfkiller shook his head. “They
attacked us, for no reason at all. They
burned our village. Some of our
braves were shot down, when they
were hunting, and our scouts reported
that the whites who had killed them
came from Valcito. The tracks led
straight there. We were afraid and
sent our flocks and women to the
mountains for safety. Then our
braves started for the white man’s
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town. Even then we were not sure.
But they fired on us.”

“A traitor, a fool, did that,” Carson
declared. “He’s dead now, that Gasca.
This man, the Rio Kid, killed him,

Leader.”

‘ OLFKILLER'S stern eyes
flicked for a moment to the

face of the Rio Kid, and he grun’ced

(‘Good ”

*Ask him,” the Rio Kid said to Klt,
“if his braves attacked the Perez boys
that day.”

Wolfkiller, when this question was
put to him, shook his head.

Water and jerked deer meat were
offered Kit Carson. The two whites
had a quick meal, which might have
been in the way of celebration, For,
as he had done on numerous occasions

during his long and brilliant life on
the Frontier, Carson had walked into
the jaws of death and had come out
alive, victorious.

Their horses were returned to them,
and the two scouts began their return
trip to Valcito.

A party of Navajos, Wolfkiller’s
trusted braves, escorted them from
the canyon and for two miles on the
home trail. Then the comrades rode
on.

Kit Carson smiled at the Rio Kid’s
congratulations on his success, Pryor
had been able to comprehend a good
deal of the talk, the sign language
~ part of it, at any rate, and some of
~ the actual words. Kit Carson retailed

to him the shades of meaning which
he had migsed.

“There’s somethin’ fishy about the
whole business,” Carson declared.
“Wolfkilier is not a liar, and the In-
dians are honestly indignant, their
feelin’s are hurt. They are shore they
didn’t begin the fight. As a rule the
Navajos prefer to live in peace, with
their flocks. They won't fight unless
they are certain they’re in the right
and set upon. They seldom go in for
scalpin’, as yuh know. Different from
the Apaches. Yet Francisco Perez
certainly wouldn’t stir up the savages
by wanton attacks.”

“How about that Egghead devil?”
asked the Rio Kid, as their horses
jogged slowly along the rocky trail.

Kit Carson shrugged. “We’ll have
to dig out the truth about him sooner
or later. That kind sometimes raises
ructions just for the fun of it. But
he couldn’t have stirred up all this
fuss by hisself. He’s had help. Those
Navajos from Wolfkiller’s village,
now, who reported they were fired on
by Valcito whites—the trackers fol-
lered them to the town.” |,

The Rio Kid turned it over in his
clever mind. There were many rami-
fications to the trouble. Where did
Gasca come in? Who were the white
men who had so cunningly enraged
the Navajos? Who were the Indians
who had attacked Manuel Perez and
his friends the day that Pryor and
his two companions had come upon
them? These questions must be an-
swered before the matter could be
cleared up.

However, the big point had been
won. Wolfkiller had agreed to come
in under a truce to talk, and many
matters could then be thrashed out.

By nature both scouts were cau-
tious, and so they continued to be as
they rode on, although the strain had
left them since Carson’s great victory
at Wolfkiller’s camp. Without firing
a shot he had almost settled the war.
He had brought off such coups before
and was loved and honored for it.
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CHAPTER X
The Way Home

IT CARSON rode

ahead. Saber, the
Rio Kid’s mouse-
colored dun, had
such a bad temper
with other horses
as the Rio Kid had
‘explained, that if
he got close
enough to the bay
on which Carson
was mounted, he
might bite a chunk from its hide.

To soothe Saber, the Rio Kid lightly
hummed an old Army tune. The
words of the verse ran:

Said the Big Black Charger to the
Little White Mare,

“The Sergeant claims yore feed bill
really ain’t fare.”

Said the Little White mare to the
Big Black Charger,

“Yuh forget, kind suh, that our
family’s growin’ larger.”

Saber loved the tune and if he heard

it whistled when he was within hear-
ing, he would gallop to his master.
It soothed him now, eased his worry
at not being able to use his teeth.
. Their weapons had been returned to
Carson and the Rio Kid, along with
their mounts. The Rio Kid felt a lot
more comfortable with his carbine
under his leg, and his Army Colts
close to his quick hands.

“We’'ll camp by Dead Horse Spring
and cook up that chunk of deer meat,”
Kit Carson announced cheerfully. “It
will be safe enough now that Woli-
killer’s pacified. We can shield our
fire after dark and the smoke won’t
be seen.”

“Good. We better hustle it up,
though, if we want to make it by sun-
down.”

They were able to pick up a little
speed on a level stretch. Then ahead
lay a series of jagged ridges they must
cross before dropping down into the
valley where lay Dead Horse Spring.

Four hours out of the Navajo camp
in The Chest of the Serpents, many
miles behind them now, they were
afoot, leading their horses along a pre-
carious rock walk atop a ridge. Loose
shale was under them and while the
animals could negotiate it, without
weight on their backs, they couldn’t
make it with riders.

Kit Carson was ahead, his bay’s
reins in one hand, and balancing him-
self with the other. A ten-foot drop
tc a ledge was on one side, and below
that a steep slide, of eroded rock, from
which grew stub pifions and spruce
that somehow found a foothold. On
the other flank was a sheer gray-rock
wall, streaked with rusty layers.

The sun was to the left, on the
same side as the drop. It was as red
as blood, and blinding when one
looked that way.

Something zipped in the air lbe-
tween Kit Carson and the Rio Kid,
and the bay snorted and reared in
fright.

“Thirty-thirty bullet!” the Rio Kid
said.

“Take it easy,” cautioned Kit Car-
son. “We can’t hurry here.”

Another bullet bit a chunk from the
Rio Kid’s hat, and flattened itself
against the rock wall.

Pryor could see the smoke puff
from that one. It came from the op-
posing wooded slope of the ravine.
As he followed after Kit Carson, bal-
ancing on the narrow ledge and
steadying Saber behind him, three
quick puffs, followed by the rapping
bullets on the graystone, showed that
more than one enemy was after them.

The range was a quarter of a mile,
and the shooting none too good.

“Indians,” decided Kit Carson.

Their foes were down low, keep-
ing hidden, with only their rifles
sticking out. A volley came, half a
dozen rifles cracking. The Rio Kid
felt a splinter of rock cut his right
leg. Saber snorted and jerked back
his head. He had been spattered by
stinging lead.
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ARSON'’s bay was frantic as he,
too, felt the rain of tiny frag-
ments, But Carson and the Rio Kid
could not shoot without danger of
crashing over the edge. It was less
perilous to try to make the safety of
the next drop where the bullets would
not reach them._
“Bad shootin’,” remarked Pryor.
Kit Carson had but a dozen yards
to go before he would be at the end
of the narrow ledge. Then he could
mount and ride to the ridge and over,
out of range. Neither scout flinched,
but it was no use firing revolvers, and

son turned, as the horse plunged vio-
lently back over the ledge. The scout
tried to let go his reins, by which he
had been leading the bay, but was
jerked from his scant footing and
went on over the lip after the kick-
ing, screaming bay.

In that instant, from comparative
safety, horse and rider were instantly
plunged into the deepest peril.

The Rio Kid shouted as he saw Kit
Carson fly over the lip of the rock,
and land heavily on the shale slide ten
feet below. The bay hit an instant be-
fore Kit and stayed where he was for
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to stop and get out their carbines
would be a foolish move.

They kept moving, and Carson was
almost to the safety of the end when
a dozen smoke-puffs showed from the
wooded slope, and the Rio Kid heard
the bullets shrieking like hail about
his ears.

“More of ’em there now!” he
thought instantly. “Wonder how
many all told.” The next moment he
muttered, as Kit Carson stepped out
onto the easier ground, “There! He's
all right now, anyways.”

At that instant, however, the big
bay horse reared high into the air.
A bullet had plunked into his barrel
ribs, and entered his vitals, Kit Car-

— :
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a moment. Then, twitching in death, .
he rolled over, his haunches striking
hard on Carson’s chest. -

Driven into the loose rock by the
weight of the bay, Carson lay as he
had landed. The horse rolled on, then
slid, gaining momentum, for two hun-
dred yards down the steep slope, be-
fore bringing up against a huge nest
of jagged boulders.

A shriek of triumph rang from the
woods across the ravine,

“Kit!” the Rio Kid cried, kneeling
on the edge of the drop. “Yuh bad
hurt?”

Carson did not reply. He lay still.
The Rio Kid saw blood welling from
his lax mouth. His eyes were shut,
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Cursing, frantic, the Rio Kid led
Saber the last few feet. He uncoiled

his lariat and hooked it to his saddle-

horn.

“Stand, Saber—stand firm!” he com-
manded, and went down the rope so
fast his calloused hands were burned.

The enemy made a tactical error
then that helped Pryor. They cut
down, rounding the lower huge rocks
with the idea of getting up and taking
Kit Carson and his companion pris-
* oner. That gave the Rio Kid a few
precious minutes in which to save
Carson. :

He got his arm under Kit Carson’s
shoulders to lift him, and looped his
lariat about his friend. Tying the
noose securely under the armpits, he
lifted Carson, who was light, and
propped him as upright as possible
against the rock wall. Then he
shinnied up the rope, held taut by the
trained Saber.

“Back, Saber!” he ordered, and the
dun obediently pulled.

Carson was drawn slowly to a point
where the Rio Kid could get a hold
on him and drag him to the ledge. He
shouldered Carson and carried him off
the narrow path of the rock.

WHOOP of disappoinment

sounded and a couple of slugs
struck close to him but Bob Pryor
moved coolly, unrattled. He laid Kit
Carson over Saber’s back and led the
dun over the ridge, dropping down
ocut of range, no longer in sight of
those charging up the slope.

Mounting behind the limp figure, he
started to ride.

As the excitement subsided, he
found blood flowing from a burn in
his cheek, and from cuts he had re-
ceived from sharp rocks. Examining
Kit Carson as well as possible under
the circumstances, he did not see any
bullet wounds, although one side of
the older scout’s head and the cheek
were cut from the fall. -

Carson was still knocked out. His
breathing sounded rasping, and the

Rio Kid thought his chest might have
been crushed by the weight of the
big bay rolling on him.

There was no time to stop for any-
thing, though the blood was welling
from Kit’s lips, but not in any large
quantity.

“I’d like to go back and have it out
with them devils, Saber,” the Rio Kid
growled, glancing over one stalwart
shoulder. “But Kit comes first.”

Not only was he devoted to Kit
Carson, but he knew that on the
scout’s life depended the outcome of
the pending Navajo war, With Kit
Carson dead, it would probably con-
tinue to its terrible end.

He made as rapid time as possible,
with Saber carrying double weight.
Lucky that Carson was not a heavy
man,

For a mile he kept pushing on, and
it grew close to nightfall. He was
riding across a grassy slope, some
three hundred yards up from the val-
ley bottom when several horsemen,
Indians in war paint and feathers,
came spurting along the little creek
and opened fire upon him. He had no
doubt they were the same party which
had ambushed Carson and him on the
ledge.

He was at the same disadvantage as
he had been at the first attack. The
sun was in his eyes, and he was one
against a number. Five showed at
first, seeking to slow him down with
their slugs, their whoops sounding
shrill in the confined spaces between
the hills. Several more came up as he
swung, getting out his short-barreled
carbine and opening fire at a thousand
yards.

He was furious at the tantalizing,
cruel assailants. If they had killed
Kit Carson—

They rode like mad centaurs, cling-
ing with a hand and knee to the far
side of their horses, oblivious to the
dangerous ground over which they
sped. One came in at full-tilt, shoot-
ing rapidly up at the Rio Kid, and the
bullets kicked up the dirt several
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yards from the moving dun’s hoofs.

“Steady, Saber,” the Rio Kid mur-
mured, and the intelligent warhorse
gave him a firm base from which to
fire, as he threw his carbine to shoul-
der, took aim and, allowing for move-
ment and windage, squeezed the trig-

er,

. The Indian went flying off his stag-
gering mustang which was struck by
the Rio Kid’s carbine bullet. He was
running as he landed, lithe as a wild
panther. An instant later the Rio Kid
got him and the man immediately fol-
lowing him, sending both crashing
face-down in the creek.

Shrieks of rage sounded at this
minor triumph. The redmen blasted
at him with their rifles, but they did
not approach too closely.

The Rio Kid moved on, as the sun
disappeared behind the mountains, a
glorious glow in the sky. Glancing
back, his keen eyes picked out the
leader of the attackers—and an elec-
tric shock ran through him.

“Why, it’s that egg-headed breed!”
he growled. “So that’s his game!”

He topped a rise, and dropped be-
hind it, but did not ride far. Instead,
- he left the dun, with Carson still un-
conscious over Saber’s back, beside a
great boulder as a shield. On foot,
with carbine in his hand, he ran
lightly back to the ridge.

CHAPTER XI
Running Fight

ICKETY-SPLIT the
gang was riding up
the slope. The Rio
Kid let them get
within five hundred
yards before open-
ing fire.

The vicious bark
of his carbine then
threw them into a

panic. He hit the
brave in ’che lead and tried for Egg-
head, but the renegade was in the rear
and the horse of one of his compan-

ions got it instead. They split up,
veering off to the flanks, and wildly
replying to his fire. He hit another
in the ribs, knocking him from his
horse. The rest ducked behind their
mustangs and took out for cover.

Bob Pryor was down out of their
sight again in moments, hurrying to
the dun, But he knew they would not
ride so brashly up on his tail again.

He made several hundred yards be-
fore he glanced back and saw them
peeking over the ridge. But some-
thing more important took the Rio
Kid’s attention, as Kit Carson grunted
and moaned feebly. He wasn’t dead
yet!

As speedily as he could, the Rio
Kid cut down into a deep, heavily
wooded valley, through which the
dun picked a torturous trail. His foes
kept doggedly on his tracks and night
was almost at hand now. He was
forced westward, off the way he knew
that he and Kit Carson had come in.

He crossed the stream again and
kept pushing ahead. And abruptly
night fell, with the effect of a velvet
blanke: dropping on them.

Slowing, he listened. Behind he
could hear crackling sounds. His pur-
suers were still coming on,

But they were no longer able to see
him and tracking meant stopping,
making a light, studying what faint
signs the dun’s hoofs might leave. He
dodged like a fox, in and out, almost
doubling back on himself, When at
last he paused, he no longer heard
them.

Kit Carson was grunting with every
jolt of the horse. He needed atten-
tion, and as soon as the Rio Kid could
stop he lifted him to a blanket he had
spread out in a thicket. With his
guns close at hand, loaded and ready,
he sought to ease the old scout’s pain.

He dared not light any fire, though
the dark had brought a coolness that
made Kit Carson shiver. The Rio Kid
covered him with everything he had,
and gave him water to drink.

“How bad is it, Kit?"” he whispered.

L]
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Overhead brilliant stars twinkled.
There was a slice of moon rising over
Skeleton Peak, many miles away.

“It’s hard—to breathe,” Carson told
him painfully. “I dunno whether my
chest is busted or not. Mebbe a rib or
two.”

“Lie still, then. Yuh got to rest
for a while. Try to sleep.”

Kit Carson shut his eyes. The Rio
Kid, seated close to Carson’s head,
clasped his arms around his knees and
sought to rest. He was worn out but
he did not fully sleep, for he had to
stay alert. Such trailers as Egghead
Pete and his renegades could find a
needle in a haystack even in the dark.

Kit Carson, however, managed to
sleep. Three hours later the Rio Kid
roused him, picked him up and set
him on Saber, and started off again.
The horse had had to have rest, and
now that the Rio Kid knew that Car-
son was not in immediate danger of
dying, the bleeding having stopped
he had to move on.

He was seeking a way in country
of which he had little knowledge, in
the night. Hitting a winding trail,
and steering by the stars, the Rio Kid
rode slowly, his carbine held in one
hand, and the painfully grunting Car-
son held before him,

E HAD made no more than a

mile back in the direction he
knew Valcito must lie, when a dark
figure leaped up before him and fired
almost in his face. The flash was
blinding. The carbine snarled like an
echo. The Rio Kid felt the burn of
lead in his hair, and the dun snorted
and reared.

“Back—back!” gasped Kit Carson,
startled to life.

The Rio Kid swung the horse in the
constricted trail and drove off in re-
treat. His enemies were coming in,
whooping in the darkness.

“Got—the trails all covered—that
way !” Carson whispered hoarsely.
“West—only way, Rio Kid—go
’round—"’

Carson was right. Egghead Pete
was blocking him off in the direction
he knew that the Rio Kid would try
to take.

t was slow going, the route the
Rio Kid did take. The slope was
steep, and through patches of spruce,
pine and pifions. A touch of the gray
of morning was in the sky when Saber
wearily breasted the next divide.

The Rio Kid sought a doghole in
which to spend the daylight hours.
Saber must have rest, a chance to
graze and drink, and Kit Carson kept
fainting from the pain of the pace.
A great thicket of spruce, black in the
faint touch of the dawn, offered a
haven. Pryor kept the dun on shale,
until Saber could step onto the thick
carpet of needles.

Fixing Carson as comfortably as
possible, unsaddling the horse and
tethering him where there was a patch
of grass hidden in the trees, the Rio
Kid crouched close to his friend.

“You—Rio Kid,” whigspered Carson.
“Go on when yuh’re rested—Ileave me.
Yuh can bring help.”

The Rio Kid shook his head. “Them
red devils would come up with yuh,
shore, Kit, *fore I could get back. I
won’t leave yuh.”

Carson closed his eyes again; he
slept. For a time the Rio Kid dozed
but every unusual sound brought him
alert, gun rising.

Toward high noon he got up and
climbed to the upper branches of a
huge spruce. Far to east, the direc-
tion from which he had been driven
in the darkness, he glimpsed a bronzed
rider, slowly heading toward the
woods.

Eventually they would guess where
he and Carson were. He had, however,
some time before they would be able
to narrow it down.

Kit Carson was a bit stronger by
dark. Cold food and water from the
canteens, helped both men. Saddling
the dun once more, the Rio Kid
pushed on.

The inexorable enemy never gave
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up. At'dawn the following day, a pair
of big Indians—two of KEgghead
Pete’s followers—almost stepped on
the Rio Kid. One had a revolver in
hand, the other a rifle, Both had long
knives and white men’s scalps at their
belts.

Pryor shot the leader in the chest,
killing him. The second fired a shot
that was buried into the sand between
Carson and the Rio Kid. Then he
turned and dropped, rolling into the
brush and rocks. He escaped the
avenging bullets of the Rio Kid, and
his shrill signals rang across the
wastelands.

“We'd better get goin’, Rio Kid,”
Carson grunted. “Help me up.”

He was not suffering as much, but
was still in pain. He knew the trails
and directed the way, but Egghead
Pete was again aware of their loca-
tion, and the cat-and-mouse game con-
tinued. They were forced many miles
into the wilderness, off their course.

The Rio Kid was determined not to
lose Kit Carson. Too much depended
on the great scout—the settlement of
the threatened war, and the pride of
the Rio Kid. . ..

AS DAYS and nights passed in
this running fight in the wilder-
ness; the 'same days and nights had
done much to put another man—
Arthur Barron—on the road to recov-
ery.

~ Back in the Perez hacienda in Val-
cito, on a bright morning, young Art
Barron stretched his powerful limbs
in youthful pleasure. He felt stronger
and almost well, after the ordeal
through which he had gone. His
wounds had healed rapidly and the
shock from the brain concussion had
worn off. -

It was a week since he had been
attacked in his night camp and his
horses run off.

From his chair in the sunshine of
the patio he could see the busy work-
ers of the great hacienda. Don Fran-
cisco had piled big stores of ammuni-

tion and other necessary articles,
sent over from Hannigan's, in one
corner,

But there was one special person
for whom Barron kept watching, She
had helped to nurse him through his
trouble, and he found himself think-
ing more and more of Senorita Do-
lores, the young daughter of the
house. She had smiled on him, and
although they had never been alone
together, for her mother or a duenna
had always been at hand, Barron had
secret hopes that she didn’t find him
uninteresting.

Manuel Perez who was about the
same size as Barron, had loaned the
young Southerner some clothing—
velvet trousers that clung to the legs,
a silk shirt, and handsome knee boots.
These fine garments eminently fitted
Barron’s lean figure.

He liked the hacienda and the pleas-
ant life here. These people were so-
ciable, kind, and full of graces. An
added tie was that good horseflesh
meant as much to the Perez men as
it did to Barron. -

‘Finally Dolores appeared with her
mother. With them was a woman
servant who carried a laden tray, con-
taining Barron’s dinner. The ladies
remained with him while he ate, heart-
ily. The food was well-cooked, ex-
cellent. :

Only with their eyes could Barron
and Dolores speak what such young
people might feel toward one another.
Their words were formal but even so
had such meaning. And when Dolores
left Barron, somehow the morning
was no longer so bright,

That evening, Bigfoot Wallace, the
giant in buckskin who was the Rio
Kid’s friend, sauntered in and squatted
beside Barron, who was in his room,
with a lamp burning on his table.

“I just can’t set on a chair or a
bed,” lamented Bigfoot. “I got into
my habits young, Barron, and it ain’t
easy to change.”

Barron smiled. He liked the huge
frontiersman. Celestino Mireles, the
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tall young Mexican who always be-
fore had been the Rio Kid’s trail mate
appeared at the open patio door and
slouched there, a cigarette trailing
smoke from his lean brown fingers.
He was restless, and his deep-sunken,
dark eyes glowed in his sharp face.

“It’s four days since Kit and the
Rio Kid left for Wolfkiller’s camp,”
complained Wallace. “I'm sick of
hangin’ round here, Barron, with
nothin’ to do but eat and say, ‘Si-si.’
Besides; it’s too full of women, and
they upset me.’

“You’re not.thinking of trying to
follow Carson and Pryor, are you?”

- asked Barron.

“Nope. It might make real trouble
for ’em even if they ain’t already in
it. By this time their ha’r may be
danglin’ from some redskin’s belt.”

IGFOOT shrugged,
around to wink at Mireles,
did not like that sort of talk.

“T reckon on allowin’ ’em at least a
week,” continued Bigfoot, “’fore I go
on the warpath. Howsomever, there’s
no reason why I should hang up here.
I want yuh to tell me just where yuh
lost yore hosses that night. The Rio
Kid said he was interested in that, and
it’ll be somthin’ to occupy my time.
Mireles feels the same way. He don’t
want to go far, ’cause Pryor may show
up any time, but we got to have some-
thin’ to do.”

“I could show you the spot, if 1
could ride,” Barron replied. “Not
knowin’ the country, though, makes it
hard to tell you, without backtrack-
ing.”

“How soon yuh figger yuh can fork
@ hoss?”

“‘Maybe tomorrow. I feel fine. T'll
try it in the mornin’.”

Next day he found he was able to
sit the’ saddle of the black horse
Manuel willingly had saddled for
him. The motion hardly jolted his
kealing wounds, and he was delighted
to be out in the open again.

With Bigfoot Wallace and Celes-

glancing
who

tino Mireles, Barron started on the
trail, seeking the spot where he had
been ambushed.

Before noon, after three hours’ rid-
ing, they came to the spot in the
mountain - trail where Barron had
camped. It gave him a psychological
shock to see it, for it brought back
the anguish and the startling sensa-
tions of the attack.

“Sign’s mighty cold,” grumbled
Wallace as; on hands and knees, he
began casting about, sniffing like a
big dog. “These are yore boot tracks,
Barron—and say, here’s another heel
mark. Yuh figger Injuns done it!
Mebbe so. One might've kilt a white
man and stole his boots.”

CHAPTER XII
Stolen Horses

IGFOOT would not
allow Barron and
Mireles to approach
too closely as he
examined the spot.
For about an hour
P he swore and talked
to himself, touching
the tracks, getting
his eyes close to
them. He was eking
out every clue, and
familiarizing himself with individual
marks left behind by horses and men.

“C’mon,” he said at last.

He mounted and led the way, back
down the slope, toward Bubbling
Springs, the valley settlement where
Jed Hannigan had his store. His eyes
were always on the trail. Now and
then he would shake his head and
curse,

When they had ridden nearly down
toc the level, he stopped altogether
and left his horse. There he cast up
and down both sides of the road like
a hound that has lost a scent.

“Huh!” he cried, after twenty min-
utes of this. “They hid it good but
they can’t fool Bigfoot Wallace. Let’s
go, boys.”
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' He shoved his horse into the brush,
and rode a zigzag course, until even

Barron could, in a soft spot, see the

marks of many hoofs crossing. Down
a wooded slope they went, and eover
the creek. In the clay showed the
hoof marks;

Three miles further on, with the
smoke of the town showing in the
distance to their right, Bigfoot drew
up in a patch of spruce on a low hill.

“Lookit the ranch down there,” he
remarked.

On the flat, set by a bend in the
creek, lay.a ranch. There was a rough
house made of pine logs, with a dirt
and brush roof, several sheds and a
‘barn of native timber. Corrals, with
cattle and herses in them, could be
seen at the rear. Some barbed wire
fence was strung here and there.

“Let’s lie doggo for a while,” or-

dered Bigfoot, “and see what happens.

‘Course yore hosses may not be there,
Barron, but the tracks p’int to it.”

For a time they watched the ranch
from their place of concealment.
They saw only one man, a bowlegged
fellow in cowboy garb, who came out
of the big barn and went into the low=
roofed house.

“They’re out, workin’ the range,”
concluded Bigfoot. “C’mon, boys,
we’ll take a look-see down there. That
irail leads in to the corrals, far as I
can make out.”

“Hadn’t we better get help—a sher-
iff or someone?” suggested Barron.

“I’'m help’ enough in. myself, ain’t
1?” replied Bigfoot, in a huff.

Barron said no more but followed
Wallace and Mireles at a smart clip
right up to the front porch. There

" was a circle with an S enclosed in it
nailed over the door.

“Hey, in there!” sang out Bigfoot.
~ The bowlegged wrangler came
dashing out the door and brought up
short, staring at them, his chin drop-
ping. He had tow hair and seamed,
theumy blue eyes, washed-out from
the sunlight. He needed  a shave
badly. There were guns in his hol-

sters, but he made no attempt to go
for them when he saw the visitors.

“Wh-wh-what th-the—" he sput-
tered.

“Oh, yuh’re durn s’prised to see
us?” said Wallace, pleased. “Where’s
the boss?”

“H-he ain’t h-home!” said the wran-
gler sullenly. “I—yi—I'm a-alone.”

“That’s a s-s-s-shame. Well, we’re
here to keep yuh company. Let’s all
go over to the barn and look at the
hosses. Ours get lonesome, too, and if
yuh got any they’d love to meet ‘em.”

BIGFOOT had drawn his heavy
pistol and was fondling it, and
Bowlegs obediently hurried across the
side yard to the stable.

They dismounted, dropped their
reins, and stepped through the wide
doors. Stalls were at both sides, and
at what Art Barron saw in them he
gave a cry of joy. ’

“They’re here! Those are my
horses, boys!”

The dozen fine animals he had
brought from Kentucky were in the
stalls. One of them that had been
something of a pet whinnied a greet-
ing to the young man.

Bigfoot was triumphant. “We’'ll
run ‘em out and over to Valcito ‘fore
the thieves get back. I—" -

“Look out!” Mireles cried.

He whipped out his pistol and fired
a hasty shot from the open doorway,
leaping back. Bigfoot Wallace jumped
to the opening, cursed furiously as a
slug bit a chunk of hide from his
bearded cheek. Bowlegs gave a shrill
yip and dived into a stall, while Bar-
ron, following Wallace up front, drew
his gun and more cautiously peeked
out.

A number of men, a dozen at least,
had come stealthily from the ranch-
house, armed with rifles and Colts,
and were edging into a circle about
the barn. As Celestino gave the alarm,
they had pulled their triggers and
the bullets had driven through the
boards.
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One of them, Barron saw, was the
big man who had fought him in the
nearby settlement the day the Rio
Kid had interceded for him.

Bigfoot Wallace, kneeling by the
opening up front, took careful aim
and shot again. He gave a curse of
satisfaction as someone outside began
yelling with pain. He had made a hit.
Mireles, cool in a fight, let go with his
gun. The men outside ducked for
cover, and the three saddled horses, a
short distance from the barn door,
stampeded with panic as bullets
hummed about their ears.

“Where’s that bowlegged rat!”
snarled Bigfoot, between shots.
“Imagine me bein’ fool enough to be-
lieve him when he said there was no-
body home!”

Bowlegs had disappeared. There
was a small window in the stall into
which he had run and no doubt he had
slipped through it.

A gun roared in the rear, and the
slug narrowly missed killing Barron,
squatted near Wallace.

“Take the back flank, there, Mex,”
Bigfoot ordered. “I’ll cover the front.
Barron, yuh better rove from one side
to the other, savvy? Hug up close to
one wall and yuh can sorta watch
both.”

Wallace’s overconfidence had placed
them in a ticklish position. The giant
frontiersman was not the sort of man
to hesitate over putting his neck into
a dangerous situation. He was ut-
terly without fear and had come
through the most amazing adventures
without getting fatally punctured.

He had been one of the hundred
and seventy Americans in the ill-
fated Mier expedition into Mexico,
all of whom had been captured when
their ammunition had run out. Black
beans had been mixed with white
beans to the same number as there
were men in the party and every teath
soldier who had drawn a black one had
been executed. But Bigfoot had es-
caped.

Indian arrows, bullets galore, had

failed to check his career. Naturally
he had figured that the house would
be empty in mid-afternoon. Instead,
it was full of angry, armed devils,
The barn walls did not stop the
lead flung at them. They only made it
difficult for the attackers to see the
three inside. Where there were posts,
thick enough to hold the driving
slugs, were the sole spots where it was
safe for the defenders to pause.
Barron crouched in a stall under a
half-window, and peeked through a
crack in the board sides. He glimpsed
the big Stensen, evidently the chief of
the gunnies about the ranch, and tried
for him, but Stensen ducked behind
the wagon he was using for cover.
“We’ll wait till dark, boys,” Bigfoot .
Wallace announced grimly. “Then we
will grab us hosses and ride for it.”

*® * % * #

ED HANNIGAN was hastily pre-

paring the weekly issue of his lit-
tle Frontier newspaper, the Gazette.
It had four small pages, and he was
writing scare headlines. '

NAVAJOS RAGE ON THE WARPATH
WOLFKILLER’S RED DEVILS
SLAY WHITE WOMAN AT
THREE SPRINGS

He was playing up the war. He
chuckled as he read another front-page
item he had made up.

KIT CARSON MISSING
BELIEVED DEAD

Christopher Carson, Indian agent at
Taos, is thought to have been slain by the
Navajos whom he tried to help. Foolishly
venturing into the heart of the hostile
country, Carson made an effort to talk rea-
son to a pack of savage beasts who repaid
him by ambushing him on his way out. His
horse was found by a sheepherder who re-
ported it had been shot and had fallen over
a cliff,

Carson was accompanied by the Rio Kid,
a Texas gunman known in the Lone Star
State as a quick-draw artist. The Rio Kid
shot up our town one day but Fate has
caught up with him. Perhaps even Woli-
killer didn’t want to deal with such a man
whose hands are stained with the blood of
many victims,
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The loss of Kit Carson will be felt by
all who knew the old scout.

Hannigan let himself go on the Rie
Kid, who had. caused him so much
trouble. He was sure, from what Egg-
head’s messenger had reported, that
both Carson and Pryor would be run
down and slain in the wilds:

‘All was working out perfectly, ac-
cording to his plans. After seeing
Egghead Pete at Skeleton Peak, Han-
nigan had ridden home.

Egghead Pete’s Indian aide had
come to him, telling that Carson and
the Rio Kid had reached Wolfkiller
by roundabout trails and had molli-
fied the Navajos. In four suns Wolf-
killer and a dozen of his chiefs were
to be at Skeleton Peak to meet the
whites from Valcito, under a truce to
settle the war issue,

He also reported that Kit Carson
was serious hurt, and that Egghead
was driving th: Rio Kid and the agent
into the wilderness to kill them. They
would not escape.

Hannigan had at once called in Ole
Stensen. With his white cowboys,
Stensen had ridden full-speed for
Skeleton Peak and set his ambush
there. The night before, Stensen had
returned to say that they had opened
fire on Wolfkiller and his Navajos,
wounding the chief .and several
, others. The Navajos had fled back
into the mountains.

And now, late in the afternoon, he
glanced up to see Bowlegs, one of
Stensen’s followers from the Circle S,
throw himself from his horse and
hurry inside the Gazette office.

“What’s up, Bowlegs?” inquired
Hannigan, taking the stogie from his
wet lips,

“0-ole s-s-s-said to t-tell yuh h-he
h-has Bar-ron and the-e M-m-ex and
the b-big feller trapped in th-e-e
b-b-barn !”

Hannigan jumped up. “Only the
three of ’em? Yuh shore?”

Bowlegs nodded.

“I’ll go out myself,” said Eannigan,
snatching up his gun-belt and ceat

and hat. “I want to make certain they
don’t escape this time.”

CHAPTER XIII
Distinguished Visitors

[OGGING aleng
slowly, two scare-
crow figures rode
up the large public
square of the old
town of Taos.

One was the Rio
Kid, but it was
, difficult to recog-
Q2 =~ nize the usually

debonair, well-
groomed rider in
the clay-covered man in ripped cloth-
ing who topped the weary dun horse.
Dried blood, from leng thorn tears,
showed on his face and arms, and a
layer of dust had caked on his bearded
cheeks.

He rode doggedly, teeth gritted.
Kit Carson, hanging to his compan-
ion’s waist, was only p-rtly conscious.
Saber, havmg carried double for many
miles, in the roundabout run they had
made to Taos, was utterly worn. Burrs
matted his dark mane and tail, and on
his hide were a couple of long creases
that had come from bullet burns.

Kit Carson looked like a ghost. He
had lost many pounds during the or-
deal, as had the Rio Kid. The way
to Valcito had been blocked to them
by Egghead Pete and his renegades.
and they had dodged like foxes before
getting around and heading for Car-
son’s home.

The straggling old settlement, with
its houses of sun-baked acdobes re-
minding the Rio Kid of so many
brick-kilns, had narrow, crooked
streets. In the center was a great.
plaza, as in all Spanish towns of the
Southwest. Sheep, pigs and mongrel
dogs rooted or basked in the sunlit
dirt, while children ran shrieking and
playmg among them.

Kit Carson woke up long enough to
mumble:
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“That’s my place over there.”

The Rio Kid was suffering in-
tensely. He was starved, and his eyes
were burning, red, from lack of sleep.
Dark shadows lined them, and his
cheeks were gaunt. Still, he and Kit
Carson had made it, and the ordeal
was over. After days of running fight,
he had eluded Egghead Pete’s rene-
gades and had reached Taos, with Kit
Carson still alive.

Carson’s home, though of but one
story, wds the largest and roomiest
in Taos. It faced the plaza on the
west side, spreading over a great ex-
tent of ground.

Everybody who went to Taos called
on Father Kit, for he was affection-
ately called that by white men as well
as Indians. And whenever the authori-
ties had a delicate job to be done
among the reds, they were sure to call
on Kit Carson.

As the Rio Kid swung the worn
dun to the wide gates of the hacienda,
a brood of dark-haired children came
galloping out, wild as young mus-
tangs. There were half a dozen of
them, Carson’s offspring by his sec-
ond wife, a Mexican woman of good
family.

“Pop—Pop!” they began to shriek
in Spanish. “Hey, Ma, Pop’s come
home. He’s all dirty!”

Carson’s wife hurried forth, crying
out in' excitement. She helped the
Rio Kid lift Kit down and support
him as he staggered to his bedroom.

Pryor walked unsteadily back, the
world dancing before his eyes. He let
Saber have a little water, rubbed him
down, then turned him into a corral to
rest and graze. There was a barn at
hand and the Rio Kid went inside,
seized a horse blanket from a peg,
and threw himself down in the
hay. . ..

T WAS night when the Rio Kid

awoke. He was sore and his mus-
cles were stiffened, but he felt re-
freshed, and hungry as a wolf.

The odor of cooking reached his
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widened nostrils. He went out and
gave Saber more water, then repaired
to the kitchen, where Mrs. Carson was
busy,

“How is Kit?” he inquired anxi-
ously.

“He’ll be all right,” she replied.
“His chest is hurt, though. He’s got
to rest. But he can eat and drink.”

“Bueno.” A border man who spoke
Spanish as easily as he did English,
the Rio Kid always used that lan-
guage with Spanish-speaking people.

Mrs. Carson set food before him—
fried beef and potatoes, hot coffee,
baked bread and molasses. The Rio
Kid waded in, thinking he would
never fill up.

The hot meal gave him new power.
He had a smoke and, feeling much
better, strolled in to see Kit. :

Carson was sitting propped up in
his bed. A man was in the room with
him, a tall, lean fellow of nearly Car-
son’s age. He had a sharp, intelligent
face, and quick dark eyes which sized
up Bob Pryor on the instant. There
was an _air of command about him,
which the Rio Kid was quick to note,
even as his eyes took in the man’s
curly dark hair, touched by gray, his
beard that matched his locks, and his
well-tailored Eastern clothing. ;

“This is the man I told you of,
John,” Kit Carson said. “Rio Kid,
shake hands with John Frémont, my
oldest friend.”

“Howdy, suh.” The Rio Kid smiled,
sticking out his hand, which the other
man seized.

Pryor had heard a great deal about -
Frémont, the famous explorer. He
knew that the United States had John
Charles Frémont chiefly to thank for
the acquisition of California. His
scientific surveys of the West and
Southwest had made him a national
hero.

But the Rio Kid knew more about
him. He knew that however great
Frémont had been as an explorer,
with Kit Carson his guide, that he had
not been so successful in political and
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military fields, The Rio Kid knew all
about the man’s defeat when he had
run against James Buchanan in ’56
for President of the United States,
and how when he had been a major-
general in the Civil War he had beea
court-martialed for acting too inde-
pendently. His fortunes at the mo-
ment, the Rio Kid soon gathered, were
at a rather low ebb, and he had
stopped to visit his old comrade, Kit
Carson, on his way through to Ari-
zona on a mining expedition.

“'Fore we talk,” the Rio Kid said
to Carson, “I wanted to ask if yuh’d
sent word to Perez? I was so dogged
tired when we got in I couldn’t think
of anything.” v

Kit Carson nodded. “Yes. I sent
two messengers over to him, to tell
him about Wolfkiller. But we’ve had
a bad bit of luck, Rio Kid. We were
too late, gettin’ home.”

“What yuh mean?”

Carson’s face was sad. A few hours’
nap and hot food had done wonders
for him. His breathing was better,
and while his chest still hurt him, the
danger of immediate death had
passed. But an even greater worry
now seemed to obsess him.

“Of course Perez never knew Woli-
killer was to be at Skeleton Peak to
talk peace,” he said sadly. “Word
came through yesterday that when
the Navajo chiefs arrived at the Peak
they were fired on from ambush by
white men. Wolfkiller was wounded.
They took to the chaparral—and that
means real war now.”

HE Rio Kid cursed.

“They beat us, then, just hold-
in’ us out that way! It’s plain, Kit,
there’s some folks who’re mighty hot
on keepin’ this war goin’, ain’t it?”

“I’d agree with that.,” Carson
nodded.

“I’d like to know why. That Egg-
haided renegade must be workin’ with
’em, and there are whites in it—the
ones who fired on Wolfkiller and his
Navajos. Egghaid got word to ‘em

~

one way or another, while he was
keepin’ us busy!”

“Yuh're right. It’s mighty sad and
it’s serious. I have a wire here from
General Sherman. It came to Santa
Fé and was brought over by a Ute
despatch rider. Sherman’s in charge
of the Southwest and he’s heard of
the Navajo uprisin’. He’s-on his way
here. I guess he’ll light any time,
and he wants me to scout for him.”

The Rio Kid knew what that meant,
and he understood Kit Carsons’ un-
happiness. There would be little vic-
tories for the Indians, a few battles
won. Their war trail would be marked
by dead whites, and burned homes and
ranches. But in the end the Indians
would be the worst victims, for then
Sherman and his trained troops would

“come and smash them.

“It’s got to be cleared up,” declared
Pryor. ;

Frémont listened to the talk. “You
ought to get word to this Perez and
if possible to Wolfkiller, of what you
suspect,” he advised. “Have you any
tame Indians you can send out, Kit?”

“Yes,” answered Carson. “But
whether the Navajos will believe any-
thing, after what happened at Skele-
ton Peak, I don’t know. However,
perhaps Perez’ll hold back if I ask
him.”

“I’'ll ride over to Valcito, first thing
in the mornin’,” offered she Rio Kid,
“and see what I can do, Kit.”

“Bueno. I'll be there as soon as I'm
able to ride.” He turned to Frémont.
“Mebbe you’d like to come along, Gen-
eral?”

Frémont nodded. “Be glad to, Kit.
I've never been through that-part of
the country.”

In spite of his recent long sleep, the
Rio Kid again turned in shortly after.
He slept until the first tinge of gray
in the east. Then, a new man, he sad-
dled up his dun after breakfast and
headed for Valcito. :

He arrived before noon. Armed
men were thick in the town, and he
trotted up to the Perez hacienda to
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find Don Francisco making ready to
ride out at the head of his friends, to
clash with the Indians.

“Amigo mio!” Don Francisco ex-
claimed, :eizing the Rio Kid’s hand.
“I never expected to see you alive
again! Word came that Senor Carson
and you had been slain by the red-
skins! Then, last night the message

from Carson, which I don’t compre- ,

hend, I can’t hold my men longer.
Manuel started yesterday morning
with fifty scouts to locate the Nava-
jos, and I must follow.”

“Kit hoped yuh’d hold off a little
while longer,” the Rio Kid said
soberly, “There’s somethin’ fishy in
the whole business, Don Francisco.”

He told the leader of their journey
to the Navajo stronghold, of the in-
terview with Wolfkiller, and how the
Indians claimed the whites had begun
the war, Then he described the run-
ning fight with Egghead.

“Was it yore men who fired on
Wolfkiller when he came to Skeleton
Peak?” he asked in conclusion,

Don Perez shook his head, “No, But
it is all a mystery. Perhaps the In-
dians are lying. They are great ones
at making up such stories. A band of
them fired into the town again yester-
day, and wounded one of my men.
There is nothing to do but fight.”

“General Sherman’s comin’ in.”

Percz shrugged. “So much the bet-
ter, When the troops come, they will
be able to keep the Indians on a reser-

vation, I can wait no longer to strike.”

HE Rio Kid, turning, strode into

the hacienda. He wondered where
Celestino was, for as a rule, Mireles
would have been eagerly watching for
him,

He did not see Bigfoot Wallace,
either. And when he glanced in at
Barron’s room, he found it empty.

Just then a soft voice said:

“Senor Pryor! I am so happy to see
you!”

Swinging, he found Dolores Perez
at his side, She had slipped away

from her mother for a moment, and
had hurried to speak to him, She was
more beautiful and appealing than be-
fore, it seemed to the Rio Kid who
already thought she was one of the
finest girls he had ever met. Her dark
eyes, as a rule filled with the joy of
life and happiness, were now sad. She
looked as though she had been crying,

“What’s wrong?” he asked, staring
down into her upturned face.

“They haven’t come back,” Dolores
replied. “I am afraid.”

“Who’s that?”

“Senor Barron. And Celestino, and
the man they call Beegfoot.”

The Rio Kid started. This was the
first he had heard of any expedition
undertaken by his three friends. He
had believed them to be somewhere
near, perhaps out for a short ride.

“How long they been gone?” he
asked quickly, when Dolores had ex-
plained how the trio had ridden off,
to attempt to trail Barron's stolen
horses.

“Since yesterday morning,” she told
him,

“Huh. They might've hit a long
trail and camped overnight.”

“Maybe, But—I am afraid. Will
you go?”

“After ’em? Yes, I reckon I will,”

In a short time the Rio Kid was on
his way. He knew the tracks of the
horses ridden by Bigfoot Wallace and

 Mireles. He did not know the tracks

of the mount Arthur Barron had bor-
rowed from the Perez stable because
Greyboy was not yet in condition to
be ridden far. Greyboy was out in
pasture recovering from his injuries.
But knowing the tracks of the other
two mounts would be sufficient,
Bigfoot Wallace and the two with
him had made no attempt to conceal
their tracks, the Rio Kid discovered,
and their trail was as easy for him to
follow as though they had deliber-
ately left a blazed way. He paused at
the mountain niche where Barron had
made his camp, and briefly examined
the sign, realizing that here they had
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picked up the clues needed to stay on
the course of the stolen horse band.

The sun was hot in an azure sky. A
wind kicked up the red dust as he
moved swiftly after his friends. In
the distance colored peaks thrust
their heads high. Reaching the point
where Bigfoot and the others had cut
off the road, the Rio Kid plunged into
the brush and again had easy trailing.

So far there had been nothing
alarming. They might, of course,
have come up with the horse thieves
and got themselves into hot water. On
the other hand the run might have
proved too long to make in twenty-
four hours,

CHAPTER X1V
The Fight at the Circle S

ID-DAY had passed,
when the Rio Kid
sat his dun, on the
hillside, 1ooking
down at Stensen’s
Circle S. Here his
three partners had
paused, just as he
was doing. The
place, which he did
not as yet know
was Stensen’s,

Hannigan’s big friend with whom he

had had the brush when defending

Arthur Barron, looked peaceful in the

shadowed light. It seemed to be

deserted.

“T reckon they’ll savvy if my pards
went by,” he decided. “They’d stop
for a drink and directions, if nothin’
else.”

He could see no men about the
house or the barn as he started the
mouse-colored dun down the slope to-
ward the ranch.

He had made but a hundred yards
in the clear, headed downhill, when a
bullet from the barn shrieked over his
head, Then another struck wide, into
the dirt.

Whirling the dun, the Rio Kid gal-
loped along the hill and took cover,

dismounting and staring down at the
ranch.

“Pore shootin’,” he thought. “Now
what—"

Naturally he watched the barn,
from which the shots had been di-
rected at him. Suddenly he saw an
object sail from a mow door, the open-
ing into which hay was pitched on the
second floor of the barn. It was a big
sombrero, and as the person who had
tossed it exposed himself an instant,
three guns barked from vanous points
about the barn.

“I savvy!” he growled.
treed!”

The Rio Kid’s quick brain began

“They’re

- functioning as he figured, with a

trained military leader’s skill, what to
do.

“They been in there all night,” he
thought, remembering the swift trail
he had followed. *“’Cause they would
have got here ’fore sundown. Bigfoot
would shore try to rush for it in the
dark, but they must’ve been drove
back in. On the other hand, those
hombres who’re holding ’em haven’t
enough force to overwhelm three such
fighters. Wonder if I got time to
fetch some help?”

But he shook his head. What would
the enemy do in such circumstances?
Why, when held off, they would get
more help themselves, and as soon as
possible. That meant he must work
fast.

“Can’t be more’n a dozen or so hold-
in’ ’em in,” he decided. “They’re wait-
in’ for their pards to show up, I'll bet
my hide on it.”

He unshipped his carbine and made
it ready, checked his Colts, his eyes
taking in the terrain.

At the shooting several men had
emerged from the front door of the
ranchhouse, although they kept the
building between themselves and the
dangerous barn. Even at the distance
the Rio Kid could make out the large

_size of one. He looked familiar.

From his saddle-bag, the Rio Kid
extracted the small mirror he always
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carried. He made good use of it, too,
trained as he was to neatness and to
keeping himself well-groomed. Now
it served another purpose. Catching
it against the sun, he began to flash
his orders to his friends in the barn.
They would be watching through their
peep-holes, since they knew he was
there. Mireles had no doubt tossed
out his hat, to signal his comrade, and
he had himself taught Celestino the
code.

“Be ready!” he signaled.

A bullet from the men in front of
the ranchhouse hunted for him in the
brush. He threw his carbine to his
shoulder, took careful aim, allowing
for windage and distance. As the
weapon barked, one of the fellows
close to the big leader jumped and
clapped his hand to his side. It was
excellent shooting, and it threw a jolt
into them, so that they hurriedly ran
inside the house.

He heard a distant cheer from the
barn,

HE HATED to run Saber straight
onto guns, in daylight, to save
the mount he had already made his
plan of attack. A small creek ran
through the valley in which the ranch
stood. Scrub cottonwoods grew on its
banks, and off to the right, as it en-
tered the flats, the brush was thick.

He dropped back, and moved under
cover to a point where he could reach
the stream.' Leaving Saber, he carried
his rifle and pistols and ammunition
belts, but discarded his spurred boots
in favor of moccasins for easier run-
ning.

Hidden by the bank of the creek,
the Rio Kid moved in on the Circle S.

The men there holding the Rio
Kid’s friends prisoners in the barn
were rattled, nervous about him and
where he was. Men were watching
from the house windows and from the
points where they lay covering the
barn. He paused, to peek cautiously
through the brush. Now he could see
two dead horses lying a few yards

from the barn, and guessed they had
died when his friends had tried to
rush out.

He also saw a man with a rifle lying
flat behind a small corn crib. He was
holding that position to prevent the
trio’s escape.

At this angle, the big barn hid the
Rio Kid from the house, where the
chief force was concentrated, ready to
rush into action if the captives tried
to get away. On foot they would be
run down, before they could make any
distance.

He threw his carbine to his shoul-
der, took careful aim, and pulled trig-
ger. He shot, not to kill, but to wound.
The man stretched on the earth be-
hind the crib was hit in the thigh, and
flopped over, screaming bloody mur-
der.

Leaving his carbine, the Rio Kid
ducked down, and ran in the shallows
of the cool water. Past the barn and
the back of the ranchhouse, he
reached a point where he could see the
front door.  Colt in hand, he scram-
bled up the bank. Then, putting his
head down, he flew over the ground
toward the steps.

The screams of the wounded man
rang in the evening air. It was the
Rio Kid’s hope it might distract the
men temporarily, for he had two hun-
dred yards to cover to make the front
porch. He ran like an Indian. He was
within fifty yards of the house when a
guard opened fire from a side window,
up near the veranda. The Rio Kid felt
the burn of the bullet on his left arm,
and shot at the opening as he dashed
in,

As he had figured, his shot from the
rear, and the yelps of their compan-
ion had drawn most of the men to the
rear of the house, which gave him
precious moments in which to reach
the front porch. Colt blasting that
window, the Rio Kid dived past the
turn and leaped to the door.

Two men were waiting for him, and
he glimpsed one throwing up his gun

just inside the opening. He fired, and
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the bullet missed the moving Rio Kid,
while his own answering shot doubled
the gunman up. Keeping low down,
with his teeth gleaming as he fought,
the Rio Kid jumped into the room.
Pistols roared, echoing in the confined
space, and then the second gunny
crashed.

He knocked over the heavy-topped
oak table, crouching behind it. He was
just in time, for five more men came
pushing up from the kitchen, warned
by the shots and the howls of the two
left at the windows up front. His bold
play, almost insane in its recklessness,
had been something they had not
guessed he would dare try. It forced
them to come to him, and he had cover
from which to fight.

OOL as a cucumber, the Rio Kid

saw the huge Ole Stensen lumber
through the connecting door, swear-
ing in a great bellow of fury. Stensen
had a gun in one paw. His evil eyes
touched on his writhing, wounded fol-
lowers, and then he saw the brassy-
nerved Rio Kid close on him.

“Throw down, Stensen,” ordered
Pryor. “Yuh’re my prisoner!”

“The Rio Kid!” shouted Stensen,
chin dropping. He stared stupidly for
an instant, flabbergasted at sight of
hig foe inside the house.

“Get him!” shrieked a black-bearded
fellow behind Ole. ‘“He’s alone—get
him!”

Stensen’s Colt muzzle swung on the
Rio Kid. But Pryor beat him to the

shot, and Stensen’s pistol went off be-
fore it was fully up, the slug burrow-
ing into the floor. The big fellow took
the Rio Kid’s lead in the forehead,
and his head snapped back. A moment
later he folded up in a heap, blocking
the door.

Roars of rage sounded from the
threats of his men.

“C’'mon—get in there —kill him!”
shouted Black-beard.

They charged, and the Rio Kid,
down behind the table, heard the rap-
ping of bullets in the wood. He fired
from one side, then from the.other.
Two men took his lead, stopped, and
then they turned tail and ran back
through the connecting door.

“Boys—every man up front and get
him!” he heard the lieutenant shout,
taking command now that Ole Sten-
sen was dead.

Heavy feet shook the house. Every
man was concentrating on the Rio Kid
now. Pryor whistled, shrill blasts that
were ear-piercing.

As they began shooting at him
again, however, he heard a Rebel yell,
and explosions from outside. Bigfoot
Wallace and Arthur Barron came
charging from the barn and made for
the kitchen door. They began shoot-
ing into the bunch at the center of the
house, and these men split up like a
flock of alarmed birds. Several
reached the side windows, jumped
out, and ran for their saddled horses.

Sounding his war-cry, the Rio Kid -
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leaped to his feet and hurried them on
their way. They went galloping off
across the creek, led by the black-
bearded man. Nine survivors there
were, and five dead men had been left
behind.

Bigfoot Wallace, grinning, rushed
- up to shake the Rio Kid’s hand.

“I knowed we’d get outa that hole!”
he crowed. :

Barron's face was pale, drained of
blood. He had a fresh bullet wound
in his upper right arm, and he had not
entirely recovered from the injuries
he previously had received. Bigfoot
had several minor hurts, and was cov-
ered with blood, powder smudge and
chaff, but he was in high spirits.

“Where’s Mireles?” demanded the
Rio Kid, wiping the blood from his
face, He had three tears in his hide
from the terrific scrap.

“He’s got one in the leg,” replied
Bigfoot, turning and heading for the
kitchen. “Boy, I'm starved. I been
eatin’ dried corn and hay for the last
twenty-four hours, Rio Kid.”

“We tried to get out after dark last
night,” Barron explained. “They shot
down two of the horses, though, and
Celestino couldn’t run. We had to go
back in the barn. It was mighty hot
while it lasted.”

They trailed Wallace into the
kitchen, on the way to the barn. Big-
foot was wolfing everything in sight,
washing it down with big swigs from
the whiskey bottle he had found on
the table.

£1)

E Rio Kid’s glance took in the
kitchen. There were pegs on the
wall, and he saw some eagle feather
head-dresses, some Indian headbands
and clothing. On a shelf stood a big
can filled with dark berry juice,
“Huh!” he growled. “Reckon there
are yore Indians, Barron. Whites
fixed up like redskins raided yuh that
night.”
“You're right,” agreed Barron.
“We better get outa here,” the Rio
Kid said.

KID WESTERN

“Aw, what’s the hurry,”
foot. “I'm still hungry.”

“There’ll be more comin’ to start
battlin’ again. So hustle.”

Pryor passed through the back door.
Mireles, leaning against the door post,
sang out gayly to him.

“Generall I knew you'd come eef
posseeble! But I feared too, you
might be dead.”

Pryor hurried to his Mexican com-
rade. Celestino had been hit in the
right leg the night before and it
would not hold his weight. But he
could ride a horse, painful though it
might be.

Shrill whistles, bars of the song the
dun loved, “Said the Big Black
Charger to the Little White Mare!”
brought Saber galloping up. The Rio

said Big-

Kid, forcing Wallace to desert the
ﬂcshpots, got his friends mounted.

“Let’s take what’s left of Barron’s
hosses, at least,” said Bigfoot.

They drove the animals out, but be-
fore they could get started, the Rio
Kid, watching the sky toward Hanni-
gan’s town, saw dust in the air, It was
too far away to be from the hoofs of
the fleeing cowboys of the Circle S.

“Never mind them broncs now,” he
growled “Head for Valcito, boys, and
pronto.”

He started them off, up the hlll
Riding to pick up his carbine, he
could see the dust cloud rapidly ap-
proaching the Circle S. No doubt the
men he had gunned out of the place
would meet the reinforcements and
tell them what had occurred. Which
was all the more reason for haste.

Lagging behind his friends, the Rio
Kid, in the last of the daylight, saw a
large band of riders break up from the
creek ford and gallop for the ranch,
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CHAPTER XV
The Rio Kid’s Play

IGHT fell, and the
stars twinkled out.
The Rio Kid rode
on slowly, through
the black woods.
Now and then the
slice of moon pene-
trated its silver
light to the trail.
He kept looking
back, listening.
Reaching the road

across the mountain to Valcito, he

went forward at a walk, waiting.

Mireles and Barron could not ride
overfast, injured as they were, and he
figured that there might be pursuit by
the enraged cowmen.

He was right. But it came even
sooner than expected. He heard the
beat of a couple of hundred hoofs, on
the road behind him. They had taken
a shortcut and were riding fast, evi-
dently aware of the direction in which
the quartet would head.

Up at a gap where the road turned,
the Rio Kid stopped, and from the
shadows watched the long, moonlit
slope behind. Masses of riders ap-
peared, spurring their horses on the
blood-trail.

The Rio Kid waited until they were
within two hundred yards, then
opened fire with his carbine. Two
riders in the van crashed, and hoarse
commands were bellowed, the force
splitting and riding off into cover at
the sides of the road.

Having given them pause, he rode
swiftly on, but waited for them at an-
other bend. It was twenty minutes be-
fore a single rider gingerly rounded
the curve, and ducked as the Rio Kid’s
lead shrieked past his ear.

They took to the rocks, trying to
circle him, but he moved on.

After two hours of this, he found a
wide trail off the main road, and with
stinging bullets caused them to fol-
low. They were blood-angry and be-

lieved he was the rear guard of the
quartet. He doubled back, and came
out on the road, making for the town
of Bubbling Springs. His friends now
had such a long start that they could
not be overtaken before reaching Val-
cito, and so he allowed the dun to have
his head, riding under the stars.

Stopping after a couple of miles, he
rolled a cigarette and had a smoke. Tt
was pleasing after his long and ardu-
ous exertion.

“I’d like to know where them rein-
forcements come from, and that set-
up’s mighty interestin’,” he told Saber,

His keen ears caught the sound of
hoofs. He started to ride on, but soon
saw only a single rider was approach-
ing, so he drew into the brush and
waited.

A man rode by, hunched over his
horse. His face was darkly bearded,
and the Rio Kid thought it was the
same one he had met at Stensen’s—the
lieutenant he had mentally dubbed
Black-beard.

When he was gone, the Rio Kid
took the road again and followed. ...

* * * * *

It was the dark hour before dawn.
Jed Hannigan walked the floor, curs-
ing in his impatience. Egghead’s mes-
senger, a renegade Ute, had left an
hour ago, to return to Pete with Han-
nigan’s further orders.

At last Hannigan heard hoofbeats,
and a man rode up to the back door
and dismounted. It was “Blacky”
Durgan, Ole Stensen’s rxght-hand man
and chief lieutenant,

“It’s about time Ole reported,”
snarled Hannigan, and shut the door
on Blacky.

He lit a candle, shadmg it with a
basket.

“Everybody’s asleep in this tarna-
tion town. Still I ain’t anxious to
show a light this time of night. . . .
Well, did Jake Phillips and his men
arrive? I hope sixty of yuh was able
to take them three fools in the barn!”

Hannigan rubbed his right ear,
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remembering how close that slug
had come to killing him the previ-
ous night, when he had gone out to
the Circle S to help take Bigfoot Wal-
lace and his two pards. The scab had
formed but it still tingled, and he
would carry a scar there.

“Yeah, Phillips come, but not in
time, Chief,” growled Blacky. “Ole,
he’s dead. The Rio Kid kilt him.”

“The Rio Kid!”

THE unhappy tale came out and
left Hannigan cursing in his fury.

“Where's that gang now?” he asked
finally, catching himself.

“Comin’ in, I rode ahead to report
to yuh. We lost ’em in the dark.”

“I’ll take care of the Rio Kid later,
then, blast him! No time to fool with
him now. I was lucky to pick up
Phillips and his bunch. They was just
startin’ over into Arizona on a raidin’

- tour of the ranches there. He’ll fight
with us, but I have to pay on the nose
for every man. You take charge,
Blacky. I’ll tell Phillips and his rus-
tlers to fight as you order. Smear up
as Indians and join Egghead Pete at
the spring half a mile east of Skeleton
Peak, savvy? Report to Egghead and
he’ll have command over all. Manuel
Perez is camped near there. Yuh're to
attack his force and lead it onto the
guns of the Navajos and Apaches.
Wolfkiller and Victorio have nearly
two thousand braves and are ready to
hit. They'll overrun Manuel Perez,
and sweep on to battle with Francisco,
’fore they join.”

“All right, Jed. But if I ever geta
crack at that Rio Kid devil—” Blacky
cursed fluently.

“We'll take care of h1m later. Far
as them hosses go, we'll cover up. Yuh
can always say yuh bought ’em from
Indians and yuh thought the hombres
who came at yuh were rustlers.”

In the distance, hoofbeats shook the
ground., The rustler gang of Jake
Phillips, and the survivors of Sten-
sen’s Circle S were returning after
their fruitless chase of the Rio Kid.

And the Rio Kid himself, with an
ear pressed to the crack of Jed Han-
nigan’s rear door, decided it was time
to fade into the shadows. He picked
up the hidden dun and, leading him
away from the settlement into the
chaparral, mounted and silently stole
off, to hit the road for Valcito.

When finally he arrived at Valcito,
with the dun steaming in the cool of
the small hours, he found that his
three comrades had reached the Perez
hacienda safely.

Lanterns shimmered in the dark, for
armed sentries were out. Don Fran-
cisco had left a force of vaqueros
p'uarding the homes and the loved
ones in them, Passed through the
lines when he identified himself,
Pryor made for the hacienda. He took
care of his horse first, then drank, and
located Bigfoot Wallace who was doz-
ing in the patio.

“Oof!” grunted Bigfoot;, rubbing
his eyes and yawning prodigiously.
“I'm plumb wore out, Rio Kid. We
got here all right but yore Mex pard
has a mighty sore leg. I'm sorry I run
’em into all that fuss at the Circle S.”

“I ain’t,” the Rio Kid said promptly.
“It’s workin’ out fine, Bigfoot, Has
Kit Carson got here yet?”

“Yep. Him and Frémont pulled in
durin’ the afternoon. They say Kit’s
sufferin’ a lot from his hurt chest but
he just would ride over. He fetched
along a dozen Ute braves, pards of his
from Taos. Yuh savvy he’s takin’ spe-
cial care of the Utes over there. And
by criminy, if Gen’ral Sherman, red
beard and all, didn’t stroll in with
Kit! His cavalry escort’s camped on
t'other side of the square.

“Sherman was on an inspection
tour, and heard of the Navajo uprisin’
when he hit Fort Lyon, across the
Colorado line, He give orders imme-
diately for troops to foller, and he lit
out to Kit Carson’s, He come over
here with Kit.”

“I've got to wake Kit and talk with
him,” said the Rio Kid. “I hate to
rouse him, when he’s feelin’ bad, but it
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has to be done. Where will I find him
sleepin’?”

“Over in that wing, third room,”
Bigfoot told him.

HE Rio Kid strolled over. His
secret information was too urgent
to wait and he knew that Carson
would not thank him for failing to

turn: it in at once. Opening a panel

door, he stepped into a long corridor
and counted the doors until he came
to the third. As he stopped, supple,
dark figures leaped up, seizing his
arms, A knife point was pressed
against his back.

“What—what?” a hoarse voice
grunted in his ear, as the startled Rio
Kid felt the prick of steel.

“Hey—what the devil!” he snarled.

His captors were big Indians, in
buckskin and warpaint. They had
been lying along the wall outside Car-
son’s room.

He addressed them in NavaJo, but
they only grunted back.

“Ute—Ute,” said the leader.

“Where’s Father Kit? Amigo—
friend.”

“Friend? Go ’way. Father Kit he
sleep.”

Carson’s voice came to them, speak-
ing in the Ute tongue. The Ute chief
replied.

“It’s me, Kit,” called Pryor. “I got
to see yuh.”

Carson gave an order and instantly
the clutching, powerful hands re-
leased him, and the knife was
snatched back

~“Come in,” Carson sang out.

The Rio Kid pushed through the
door. Kit Carson struck a sulphur
match, which fumed and smoked.
When its flame came up he touched it
to a candle by his bedside. Sitting up
in bed, Carson showed the ordeal he
had undergone. His face was scabbed
and sore from the scraping, and he
held his shoulders hunched over. But
he was the sort of man who could rise
above pain,

“I hope my Utes didn’t upset yuh,”

he said. “They’re trusted men, every
one, and my bodyguard. I didn’t fetch
‘em with me before because the Utes
are more or less hereditary enemies of
the Navajos, and I didn’t want to
antagonize Wolfkiller, not while there
was any chance of peace.”

“Sherman’s here, I wunderstand,”
said the Rio Kid.

Kit Carson nodded, sadly, pursing
his lips.

“Yes. He's ordered out infantry and
a battery of field guns, plus the cav-
alry. I've got to scout for the Army,
of course, now it’s come to a show-
down. It’s up to me to locate the In-
dians and lead the soldiers to ’em. I
hate to do it because it’s bound to
mean death and destruction for the
Navajos.”

“I got new information, Kit,” Pryor
said slowly, watching his friend’s
drawn face. “Dunno whether it’s too
late or not, but there’s a faint chance
of checkin’ the war, if only we could
reach Wolfkiller and his chiefs 'fore
the big scrap opens up. Remember
that Gasca hombre we killed? TI've
found who he was workin’ for, and
I've found who’s bossin’ Egghead
Pete and his renegades. There’s some
whites in it, too, and they’ve hit both
sides, Navajos and settlers, and made
all this trouble.”

Carson’s shrewd old gray—«blue eyes
narrowed.

“Go on,” he growled.

““His name,” the Rio Kid continued,

“is Jed Hannigan. Yuh savvy who he
is?”

Carson started violently. “Hanni-
gan! Yuh mean the trader and news-
paper editor below? Why should he
do such things?”

The Rio Kid shrugged. “I ain't
shore of his reason, Kit. He’s cleanin’
up plenty, of course, sellin’ war sup-
plies to Perez and his friends.”

Kit shook his head. “That don’t al-
together make it. But then, there is a
lot in such business. It’s been done
before, though not to such an extent
as this.”
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CHAPTER XVI
The Apache Way

RESSED ifor further
details by Kit Cat-
son, the Rio ‘Kid
described the way
he had found his
three friends gone,
had tracked them
to the Circle S, and
had rescued them,
He told how later
he had overheard
Hannigan giving
orders to Blacky Durgan.

“Yuh savvy ‘this rustler Jake Phil-
lips, Kit?” he asked.

“Yeah, He's a tough customer,
who'll throw his guns into any pot
whete he stands a chance to make
some money. Now lemme think this
all over. We've got to stop it, some-
how. How long yuh reckon we have?”

“A few hours leeway, in case we
start pronto. It'll take Blacky a while
to contact Egghead Pete,and Phillips
men got to load up and get in posi-
tion.”

“Let's see—Blacky’s to have Phil-
lips’ gang smear up as Indians. Then
they’ll meet Egghead Pete at the
spring half a mile east of Skeleton
Peak—I know the exact spot. Egg-
head takes command. They attack
Manuel Perez and lead him onto the
Navajo rifles.”

“That’s it.”

The Rio Kid’s military brain had
carefully memorized the details of
Hannigan's strategy and so reported
it to Kit Carson.

“S'pose,” he went on, as Carson
turned it over in his keen brain, “we
was to beat Blacky’s fighters to that
spring and capture Egghead Pete?
We got to show Wolfkiller this time,
He was wounded by whites, Stensen’s
men, when he rode to the peak that
day as he promised. Yuh reckon Wolf-
killer’ll be out with his braves?”

“It depends on how bad he’s hurt.”
Kit Carson grunted with pain as he

left his bed. “We'll chance it, Rio Kid.
It may mean my death but I'll stop the
war if I can. If I could contact Wolf-
killer in the right way and show him,
make him believe what yuh’ve told me
-—and Perez, too—that would be the
way.”

He began dressing. His chest hurt
every time he moved, but he would let
nothing check him. As a matter of
fact, Kit Carson never entirely re-
covered from the effects of that ter-
rible fall, When, some time later, he
knew he was dying, when he was on a
visit to Fort Lyon, Colorado Terri-
tory, he attributed it to those chest
injuries he had received.

“I'll start right away,” Carson de-
clared now, lacing his leather mocca-
sin boots.

“I'm goin’ with yuh,” insisted the
Rio Kid.

Carson shook his head. “It’s practi-
cally shore death, if we’re caught. And
I mean to enter Wolfkiller’s camp,”

“Let me go!”

“I'm not takin’ any fighters, at least
not whites. My Utes will help me.
They’re all I'll need. And at the show-
down I'll drop them.”

“Let me go along!” the Rio Kid still
pleaded, and Kit Carson finally gave
in. “Yuh asked for it,” he said, “Yuh’re
the only man I'd allow with me, Rio
Kid. Get ready.”

The Ute warriors were armed, Kit
Carson saw to it that they had plenty
of ammunition for their rifles. They
wore supple boot-moccasins, deerskin
leggings, and bands about their dark
locks. They followed Carson like so
many ferocious animals, ready to do
his bidding.

RAY was touching the sky behind

the hacienda when all was ready.
“Frémont would like to come,” re-
marked Carson. “He .loves new coun-
try. Any place he hasn’t been, he’ll
snoop through. He’s never still,
always on the prowl. Got the habit
when he was young and can’t get over
it., Those were great days, Rio Kid,
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when Frémont and I broke through a
thousand miles of virgin wilderness,
Utah and California, and the immense
~ territories.”

°  He shook his head, sadly, thought-
fully reminiscent for a moment.

“I was strong then and full of
beans,” he said. “I could go for a
week, fightin’ on a bellyful of grass
and a swaller of alkali water. I re-
member the first time we seen Great
Salt Lake, and the fights with rovin’
Injuns who’d never laid eyes on white
men before. Frémont never faltered.
He was a great leader, my boy. We
did big things, they say.

“But time passes us by. Do yuh
realize that when I was born Thomas

Jefferson was President, and young

Dan’l Boone was just startin’ into
Kentucky? The United States was a
helpless little bunch of pore colonies
east of the Alleghanies. Now it runs
from sea to sea.” He paused, and
added, “A few years, and Frémont and
me are old, good for nothin’.”

“Yuh're still worth a million, Kit,”
declared the Rio Kid. “I’d scout with
yuh ’fore anybody I ever met.”

Kit Carson smiled, “Thanks, Rio
Kid.”

He coughed: His injured chest
bothered him. A big Ute brave
stepped up, and Carson leaned on him
as he moved through the wide gate to
the street.

“Have to speak to Gen’ral Sherman
‘fore we start,” he said.

A company of crack U. S. Cavalry
was camped at the upper end of the
plaza. Sherman, an old campaigner
who loved the soldier’s life, biv-
ouacked with his men.

Carson and the Rio Kid went to the
little tent where a guidon, stuck in the
ground, waved three stars on it. Sen-
tries challenged them, and a lieuten-
ant, a fresh-faced young man, came
out.

“I hate to disturb the general—" he
began.

A sharp voice issued from Sher-
man’s tent. “Who is it, Lieutenant?”

“Kit Carson, sir. He says he has an
important message.”

Sherman roused up, and came out of
the tiny shelter, grunting as he
smoothed his red beard and hair in the
damp of the early morning. :

Tall and spare, he was a fierce-eyed
man with gaunt cheeks. He was past
middle age but still wiry and compe-
tent to lead troops in the field.

“War is all they call it,” he re-
marked, with rough joviality. “Espe-
cially when you have to get up at such

an hour! What is it, Kit, my old

friend?”

Sherman had often called upon Kit
Carson and trusted him implicitly. As
a scout, guide and Indian fighter,
there had never been another to com-
pare with Father Kit. Carson led him
aside, speaking in a low tone.

Sherman frowned, shook his head.

“I can’t let you do this, Kit. It
would be practically certain death for
you and anyone who goes along. My
information has it that Victorio has
joined the Navajos and that they have
over two thousand warriors.”

“The Rio Kid will be the only white
man with me,” argued Carson. “I’ve
got to try, General. Mebbe I can save
the people.”

Sherman turned, nodding to Pryer,
who came to attention and saluted. He
knew Sherman, had seen him in the
Army camps during the Civil War
when Captain Robert Pryor ~had
scouted for Custer.

ERY well, then, Kit,”™ agreed

Sherman, with a shake of his red-
maned head. “My forces won’t be up
for five days, and I've got to wait here
until then anyway. If I haven’t heard
from you by that time I'll conclude
you’ve failed, and strike. I hate to
lose you, because I need you to lead
us.”

“T’ll give you the names of two men
at Taos'who can do it as well,” prom-
ised Kit Carson. “But we must start,
and now, General, ’fore the mornin’
mists are dispelled. I don’t doubt but



74 THE RIO KID WESTERN

that the enemy has spies on the hill-
tops, watchin’ this place.”

As they were mounting, however,
they were further delayed by the hur-
ried arrival of Frémont, who had
awakened to find Kit Carson leaving.

“I’d like to go along, Kit,” Frémont
insisted,

Carson shook his head. “No, John.
I wish I could take yuh, but it’s im-
possible.”

A large flock of sheep, driven by
some of Don Francisco’s herders,
came across the plaza in the drifting
gray mists. The Rio Kid stared at the

animais. They had been fetched in
from the nearby hills and dales to
save them from marauders.

“Funny stains on their wool,” he
remarked, and Frémont, frowning,
turned to look at the reddish blotches
on the bleating creatures.

Frémont’s eyes widened.
interesting.”

He stepped to one of the shepherds
and began to talk with him in easy
lingo, asking exactly where the sheep
had been grazing. -

Without waiting to hear what was
said, however, Kit Carson, the Rio
Kid, and eight lithe Ute braves rode
in the mists out of Valcito by a side
trail, There they took to the chapar-
ral and headed for Skeleton Peak and
the spring near the commanding spire.

“YCS'—

* ¥ * * *

It was night. The Utes moved
through the black brush like so many
silent snakes. There were only seven
of the Indians now, and with Kit Car-

son and the Rio Kid there were nine
men in the party. The tenth had been
left half a mile back with the muzzled
mustangs, well-hidden.

The Rio Kid and the chief of the
Utes, O-Ke-Bah, had been detailed to
seize Egghead Pete, no matter what.
The rest were to attack and over-
whelm, if possible, the forces with the
renegade. They could not guess how
many men Egghead might have with
him. He usually traveled with a dozen
of his own stamp but he could have
augmented his band in the days since
they had fought him across the wil-
derness.

The Rio Kid crawled just behind
O-Ke-Bah, a powerful Ute who had
served Kit Carson since the scout had
adopted him when the Indian’s par-
ents had been killed in a flood on the
Snake River, Carson, lip bitten be-
tween his teeth to stifle the pain he
felt in his chest, came at the rear,
helped by his Indian friends. He had
insisted on being with the attacking
party, refusing to remain with the
horses. .

Armed to the teeth, they approached
foot by foot, the gleaming spring in
the wooded hollow below, stopping to
listen with bated breath. Half a mile
to the west, Skeleton Peak thrust its
shadowed summit toward the night
sky.

S CAREFULLY as possible, they
had figured out the timing.
Blacky and the rustler, Phillips,
would need time to rest their men, and
get them fixed up as Indians so they
could pass as such at a distance in the
battle they planned, to hand out
plenty of ammunition and other nec-
essary gear, and then ride to the
spring. From what the Rio Kid had
learned, Egghead Pete was expecting
Hannigan to send him these reinforce-
ments, so he would undoubtedly visit
the spring to receive them.
‘0-Ke-Bah and the Rio Kid were
some yards in advance of the line.
Inching painfully forward, keeping
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down flat so they would not bulk
against the moon, sky and stars, avoid-
ing dry sticks and brush that might
rustle, they approached the big
spring. '

Stopping to listen again, they could
hear not the slightest sound. Resum-
ing progress, O-Ke-Bah and Pryor
reached the damp earth on the out-
skirts of the tiny clearing with the
spring, and, after careful reconnoiter-
ing, began to circle it.

It was altogether deserted and the
trained fingers, nose and eyes of the
Ute did not find the smallest clue to
tell that men had been there within
the past two days.

The Rio Kid swung, and crawled
back to report this disappointing news
to Kit Carson.

“We'll wait,” whispered Father Kit.
“They will come, if yuh heard aright,
Rio Kid. We can rest, hide ourselves
and be ready. We figgered that Blacky
Durgan and Jake Phillips couldn’t
make it here before noon tomorrow.
Egghead would savvy that, too, and
he wouldn’t pull in here till ... Ssh!”

They froze, listening. The night
wind, from the direction of Skeleton
Peak and the wild mountains, brought
them a faint sound.

Eyes intent on the crest, blackly
wooded to the ridge top, where jagged
rocks were painted against the lighter
sky, the Rio Kid saw the figure of a
rider etched for an instant. Then an-
other, and more and more, crossing
over and dropping out of sight in the
shadowed, inky basin.

Without speaking, Kit Carson tele-
graphed his order by a touch, relayed
to the rest. The nine men melted into
the brush, flattening themselves
against the cold earth.

“Hoo! Hoo-hoo! Hoo! Hoo-hoo!”

They could hear the low, guttural
grunting of the Indians riding in on
them, so sure of their ground they
suspected not the slightest danger
And it was an Apache way, to sing-
song that way to the rhythm of a mus-
tang’s motion!

CHAPTER XVII
The Scales of Death

NLY ahundred yards
\ out from the
gleaming pool, the
horsemen dis-
mounted. Two
shadowy figures
flitted through a
narrow deer trail,
up to the brink,
and then called
softly back.

Themustangs
were led up, to be watered, while the
riders lay flat to drink.

In vain the Rio Kid sought to iden-
tify Egghead Pete among the fifteen
silent, ebony figures gathered at the
spring. It was too dark and they all
looked alike at even a couple of yards
distance, in the shadowed bush,

He heard low grunts, Indian talk,
no doubt orders.

Suddenly, after faint rustlings, a
match was struck. It flared up like a
signal glow from a dark pit, lighting
the band of painted, hard-eyed rene-
gades, many of them breeds of two or
three tribes, some of Mexican or
American strain mixed with the red
blood of savage ancestors.

The man who had struck the sul-
phur match, which smoked and sput-
tered, held it to the cigarette he had

" rolled. The glow lighted up the evil,

horrible face of Egghead Pete. The
renegade had learned the white man’s
way of smoking, and had the habit.

This little diversion from usual
Indian caution was of immense help
to the Rio Kid and his friends; it
nailed Egghead Pete for O-Ke-Bah
and Pryor, and placed the rest of them
right where they squatted. Having
drunk, they pulled out rations from
their pouches and began to eat,

The Rio Kid touched O-Ke-Bah's
bronzed, muscular arm. It was the sig-
nal, and an instant later Pryor
launched himself across the space
separating him from Egghead Pete,
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with O-Ke-Bah’s powerful
close at his side.

About a dozen feet, three or four
leaps, were between the Rio Kid and
his special prey.

The stunning, starthng attack from
the brush, and the realization that
their enemies were right in their
midst as they believed themselves safe
at the watering place, held Egghead
Pete’s followers spellbound for one
awful instant. The Rio Kid, lunging
forward with all the weight of his
strong body, hit. Pete in the chest,
knocking him back into the water,
then landing on him.

The cigarette flew from the rene-
gade’s hps, hissing out instantly in
the spring. Egghead went under, wita
the Rio Kid on top of him, while
O-Ke-Bah lashed in beside him, reach-
ing for the renegade’s struggling,
fighting arms.

“Throw up yore hands!” Kit Carson
shouted, as water made splashing
sounds in the night,

But the renegades were already
snatching up guns. Pistols and car-
bines blared, and bullets bit into the
chaparral.

The Rio Kid, with one hand on
Egghead Pete’s scrawny, pulsing
throat, held on like a bulldog, refus-
ing to let go. He was trying to get his
other hand to the cartilage and throt-
tle Egghead entirely, but Pete was
slashing at him wildly with his finger-
nails, gouging at his eyes and cheeks.
He kept kneeing the Rio Kid, and
rolling.

On the bank behind him, the shoot-
ing rose to a horrid crescendo. Men
fired point-blank at their foes. Colts
and short-barreled rifles were wused,
but the attackers had the advantage,
knowing where their foes were for the
opening shots.

figure

KIT CARSON and his Utes
_fought savagely, ruthlessly, now
that the die was cast. Their guns
had ripped into the bunched renegades
of Egghead Pete, and four of the lat-

.ter went down in the first volley.

Carson rose up, shooting as he
charged. His Utes slashed in, at close
quarters, pistols and knives working
tast.

The Rio Kid heard lead smgmg
right ever his head. Egghead Pete,
sputtering, sought to get his nose
above water for another breath of
prec:ous air. O-Ke-Bah, wallowmg
in the stirred mud of the spring,
seized hold of Pete’s right arm and
bent it back, while the Rio Kid, rid-
ing on Egghead and keeping him
down, slid along.

“No kill, O-Ke-Bah!” gasped the
Rio Kid, as he saw a knife gleam in
the Ute’s sinewy hand.

“No kill!” the Ute growled.

The others were not under that
compulsion. At rapid-fire, they had
downed half of Egghead Pete’s force,
while the rest tried to scatter, to es-
cape, appalled by the terrible in-fight-
ing and savagery of their foes.

But the Utes were ready. Only two
of Carson’s men had felt lead, and the
others sprang after the renegades,
bringing them down before they could
reach their ponies.

Save for the whining of two
wounded breeds, silence suddenly
dropped over the black basin. Silence
save for the fainter and fainter splash-
ings made by Egghead Pete and the
Rio Kid as they fought in the cold
water.

“Rio Kid—need help?”

That was Kit Carson, squatting on
the bank, the breath rasping painfully
in and out of his lungs.

“No—no—"

Egghead Pete went limp in his
clutch, The Rio Kid lifted the drip-
ping renegade quickly up, and threw
him, head down over one shoulder
with J-Ke-Bah’s assistance. Water
poured out of Pete’s open mouth.

Wading in, the Rio Kid dumped his
prisoner at Kit Carson’s feet. ‘

“Shake — the water—out,” he
gasped.

He flung himself down, to get back
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his breath. The cold of the night
pierced to his wet skin.

Carson’s Utes had tied and gagged
their captives, and were dragging
them into a line close at hand, work-
ing rapidly. Five of Egghead Pete’s
men were dead; six wounded.

“Fix it,” ordered Father Kit in the
Ute tongue, “so that the white men
who come later will not notice that
anything has happened here.”

His men obediently set about eras-
ing signs. The dead were carried and
hidden in dense thickets, mud was
smoothed over, and the wounded and
prisoners taken to ‘their horses, and
tied on the mustangs.

Half a dozen of the Utes took
charge of them, while the Rio Kid,
0-Ke-Bah cnd Kit Carson, with Egg-
head Pete as their prisoner, hurried
back to where they had left their
horses. O-Ke-Bah carried Egghead.
They had rolled as much water out of
him as they could, and he was still
alive, was muttering, coming back to
his senses.

The Rio Kid helped the injured
Carson up the slope. He needed help,
for only his spirit drove Kit Carson
on, The hurt in his chest was worse,
from the terrific exertion of the battle,
but he would not quit. Human lives
must be saved, and Kit Carson would
keep on tc the end.

CRATCHES and bruises were the

only injuries that Pryor had re-

ceived. Carson had a knife gash in his

. hand, which bled annoyingly, but it

was a superficial wound. O-Ke-Bah
had come off with only a wetting.

As for Egghead Pete, their prize
for which they had taken such reck-
less chances, with the scales of death
threatening to balance against them,
he was only knocked out. The Rio
Kid had pulled him from the water
before he drowned.

As Egghead came fully back to con-
sciousness and began fighting at
O-Ke-Bah, they paused to gag him,
and to fasten his hands and ankles.

Reaching their horses, the quartet
mounted. Kit Carson rode his power-
ful gray, the Rio Kid was riding
Saber, and O-Ke-Bah’s mount was a
beautiful dark-hided chestnut, Egg-
head Pete was slung over the blan-
keted back of a Ute mustang and tied
securely in position.

The Ute who had kept watch over
the horses was told to wait for his
comrades, who would soon be along
with the injured and captives. Then
Kit Carson and the Rio Kid, with
O-Ke-Bah leading the black mustang
to which the helpless, frightened Egg-
head Pete was tied, started into the
Navajo hills.

Perilous as had been the job at the
spring, they were on their way to at-
tempt another feat far more danger-
ous—one that seemed practically
impossible. They would need every
bit of their skill, their training, and
luck besides to balance the scales of
death in their favor this time.

The dawn came slowly up, and they
were able to see, from the ridge along
which they were riding, some of the
country to the west and ahead. It was
majestic Navajo country of buttes,
and mountains and small water-holes,
Vast rock formations of vari-colored
hues gleamed in the rising sunlight.

They chewed jerky as they rode,
headed for the Chest of the Serpents,
Egghead Pete, his misshapen head
bobbing with the motion against the
barrel ribs of the mustang he was tied
to, watched the grim-faced Rio Kid
and Kit Carson, and the breed’s
slanted black eyes glowed with fear.

He had lost his nerve, after his near-
drowning at the hands of Bob Pryor
and O-Ke-Bah, and expected at any
moment to be put to death. Their
silence, and their air of determination,
increased his nervousness. He did not
know what was to happen.

Late in the afternoon, riding dog-
gedly on, guided by Kit Carson’s mar-
velous instinct for geography and his
knowledge of the country, O-Ke-Bah
pointed to a low ravine distantly visi-
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ble in the west, on their right as they
moved,

“Apaches—Navajos—like leaves in
the forest,” he reported to Carson.

“Move to the other side of the
ridge,” commanded Kit Carson. “We
mustn’t be seen by them.”

Out of sight, they stopped.

“TI must know if Wolfkiller, Chief
of the People, the Navajos, is with
them down there,” Carson said. “He
was wounded, mebbe hurt so bad he
can’t ride.”

“Let me go,” the Rio Kid sald at
once,

“Very well, Rio Kid. But—I need
yuh. Have a care. As for me, I must
rest, so we’ll wait here till yuh come
back.”

Two hours later, the Rio Kid lay on
the edge of a great cliff, its lip cov-
ered with scrub brush, dropping five
hundred feet to the rocky ravine bot-
tom below.

SAW more Indians than he

had ever seen in his life before

at one time. There were Apaches,

- fierce-eyed, head-banded fellows, and

Navajos, with their copper bracelets

and turquoise studs. There were Utes

and Pai-Utes, who were ready to fight

with their former enemies against the
whites,

“Must be a couple thousand of ’em!”
marveled the Rio Kid. .

They were camped, now, and feed-
ing. Great bands - of hairy mustangs
showed close at hand. Groups of heav-
ily armed warriors lounged about, as
they ate and drank. His trained mili-
tary eye took in their arms and gear,
their evident hostile intent.

Creeping back, he reached the dun
and rode the miles to Kit Carson’s
side, reporting.

“Wolfkiller ain’t with ’em.”

The two-hour respite had made it
possible for Carson to keep going.

“Then he must be at the Chest of
the Serpents,” muttered Carson. “So
much the better for us.”

Wearily, painfully, Carson mounted.

They slung Egghead Pete over his
mustang, and shoved on.

CHAPTER XVIII
Big Gamble

ARK had fallen when
Kit Carson called
a halt. :

“0O-Ke-Bah,” he
said softly, to his
faithful Ute fol-
lower, in the
Indian’s own lan-
guage, “we must
part here. Wait
for me until this
time tomorrow. If
we don’t come, make your way back to
Sorrel-beard, General Sherman, and
tell him we are dead and he must at-
tack as he wills, that there is no help
for it.”

The Chest of the Serpents lay about
half a mile to the west. It was there
that Kit Carson meant to make his
way in the darkness.

“Yuh're shore yuh can carry Egg-
head Pete?” Carson asked the Rio
Kid. “It’s rough goin’.”

The Rio Kid nodded. He was ready
to follow Kit Carson to the inferno
and back.

Their prisoner was in a dither of
fear. His limbs ached from the tight
rawhides that bound them and the gag
made his ugly eyes bulge out. The
Rio Kid slung him over his shoulder,
and Kit Carson took the lead:

They were gambling everything on
this play. If they failed, they would
never escape themselves, and the ter-
rible war would flare into consuming
flame.

Approaching with animal stealth,
they reached the brink of the wild,
wooded canyon where the Navajos
were hiding. Kit Carson, who knew
the country like a book, dared not ap-
proach the main entrance. Instead, he
had picked a steep rock slide some
distance above the People’s camp.

The Rio Kid had his hands full,

.
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with Egghead Pete over his shoulder.
He tried, with his moccasined feet, to
keep from sliding as the old scout
showed the way down into the Chest
of the Serpents,

A horrid, low hum, a rattler dis«
turbed in his night hunt, came from
nearby, but they quickly passed. The
Rio Kid nearly lost his balance, but
caught himself by his left hand
against a jutting rock.

Then Kit Carson was down on the
floor of the deep canyon. The low
purl of water on stones helped drown
the slight noises they made. Both
men wore moccasins, supple coverings
made from the softened hide of deer,
and buckskin pants. They had tied
their hair with bandannas, for their
hats and shoes and noisy gear had
been left with O-Ke-Bah and the
horses.

HE Rio Kid could feel Egghead
Pete trembling like a leaf.

Slowly, with the only light coming
from the stars and a bit of moon, Kit
Carson felt his way down the Chest of
the Serpents toward the camp of the
People, the Navajos,

Bob Pryor, bent under Egghead’
welght heard the soft hiss of hlS com-
panion, Kit Carson:

“Stay here till I come back.”

He was glad of a pause. He laid his
prisoner on the ground and squatted
there, his shoulders aching from the
unaccustomed drag on them.

It was half an hour before Kit Car-
son returned, and touched his arm.

“Wolfkiller is in his hogan. There
are sentinels out but they’re down to-
ward the gate. The camp’s asleep.”

Fires had burned down to embers,
with only a red coal glowing here and
there. Keeping close to Carson’s heels,
the Rio Kid brought Egghead Pete as
near as could be done behind a screen
of scrub brush and rocks.

“We'll have to make a run for it
from here,” Carson breathed in his
ear. “If I can reach Wolfkiller before
the others catch us—
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He paused for only a moment more,
listening intently.

“Now!” he ordered, and ran lightly
across the fifty yards of open ground
toward the dark shape of Wolfkiller's
hogan.

The Rio Kid started with him, with
Egghead Pete bouncing on his shou!-
der. Suddenly a Navajo. guard, be-
yond the hogan, saw the silent, dark
figures headed for the leader’s shelter.

He uttered a warning yell and a shot

whistled within inches of the moving
scouts.

But Carson was already at the hide-
hung entry.

“Wolfkiller—wake up!” he shouted
in Navajo, “It is Father Kit!”

There was an answer, in the Navajo
tongue, from the hogan. The chief
had roused at the shot and heard Caz-

son’s frantic call.
“Don’t shoot, Wolfkiller!” Kiz
warned. “We are unarmed and ws

bring you the answer to a riddle.”

“Enter,” Wolfkiller replied.

Braves were dashing up, to reach
for the intruders, but at Wolfkiller’s
command, they fell back.

The Rio Kid pushed Egghead Pete
inside the hogan. The warm odor of
hides and skins, and of the savages,
permeated the confined space.

“Wolfkiller,” Kit Carson said
rapidly, close to the leader, “I have
brought you a present. It is peace.”

“No peace!” grunted Wolfkiller.
“It is war. The white men have de-
clared it.”

“You must listen to me!
strike a light.”

Wolfkiller gave his permission and
Carson quickly lighted a candle stub
he had brought in his pocket, ready
for this, ard set it on a flat store.

The Rio Kid crouched down, over
Egghead Pete, and the Navajo lead-
er’s black eyes flickered as he saw the
renegade, trussed and a prisoner.

“Why do you do that?” he asked
Carson, “The Man-Whose-Mother-
Dropped-Him is an ally of the Nava-
jos.”

Let me.
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“No! He is youl enemy and my

enemy. He is the key to the riddle.”

“How?” asked the chief.

“Listen and he will tell you him-
gelf” =

In English, Kit Carson said to the
Rio Kid:

“Ungag him and hold this knife at
his back.”

He returned again to the Indian
tongue, so that Wolfkiller and Egg-
head Pete might comprehend:

“If he lies, plunge the knife into
his heart. We know everything. We
know that Hannigan, the white trader
at Bubbling Springs, is a thief, a liar
and a killer. It was he who ordered
this renegade to fire on the men of
Valcito, and blame the killings on the
Navajos. It was he who ordered the
white rancher Stensen and his men to
fire on the Navajos and lead the trail
to Valcito.”

Wolfkiller, who had been shot
through the leg at Skeleton Peak by
Stensen’s gunmen, lay on a magnifi-
cent grizzly bear hide, his injured
limb stretched straight out. He rested
his head on one hand, while he lis-
tened. At his command, his guards
remained outside the hogan.

“You see how much I know,” Car-
son growled to Egghead Pete. “There
is no use in your lying now. If you
do, the Rio Kid will kill you instantly.
You deserve it. You've murdered a
 dozen innocent people.”

To the leader, Kit Carson said:
“Thns man and his renegades am-
bushed me on my way to Valcito, after
seeing you, my son. Because of him I
am greatly hurt. My chest is crushed
and it hurts me to breathe and to ride.
See my face? When I went down, his
bullet striking my horse, I was badly
injured. Senor Perez never got your
message to come to Skeleton Peak,
and did not know you would be there.
But this man told Hannigan so he
could send his tools to kill you.”

HE Rio Kid had cut the gag from
Egghead Pete’s lips. Pete worked

his face, clicking his lips to loosen the
stiffened muscles.

“Talk, blast yuh,” muttered the Rio
Kid, the knife point pressed against
Egghead’s back, close under the heart.

“If you lie, you die,” Kit Carson de-
clared. “If you speak the truth, I will
stand between you and the white
man’s law and do all that can be done
for you, so that you shall have a fair
trial.”

Egghead Pete’s nerve had cracked
long before. He licked his lips, his
sullen eyes darting from face to'face.
Wolfkiller was staring at him in-
tently. And Egghead knew that the
leader believed Father Kit. Carson
had never lied to the Indians and had
always tried to help them out of their
numerous troubles.

“What Father Kit says is the truth,”
Egghead Pete said, in a low voice.
“The white trader, Hannigan, told me
to foment a war between the Navajos
and the people of Valcito. Stensen, -
the rancher, too, was paid by Hanni-
gan, and so were all our men, When
Father Kit tried to settle the war, I
did not want it settled, nor did Hanni-
gan.”

“Why did he want war?” asksd
Carson.

Egghead Pete shrugged. “You can
kill me if you want, but I don’t know
why the white trader wanted the
fighting. I wanted it because I hate
most white men and because I like
war. I did what he told me.”

Details came out as Egghead Pete
was pressed. Already he had sur-
rendered in his mind, and had given
himself up for dead when Kit Carson
and the Rio Kid had captured him. He
told how his renegades and Stensen’s
gang had kept the fighting going by
cunning, murderous tricks.

“I believe,” Wolfkiller grunted at
last. “Enough. I must call back my
warriors. It will be hard, for the
Apaches are ready for war and so are
my braves.”

“If they want a fight,” the Rio Kid
suggested, “why not send ’em to meet
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this Jake Phillips and Blacky’s gang
at the spring, Kit?”

“Bueno,” agreed Kit. “And the
Perez faction must be warned. I am
plumb wore out, Rio Kid. I must rest,
here with my son, Wolfkiller. Find
our friend O-Ke-Bah and have him
tell Don Francisco the war is settled.”

On one of Wolfkiller’s mustangs,
the Rio Kid left the Chest of the Ser-
pents, while the leader dispatched
trusted messengers with word to his
war chiefs, giving his orders.

Picking up O-Ke-Bah in the night,
the Rio Kid switched to Saber. Taking
the lead, he rode on the back-trail,

CHAPTER XIX
Show-down

OR over twenty-
four hours Blacky
Durgan and Jake
Phillips had been
waiting, and still
no sign of Egg-
head Pete. With
Phillips, a huge,
bloated-faced out-
law whose love of
the whiskey bottle
kept him in a semi-

drunken state most of the time, Dur-

gan paced restlessly on the path
beaten near the spring.

“I dunno what to do, Jake!” Dur-
gan complained for the hundredth
time. “Egghaid’s s’posed to take over
from here. We was to attack Perez
at Skeleton Peak but he won’t lay
there forever.”

“Mebbe Pete got his,” growled Jake.
“A renegade like him don’t live any
too long.”

Phillips’ face was smeared with
berry dye, and he had on buckskin
and a Navajo head-band, in simula-
tion of a savage. His men, lounging
about the spring, were also made up
as Indians, their faces stained.

Three-score whites, killers and
Frontier desperadoes, owing alle-
giance only to the outlaw chieftain

who paid them their blood money and
led them on murderous adventures,
were in the brush-choked basin. Their
mustangs were close at hand.

They carried carbines and two re-
volvers apiece, with belts of ammuni-
tion for these weapons, and were
ready for any sort of dirty job. Han-
nigan had considered himself fortu-
nate to have enlisted such a powerful
bunch of gunnies.

“Be blowed if I'll wait any longer,”
Blacky decided. “We better sashay
over there and lay into Perez now.”

“All right with me,” agreed the
bandit chieftain. “We’re honin’ for
a scrap, Blacky, We’ll rip ’em to
pieces in no time.”

He took a long swig of liquor from
his flask, and swung to his hard-eyed
followers,

“Get set, boys. We’re goin’ over to
Skeleton Peak and wipe out Perez and
his Mexes. Shoot to kill and keep
yoreselves under cover. Yuh’re Nava-
jos, and Apaches, and don’t forget it.
Whoop it up some while yuh're shoot-
ln,.”

Blacky had remained up the slope
a bit, and Jake Phillips heard him ex-
claim in relief.

“Hey, Jake—here come some of
Egghead’s Injuns!”

The rustler leader turned to look.-
He saw bronzed, naked savages break
over the ridge and swarm along the
trail, and as they sighted the killers,
a shrill whoop rang over the basin.

“I don’t see Egghaid Pete with
’em,” declared Jake Phillips. “They
look more like hostiles on the prowl
to me.” '

Bullets began shrieking over them
in the warm air. One of Jake’s men
swore shrilly and rolled over, kicking
his legs.

“Stop that, yuh dang fools!” roared
Blacky Durgan, and then his bearded
chin dropped and his eyes opened as.
round as saucers. “The—the Rio Kid!
He’s leadin’ them redskins!”

He turned and ran for his life. He
had just seen the lithe figure of Bob
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Pryor, his chestnut-haired head bound
with a Navajo head-band, running
with gun in hand toward him, among
the swift Indians bent on revenge.

“The whole place is swarmin’ with
‘em!” groaned Jake Phillips, aghast.
“Somethin’s gone sour, Blacky. We
got to fight for our necks now.”

From all along the ridges, and in
the upper brush, armed Indians were
leaping up, grim-eyed Navajos and
some of their Apache allies.

“Fight, boys, fight!” quavered Jake
Phillips, shuddering. “Cut yore way
out, it’s a trap.”

His men, up on their feet, threw
their carbines to shoulder and let go
at the rushing savages, who were
urged on by Bob Pryor, the Rio Kid.
The Kid’s Colts roared, reaching out
steel fingers of death for the leaders
of the renegades.

Jake Phillips was knocked around
by a slug from the Rio Kid’s gun. He
cursed in panic, with blood streaming
from a punctured shoulder. His pis-
tol banged, and went off wild in the
air.

More and more Indians were com-
ing in with the Rio Kid and the
chiefs. They leaped from rock to
rock, and hundreds on hundreds drove
at the gang, with horrible whooshings.

The clash was audible as the streak-
ing bands of redskins charged into the
bunched killers of Jake Phillips, the
rustler leader. Guns roared at point-
blank range and knives flashed in the
sun as they went at it hand-to-hand.

The Rio Kid swerved, teeth gleam-
ing in the joy of the battle. He cut
toward Jake Phillips, who was ex-
horting his followers to fight. Phil-
lips’ left arm hung helpless at his side,
for he had been plugged by the Rio
Kid, but he was firing his Colt with
his right. Seeing Pryor coming at
him, the ugly rustler bellowed in bull-
like fury and swung his pistol muzzle
on Pryor. :

“Drop it, Phillips!” shouted Pryor.
“Tell yore men to throw in their guns
aﬂd I_!’

*“Cuss yore hide, Rio Kid!” shricked
the maddened outlaw.

His eyes blazed red and he lifted his
thumb off the hammer-spur, but the
Rio Kid lashed in, feet leaving the
ground. The bullet sailed over his
head that was tied up like an Indian’s
with his bandanna.

A breath later, the Rio Kid’s Colt

" snapped and Jake Phillips’ murdez-

ous career was punctuated with final-
ity by the bullet from Pryor’s weapon.
He took it between his red-rimmed
eyes, and his mouth opened as he
gasped like a dying fish. His big body
shuddered, his knees caved in, and
he folded up on the earth.

The Rio Kid, checking him, found
him quivering in death. He sprang
over the outlaw, hunting Blacky.

Lithe Apaches paused to snatch
Jake Phillips’ scalp. The Rio Kid
tore on. He found himself in the
midst of a hand-to-hand struggle be-
tween twenty of his Indian friends
and a bunch of Phillips’ surviving
bandits. Guns belched almost against
flesh and long knives slashed red with
blood,

Shrieks and oaths joined in the rat-
tle of the terrible battle.

The Rio Kid, with several nicks in
his flesh, drove through one flank,
hunting for Blacky Durgan.

“Hannigan ain’t here, that’'s a
cinch,” blazed through his mind. “He
keeps away from the fightin’ if he
can.”

He brushed the sweat and blood
from his eyes, looking about in the
confusion for Durgan.

“There he goes!”

LACKY, using his long legs, had

not paused to fight the attackers,
but had fled around the north end of
the spring and was making a run for
the horses. Leaping into saddle, he
was off. He was digging his spurs in
deep, and beating his mustang with
his gun barrel, low over the animal
in a frantic break to escape the death-
trap set for him by the Rio Kid.
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He shot down an Apache who
- jumped up in his path. The Rio Kid
dashed after him, holding his fire un-
til he could make a sure hit.

Behind him, as he seized a big black
from the bunch of mustangs, who
were dancing and snorting in terror
at the heavy gunfire, the Rio Kid
heard the battle raging on. The out-
laws would not surrender, but fought
desperately, aware of what awaited
them if they quit.

A great welter of savage bodies
swarmed in the confined basin, press-
ing in on the gunmen, cutting off es-
cape. ‘

The Rio Kid drove up the winding,
constricted path on Durgan’s trail.
Blacky glanced back. He was low on
the horse hugging the animal and
clinging to the mane with one hand,
spurs driving so deep that blood
spurted from the running beast’s
flanks.

He saw the Rio Kid coming and his
eyes widened in terror. He aimed
back, seeking to knock Pryor from his
horse, but the jolting pace and the dis-
tance made sure aim impossible. The
slug flew wide, and the Rio Kid picked
up several yards as Durgan’s mustang
slowed during the shot.

“Get out of here!” shrieked Blacky
Durgan, almost insane with his fear.

He had seen this implacable gun-
fighter, the Rio Kid, in action all too
often, and did not fancy such a duel
as was going on.

The Rio Kid never took his eyes off
Durgan, as he rode with a master’s
touch up the slope on Blacky’s trail.

The second one Durgan let go at
him was closer, and as Durgan took
his attention off the terrified animal
under him to fire, the beast’s hoof
slipped on the lip of the rocky hill,
and he nearly went down.

Blacky clutched at the saddle-horn
and mane with both hands, to keep
from being pitched off. Precious
seconds lost by him were to the Rio
Kid’s good, and Pryor gained yards.

He threw up his Colt, as Blacky,

regaining mastery over his mount,
swung again to shoot.

Lifting his thumb from the hammer
spur, the Rio Kid drove a slug through
Blacky from under the right arm,
raised to fre, to Durgan’s left side.
Blacky slewed around, his head and
arm dropping. The mustang swerved,
then Durgan’s body fell off, dragging
by a stirrup.

Checking him, finding his heart
punctured and that the lieutenant of
Hannigan was dead, the Rio Kid
turned to stare down into the basin
of death.

Fighting had all but ceased. The
killers had met their match, had tasted
their own bitter medicine. They had
perished fighting, or had thrown in
their guns, bleating for mercy.

“Now where in tarnation is Hanni-
gan?” muttered the Rio Kid. “He’s
next.”

CHAPTER XX

Mountain Mystery

ENERAL William
Tecumseh Sherman
looked at Kit Car-
son and smiled,

“You've won a
\ great victory, Car-
& son,” he compli-
: mented. “You and
the Rio Kid. I
reckon it’s the best
kind, too, for you
did it without a war
and saved hundreds of innocent lives
and the homes of many of New Mex-
ico’s settlers.”

Once again Kit Carson, by a daring
stroke and through the exercise of
his great personality, a man beloved
by savages he had befriended, had
turned the trick. He had averted a
bloody Indian war.

Wolfkiller and Francisco Perez had
been brought together, and the diffi-
culties causing the hostilities had
been ironed out in the conference be-
tween the whites and the Navajo
leaders. The people, the Navajos, who
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wandered over their ancient tribal
lands, tending their flocks of sheep
and herds of cattle and goats, had re-
turned to their hogans in peace. Vic-
torio and his Apaches had ridden back
to the arid reaches of Arizona, there
to continue their implacable fight
against civilization.

Sherman had countermanded his
. orders for troops to be sent in. There
- was no need for a long, difficult cam-
paign against the Navajos,

They were sitting in the great salon
by Don Francisco’s home that eve-
ning, toasting Kit Carson. General
Sherman meant to ride at dawn, back
to Colorado with his bodyguard. The
red-headed chief of the Southwest
Army divisions turned his burning
eyes on the Rio Kid.

“I have a scouting job for you, Rio
Kid. What do you mean to do in the
next three months? Will you ride to
Fort Lyon with me?”

“I’d sure like to, Gen’ral. But there
is a little job yet to be done in these
parts. Mebbe later—"

“All right. Whenever you can.”

The Rio Kid had a newspaper
bunched in his hand, given him by an
inhabitant of Valcito who had just
come in from Bubbling Springs, Jed
Hannigan’s town. On the front of the
crude little four-sheet paper the Rio
Kid’s name was prominent. The
smudged headline blared:

LOCAL RANCHER SLAIN BY
TEXAS GUNMAN!

And Hannigan had let himself go
in the body of the story which read:

QOle Stensen, owner of the CircleS of
this valley, was brutally slain by the Rio
Kid, a Texas gunslick who has been in-
festing these parts the past two weeks or
so. Caught in the act of stealing horses
irom Stensen’s corral, the Rio Kid shot
Stensen down without mercy, while his
gang of cutthroats, without which he never
dares travel, turned their weapons on Ole’s
honest cowboys and slaughtered a number
before a posse from town could reach the
ranch and drive them off.

How long will the decent citizens of the
Territory stand for such men as this Rio
Kid in their midst? Haven’t we a high
erough tree to dangle him from? What’s

the country coming to that such a blood-
stained killer dares show his face in broad
daylight and cut down innocents?

Kit Carson, weakened by the diffi-
culty he had run into in the mountains
on his visit to Wolfkiller, was going
back to Taos to recuperate. His chest
still hurt him, painfully, although the
scrapes on his cheek were healing
well.

“Hannigan must be dealt with,”
declared Carson.

“We must be careful of Hannigan,”
said Don Francisco quickly.

MEXICAN servant came to the
door, and spoke softly to Perez.
The Rio Kid, slouched in the shad-
ows, heard what the man told the don.

“Senor Hannigan is here.”

“Speak of the devil,” he muttered,
as he watched Don Francisco hur-
riedly excuse himself and leave the
room.,

Jed Hannigan had been in hiding,
and the Rio Kid, hunting him after
the fight at the basin, had had his
hands full with various problems.
Now Hannigan had come to the ha-
cienda. The Rio Kid got up, and
strolled out into the shadows of the
patio,

Perez was near the gate. Hannigan
was facing him, with light from a
window falling on his face,

“I want my money, Don Francisco,”
Hannigan was growling. “Yuh’ve
owed me for years and so have yore
friends here. In the past month the
supplies sent you fellers in Valcito
run into tens of thousands of dollars
for which I hold yore notes and
theirs. I mean to collect—and now—
or I'll foreclose and seize yore prop-
erties here.”

“I need more time,” Perez replied.

“Time?” snarled Hannigan. “Yuh’ve
had all yuh’re goin’ to get.”

The great thought in the Rio Kid’s
mind was that it was Hannigan who
had riled up the Navajos and been
responsible for so many deaths. Han-
nigan had always sent Perez what he
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ordered, and never before had de-
manded money. Like all his kind, Don
Francisco was not a shrewd business-
man. He had, the Rio Kid guessed,
signed whatever Hannigan put before
him, too proud and careless to argue
about financial matters. And now—

Hannigan had a legal claim to the
lands of Valcito!

“The war has cost me a great deal,”
pleaded Perez. “Much stock was run
off during the trouble, by Indians and
rustlers.”

“Pay,” insisted Hannigan, “or I'll
take your lands and property. These

know what to do, with his shrewd
business sense and knowledge of
horse markets, would Barron. He
could save Pérez and the fortunes of
the Spanish dons in Valcito. He
would marry into the family and make
the great properties pay.

A few of Barron’s blooded horses,
including the stallion, had been recov-
ered near the Circle S, and the mus~
tang breed could be built up.

Hannigan was the stumbling-block,
If he seized Valcito .

The Rio Kid was strolling over to
join the party by the gate.
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mortgages and notes are iron-clad,
Perez. I’'m sick of yore high-falutin’
ways with me, and now it’s my turn.”
Hannigan patted his breast pocket.
It rustled with papers in there,

“Good,” thought the Rio Kid. “He’s
got ’em on him!”

Across the great patio, two heads
were silhouetted against a wide win-
dow. Young Art Barron sat there,
with Senorita Dolores Perez at his
side. The Rio Kid was aware that
Barron and the girl were deeply in
love, The homeless wanderer had
found his place in life, He would

“Hullo, Hannigan,” he said easily,

ANNIGAN scowled at him,
“I don’t want any truck with
you, outlaw,” he said harshly,
“Well, I got an account to settle
with you, Hannigan,” remarked Pryor,
holding out the newspaper with the
lying account of himself in it. “Eat
e
“What?”
“Eat it, I said. Yuh heard me.”
“This is an outrage,” Hannigan
whined, but the Rio Kid’s eyes fright-
ened him. {
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“Start eatin’. Egghead Pete spilt
the whole dirty business, how you
hired him and his renegades, and the
Stensen and Phillips’ gangs to run
that war. I didn’t savvy it all till to-
day. John Frémont supplied the an-
swer, the key. I know what yuh’re
after, tryin’ to ruin Perez and his
friends and get their lands.”

Don Francisco stared at the Rio
Kid.

“What is this?” he asked.

The Rio Kid was busy with Han-
nigan who,’afraid of the lithe scout,
was chewing up pieces of his news-
paper and trying to swallow it.

“No white men’s court,” mumbled
Hannigan, blinking, “will believe
Egghead Pete’s lies. Everybody sav-
vies he’s a no-good, thievin’ weed-
chewer.”

The Rio Kid nodded sadly. “I agree

we couldn’t convict yuh. Yore pards

are all dead and can’t tell on yuh, and
as yuh say, Egghaid’s no use to us
in court. Anyway, none of ’em sav-
vied yore game entirely. The war
forced Perez deeper and deeper into
yore debt. Him and his Spanish
friends around Valcito signed the
mortgages and notes yuh shoved un-
der their noses.”

Hannigan’s face was purple as he
tried to swallow mouthfuls of pulp
with his lying words on it.

“However,” went on Pryor, “I don’t
hold to all that legal stuff, Hannigan.
I’ll hunt yuh down when I get to it.
It won't be long till I settle in full
with you.” He shrugged and turned
his back.

Hannigan saw his chance. He swore,
whipped a Colt from inside his jacket,
« and fired at the Rio Kid.

“He threatened me with death!” he
screamed, spitting out wads of paper.

The Rio Kid, figuring Hannigan
would try to finish him when he
swung away, was already falling. The
bullet from Hannigan’s gun kissed his
Stetson crown, and drove on into the
house wall. Pryor, gun flashing out
with the speed of legerdemain, shot

back under his left armpit.

A yard from the astounded Perez,
frozen where he stood, Hannigan
caught the Rio Kid’s lead in the nose.
It pierced through to the brain, and
he stood for a moment before col-
lapsing heavily at Don Francisco’s
feet. :

The Rio Kid jumped in, kicked
away Hannigan’s gun, and put a hand
inside the trader’s pocket. He pulled
out the sheaf of papers, the mortgages
and notes with which Hannigan had
meant to ruin Don Perez and Valcito,
by seizing the land.

Before Perez could ask what he was
up to, Pryor had touched a match to
the sheaf and stood there, watching
them flare and burn.

T THE sound of shooting, Fré-
mont and Sherman came running

out, with Kit Carson bringing up the
rear, painfully leaning on O-ke-bah.
“It’s all settled, gents,” remarked
the Rio Kid calmly. “Hannigan got
what he asked for. He won’t bother
yuh nor will them notes, either, Perez,
Frémont, I reckon now’s the time to

_ tell Don Francisco what yuh told Car-

son and me when we got back from
the mountains.”

John Frémont nodded. “I found
out what Hannigan was after,” Fré-
mont announced. “The Rio Kid
started me off, when he pointed out
some reddish stains on the sheep wool.
They were copper stains, worn off
when the animals brushed against de-
posits in the nearby hills. While Kit
and the Rio Kid were gone, I explored
the neighboring ground, and there are
great copper mines all about us. We
decided to keep it under our hats un-
til the proper moment.”

* * * & ®

In the morning, General Sherman
prepared to take his leave of his
friends at Valcito.

Bigfoot Wallace, too, was on his
way.

“C’'mon, Rio Kid,” Bigfoot urged.
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“We’ll haid for Santa Fé and have
the biggest blow-off ever ’fore I have
to get back ‘on that tarnation stage
box. I must say we didn’t get much
elk or grizzly huntin’, dog it. What
a vacation! Sleepin’ near a house al-
ways did annoy me.”

“I ain’t goin’ to Santa Fé, Bigfoot,”
said the Rio Kid. “Reckon Ill take a
fling at Gen’ral Sherman’s game in
Colorado.”

“Oh, shucks. Then I got to ride
alone. Well, adios, Rio Kid—and you,
too, Mexes, and all. See yuh again.”

IGFOOT rode off, back to his job

in Santa Fé. Kit Carson and Fré-
mont would drop off at Taos, while the
Rio Kid swung in beside General Sher-
man, headed for Fort Lyon. As soon

as Celestino recovered from his
wound, he was to follow his friend,

Sherman and the Rio Kid rode at
the head of the troopers, the general’s
three-star guidon waving in the fresh
breeze. The blue-clad, crack cavalry-
men, with broad yellow stripes down
the seams of their blue pants, field
hats jaunty on their groomed heads,
tunics spick-and-span, and gleaming
high boots, made a beautiful picture.
It was one that brought back with
nostalgic force to Bob Pryor the days
of the War, when he had been a cav-
alry captain and, on Saber, led his
men.

But the danger trail called again,
in another way, and the hot blood of
the Rio Kid replied as he set Saber
at a sharp clip ahead.
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SIX-SHOOTER SYMBOL

By CHARLES HANDLEY

An outlaw gang makes

use of Pop Williams’

ferry as an escape conveyvance just once too often!

HE shooting over on the
north side of the river
made Pop Williams drop
his corncob pipe. It was
Pete Tyler’s signal. He
retrieved the bowl from

> the floor of the ferry,

“ "but the reedlike stem had
disappeared through a crack between
the planks. Shoving the bowl into
a pocket of a sheepskin reefer, he
lumbered over to the offshore winch
and started winding in cable, slowly
nosing the boat upstream.

The ferry inched through the shal-
lows out into the Ione River. Cables
leading from both ends of the boat to
the cross-river line tightened against
pulley wheels as water, flowing
swiftly along its angled side, drove
the ferry toward the opposite shore.
Automatically Pop made his way to
the other winch and paid out line.
The shore side of the ferry slipped
farther downstream until the current
drew the cross-river cable taut, bring-
ing a familiar whine from rapidly
turning pulley wheels.

The loss of the pipe stem worried
Pop. It was a bad omen. He had lost
a stem just before Bill, Pop’s son, had
disappeared into the river like that
last spring. They had found his bat-
tered body on a sand bar two miles
down-river. Bill had left a wife and
a four-year-old boy, and Pop was go-
ing to have to carry on until Little
Bill was old enough to take care of
.his mother. He’d have to get over
his jumpiness. The river didn’t make
allowances for folks’ troubles.

There had been a time when Pop
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had made the cross-river cable scream
by angling the boat sharply into the
treacherous current. Now, because of
Mary and Little Bill, he had to take
things easy. Too much responsibility
to risk a mishap.

What if Pete Tyler had stuck a gun
in his back for more speed when he
had. taken him across that morning?
Pop knew how much the old cable
would stand, and if it snapped what
would happen to Mary and Little
Bill?

ETE TYLER was yelling at Pop

now before the ferry reached
mid-stream. Each curse in the long
tirade made Pop Williams’ stomach
muscles jerk, but he kept methodi-
cally at his work of easing the angle
of the boat at the winches until it
drifted against the north bank.

One of Tyler’s men jumped onto
the ferry, dropped the end chain. The
boat began to rock under hoofs of
nervous mounts as Tyler and three of
his gang, each leading a spare horse,
boarded.

“Get this scow out into the river
and be darned quick about it!” Tyler
snapped. “Next time I signal you to
come over and you don’t hurry I’ll
give you a gun-whippin’, savvy?”

Pop Williams, long familiar with
four-flushers like Tyler, didn’t reply.
There had been a time when he would
have invited the glass-eyed, chinless
renegade to carry out his threat. He
wasn’t afraid of him now, but he had
to keep out of trouble. '

Fats Conklin, Tyler’s echo, shoved
Pop away from the offshore winch,



started winding in cable to reverse
the angle.of the flatboat.

“Get on the other handle, Pete,” he
said, “before we get company.”

“We’ll have to make two trips,” Pop
protested, “Six head of stock is as
much as she’ll carry. I know, I—"

The ferry, riding low in the water,
was already headed into the current,
Pulley wheels groaned, the tower on
the north bank squeaked like an over-
loaded trestle, The men at the
winches laughed at Pop Williams’
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Tyler blasted one shot,
shooting off the
sherifi's hat

desperate warning to ease off.

With shoulder muscles bunched,
Pop listened for the tell-tale sounds
of parting cable as he watched the
stretching arc of the cross-river line,
It warmed him inside to see the old
outfit stand up under this terrific
strain, but in spite of his pride he
knew that when the sharply angled
boat hit the heavy current the cable
would snap. Funny about that pipe
stem omen. Some folks didn’t believe
in such things,
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Pop thought about the old six-
shooter in the tool box. Time was
when his right hip would have felt
bare without that gun. It had been
with him through many hell-roaring
years when, as marshal of the cow-
_ town of Benton, he had ruled with a
firm but tolerant hand. He had been
revered by his friends and feared by
renegades like Tyler.

Now Gabby Jackson was seated on
the tool box. The gun would be of
no use anyway with four killers
spread all over the ferry. If Mary
and Little Bill only had some place
to go it wouldn’t be so bad. Pop
started to peel off his coat.

“Goin’, fer a swim, Pop?” Tyler
roared. “Feared of your own mud
scow?”

“We're all goin’ for a swim,” Pop
replied grimly. “That is, them of us
that can swim. The rest is goin’ to
drown.”

When the ferry hit the main cur-
rent Pop had his denims and boots
off. The boat suddenly jerked. Water
poured over the upstream side. A
horse reared, sending the others into
tangled confusion. The main cable
groaned out its death wail.

“Ease off, Fats!” Tyler yelled. “For
God’s sake, ease off ! I can’t swim!”

Pop grabbed a two-by-four and
fought his way through the mass of
shifting horseflesh to where Fats
Conklin was jerking frantically at the
cast-iron safety dog of the south bank
winch. There was no time to explain
that if Conklin managed to get that
dog loose the cable would unwind and
upset the overloaded ferry. Pop
slammed the two-by-four against Fats’
Stetson, lunging over the slumping
heavy body to take his plaece at the
winch.

EVERISHLY, using the two-by-
' four as a brake, Pop loosened the
dog, allowing the cable to pay off
slowly. The boat rolled from side to
side, taking water over the deck with
every completed move. Frantic ani-

mals became unmanageable; snorting
and plunging, they were oblivious of
the curses of frightened men.

In spite of Pop’s efforts the ferry
rammed into the south bank with a
force that unfooted man and beast.
Pop moved outside the railing and
watched the mélée.

When the renegades finally got the
horses ashore, Pete Tyler came back
and grabbed Pop by the arm.

“Listen, you old buzzard,” he
snarled. ‘“Let that be a lesson to you.
The next time I signal you, get a
move on!”

The fact that Tyler’s coyotelike
face was still bloodless from the scare
he had received failed to lighten Pop’s
burden. There was no telling what
damage had been done until he had
had a chance to thoroughly inspect
the ferry and the cable line.

“If the sheriff should come along,
we ain’t crossed today,” Tyler went
on. “You remember that, or I'll clean
you out complete, savvy? That goes
for everything you got, includin’ the
gal an’ the kid.”

“I’ll second them sentiments!” Fats
Conklin exclaimed. “And here’s some-
thin’ for the rap you give me with
that two-by-four!”

Fats lashed out at Pop, driving his
burly fist against the oldster’s chin.
Pop’s knees buckled, he slumped over
the railing. In a dazed working of
his thoughts he memembered that
Mary and Little Bill would soon be
coming along with his supper. Hop-
ing these men would leave, he feigned
unconsciousness and slid to the deck.
The Tyler gang rode swiftly up the
bank and away.

When Mary and Little Bill did ar-
rive Pop said nothing about what had
happened, but he wouldn’t let them
ride across the river with him to pick
up the riders now appearing on the
opposite shore. He hadn’t had a
chance to check the cable supports.

He explained to Mary that he had
hit the shore a mite heavy, and she
helped him pry the ferry loose.
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“I wish you’d let me run the ferry
mornings,  Dad,” she said, her oval,
tanned face flushed from exertion. “I
can handle it all right, and you look
like you've been working too hard.
Why don’t you and Billy take care of
the house until dinner time each
day?”

“Say I can run the ferry, too!”
Little Bill piped. “If'n Mom’ll he’p
me with the winches.”

“We’ll talk about that later,” Pop
promised. “Looks like Sheriff Len
Thompson and a posse on the other
- side. I'll eat after I bring ’em across.”

The sheriff dismounted and stepped
into the ferry as it nosed against the
north bank. Long years of riding had
shaped his legs to the saddle. Hair
was graying at the temples and steely
gray eyes revealed the hardness nec-
essary to his trade.

“How long since Pete Tyler and his
gang crossed, Pop?” he inquired with
studied casualness.

Pop started to reply, then suddenly
turned and stared across the river to
where Mary and Little Bill were
waiting. There was no doubt in his
mind but that Tyler would carry out
his threats. He couldn’t protect them
against Tyler and mind his job at the
same time, and the sheriff wouldn’t
do anything until after something had
. happened to them.

“I asked you a question, Pop.”

Pop turned slowly to avoid reveal-
ing the turbulency of his feelings. He
had -never been a liar. He couldn’t
start now. Yet— ‘

“Tyler came across to the north side
early this mornin’,” he replied truth-
fully.

“When did he go back?”

Pop sucked in a deep breath, looked
the sheriff straight in doubtful eyes,
and lied evasively. “I ain’t collected
any fares from Tyler goin’ back yet.”

After a moment the sheriff replied,
“I’ll take your word for it, Pop, be-
cause I ain’t never known you to lie,
but if I find out you are lyin’—some-
body else’ll be runnin’ this ferry,

pronto.” The sheriff mounted and led
the posse on the back trail. :

Pop vainly trying to justify the lie
he had told the sheriff, swallowed
hard as he worked on the offshore
winch. The ferry moved back out
into the river. The setting sun re-
flected red from the clear water. Mary
and Little Bill were waiting on the
south side. Pop had forgotten about
his supper.

OP WILLIAMS heard the riders

outside the cabin before one of
them banged at the door. Folks knew
he wouldn’t take the ferry across
after dark unless someone wanted
Doc Ellis, and this sounded like a
bunch headed for a spree in Coulee
City. He fingered his sparse hair
sleepily, then got up and lit a lamp
It was almost midnight.

“Get a move on you, Pop 1 called
an unpleasantly familiar voice.

The sound of the deep-throated
voice made Pop’s blood race. What
did Pete Tyler want at this time of
night? He had lied to the sheriff as
protection against the dirty son.
What now?

Mary called sleepily from the other
room. “Is somebody sick, Dad?”

“Go back to sleep, honey; it’s just
some of the boys stranded on the
wrong side of the river.,” Wondering
at his ability to lie so glibly Pop
slipped into jeans and boots, lighted
a lamp, and stepped outside.

“Just thought I'd drop by and tell
you you did a good ]db stallin’ the
sheriff this afternoon,” Tyler said.
“I had Fats stay behind to watch
you~’l

Pop’s suspicious blue eyes blinked
dazedly as he waited for Tyler to
continue. He knew that Tyler would
not come back to thank him for any--
thing. From the renegade’s squinty
expression he suspected he was to be
put on the rack again.

“Get into some duds and take us
across the river,” Tyler went on.

Pop shook his head. “You danged
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- near wrecked the. ferry this after-
noon, Tyler. It ain’t safe. I intend
to check the cable and supports come
daylight.”

Pop had already checked the ferry,
had tightened beams on the towers
and had driven spikes with a ten-
pound sledge. By lantern light he had
jerked his tired body across the Ione,
riding a rope sling attached to a spare
pulley, to inspect the twisted steel
cable. He had found it intact.

Tyler grinned. Yellow light from
the lamp inside reflected frome his
buck teeth. He grabbed Pop’s under-
shirt and twisted a knot of it in his
clenched fist.

“You lied to the sheriff this after-
noon, you old buzzard. That makes
you one of us. From now on you'll
do as I say. Mebbe you'd like to have
me leave Fats with the girl till we
get back. He’s kind’'ve taken a likin’
to that filly.”

“I’'ll go,” Pop said huskily. “Reckon
they ain’t no choice.”

On the way to the ferry Pop got
to thinking about his old six-shooter
wrapped in oiled rags in the tool box.
He started to flex his fingers like he
used to do in the old days when he
was marshal of Benton. But these
were not the same hands. Knuckles
cracked; tendons had lost their elas-
ticity.

Refusing to accept the evidence of
his physical insufficiency, he started
to plan a campaign of action. If he
could get the goods on Tyler, the
sheriff would do the rest. Tyler
would be taken out of circulation
and—

“You’re goin’ to keep the ferry on
the other -side till we come back,”
Tyler was saying.

Pop nodded absently. He’d have to
get the goods on the whole bunch;
Tyler, Fats Conklin, Gabby Jackson
and Luke Stull. Like as not they were
up to something tonight. The sheriff—

Tyler grabbed Pop’s left ear and
twisted until his head roared. “Lis-
ten, you! When I talk, you pay atten-

.ferry. The others

tion. You’re goin’ to keep the ferry
on the other side till we come back,
savvy?”’

“I heard you, Tyler,” Pop replied
meekly. Tyler was expecting to use
the ferry again as a getaway. He
could wait until they were almost to
the river, then he could move the
ferry away from the shore. The
sheriff would be on their trail. They
wouldn’t get on the south bank again.
Not if Pop had to gun ’em all. They
had made a mistake when they had
threatened Mary and Little Bill,

' E north bank was clear in the

moonlight as the ferry drifted
out into the current. Tyler discussed
the night’s work with the men as
though Pop were not present. They
were going to rob the bank in Coulee
City! It was right in line with Pop’s
plan. It would give him a chance to
redeem himself for the lies he had
told.

“You have this mud scow ready to
take off the minute we get here,”
Tyler warned. ‘“After tonight you
won’t have to worry about us no
more, less’n Fats don’t get over his
yen for the gal.”

The others guffawed at Tyler's pun
but Fats remained silent. Pop thought
about the six-shooter and his plan,
and kept his mouth shut. There was
nothing he could do now. Later it
would be a different story. Tyler,
overconfident, was forgetting that
Pop had once been marshal of Ben-
ton. But Pop’s elation was short-
lived. ‘

When they reached the north banl
Tyler held a whispered consultation
with Luke Stull, and that thick-set,
gorilla-faced outlaw remained on the
spurred their
mounts toward Coulee City.

Pop felt like a bursted balloon, He
had not counted on Tyler leaving a
guard. Loss of the confidence born of
wishful thinking made his heart pinch
with fear that he had outlived his
usefulness in a country where only
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brawn and guts counted.

He should have taken Mary and
Little Bill into Coulee City. He had
thought of it many times—during
high water or when lightning-struck

- trees crashed about the cabin or when
Little Bill was burning with fever.
But the thought of working all day
on the river to go to a gloomy, empty
cabin at night had made him an easy
victim to Mary’s laughing refusal to
consider the matter.

Now it was too late. Pop had seen
things like this happen before. Fats
Conklin would risk his neck to get
what he wanted—and he wanted
Mary.

Glancing moodily at Luke Stull,
Pop picked up the sledge, ambled
over and laid it down near the tool
box. He lifted the lid of the box and
looked at his old Peacemaker, care-
fully wrapped
packed into its holster. If he could
get it unwrapped without arousing
suspicion. . . .

“Don’t you get no ideas, Pop,”
warned Stull.

Pop Williams felt Stull’s beady
eyes on his back and his hands quiv-
ered, but he reached into the box,
slid the weapon from its case and
grabbed the end of the wrapping,

“Get your mitts out’ve there, you
old skinflint!”

Pop’s right hand closed on the han-
dle of a monkey wrench. He lifted it
slowly, still grasping the rag. The
six-shooter rolled free among the
tools. Turning carefully, he eyed
Stull’s drawn weapon.

“Got to do some work on the off-
shore winch, Luke,” he said, “other-
wise we might not get across again.
It takes a powerful swimmer to beat
the Ione. My boy was among the best
and it got him.”

F THIS plan worked he could get
Len Thompson alone and explain
that lie before Mary and Little Bill
found out about it. The sheriff had
a couple of kids of his own. He'd

in oiled rags and.

understand that Pop was only trying
to protect his kin even if he did sell
out to a bunch of rattlesnakes to do it.

“The water’s powerful cold, Luke,”
he went on desperately. “If that off-
shore cable lets loose, we're goners
because the ferry will go lengthwise
with the current, get caught in the
eddy, and turn turtle. I got to tighten
that dog and they ain’t no two ways
about it.”

Stull was standing spraddle-legged
on the deck, his heavy jaw protrud-
ing, body bent forward. In the moon-
light he looked like an angered go-
rilla. He started forward.

Pop dropped the lid of the tool
box, hurried over to the off-shore
winch and fitted the wrench jaws to
the nut on the end of the cast-iron
dog.

“Gimme that wrench,” Stull
snapped. ‘“You might get ideas about
stallin’ us, but I can see clean through
you. If you think I’m as dumb as that
you've got another think comin’.”

“I’ll put it back,” Pop replied sul-
lenly. “Don’t blame me if they’s trou-
ble, though.”

Inside, Pop was panicky. If Stull
put the wrench back he’d see the six-
shooter. If the gun was taken from
him, Pop felt he would be done for.
He had steeped himself in lies until
his brain reeked with the stench of
them, and that gun was the only sym-
ol of self-respect he had left, the
only means of protecting Mary and
Little Bill.

“Gimme that wrench!”

Pop jumped, purposely letting the
tool drop into the river. Stull cursed
him roundly and told him to go and
sit quietly until Tyler came back.

Pop sat down and stared vacantly
across the river. What would happen
to Mary and Little Bill? He’d lose
his license. Little doubt about that.
He’d betrayed his trust. What little
he would get for the ferry wouldn’t
keep Mary and Little Bill for long.

If he could only think clearly he
might be able to figure a way out, but
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now all he could visualize was prison

walls and his family left to the hellish
whims of Fats Conklin. Pete Tyler
had spoken the truth., When Pop lied
to the sheriff he had branded himself
as one of the outlaws.

DAWN was breaking when Tyletr’s
renegade trio came thundering
toward the ferry. Sporadic gunfire
told a story that made Luke Stull
lunge for the Winchester in his sad-
dle scabbard. Fats Conklin, hatless,
and with a bandanna around his fore-
head, rode double behind Gabby Jack-
son. The heaving pony plunged onto
the deck.

Pete Tyler’s horse lost footing at
the top of the incline. Tyler fell
clear, jumped to his feet and whirled
around just as the sheriff’s posse came
riding after him. He blasted one shot
at the foremost rider, shooting off the
sheriff’s hat, and then lunged down
the bank after his floundering horse,

“Cut her loose!” Jackson yelled as
Conklin slid from his winded bay to
stick a forty-five into Pop s ribs,

“Tyler ain’t here yet,” Pop pleaded,
stalling for time. “You ain’t gonna
turn snake on him.”

“To heck with Tyler! Cut her loose
I tell you!”

Pop started for the offshore winch,
but Luke Stull beat him to it and was
winding in line like a maniac. For-
getting Pop for the moment Conklin
rushed to help Jackson. The ferry
slid out into the stream,

There was a wild cursing and Pete
Tyler, carrying saddle bags, splashed
hip-deep through the shallows to
crawl onto the gliding boat. They
were picking up speed when bullets
started to whine, sending up tiny
geysers. of water or burying them-
selves into water-soaked planks.

- Pop dropped to the planking,
crawled toward the tool box and his
six-shooter, For the moment he for-
got the passage of years. The’ smelil
of black powder from the bucking
guns of the outlaws brought back

vivid memories of the night he had
cleaned out the Benton gang.

Shiny beads of perspiration trickled
down his furrowed cheek. His eyes
glittered, and a grim smile came to
his weather-beaten lips. He laughed
when a slug plucked at his greasy
Stetson. His expression did not
change when half an ounce of lead
burned along his right hip.

The ferry was gaining speed, pul-
leys whining over the cross-river ca-
ble. Heedless of rearing, frightened
ponies, the outlaws shifted positions
and flattened themselves on deck to
avoid the bombardment from the
posse on the north shore. Pop’s throat
filled as he saw Luke Stull drop be-
hind the tool box to level a Winches-
ter across its slanting top. Pop knew
he couldn’t get his six-shooter now,
and in thirty seconds it might be too
late.

Grabbing the sledge, he rose to his
feet and jumped into the mass of
frantic horseflesh. He was knocked
down, but reached the opposite side
of the ferry still clenching the handle
of the heavy tool. One swing, and
the cast-iron dog that kept the cable
drum from unwinding parted and
dropped to the deck.

The effect was instantaneous. The
cable line reeled out, the clear, swift
water of the Ione swung the ferry
around to bring it to a crack-the-whip
stop with the south bank end headed
downstream. Two horses plunged
over the low-hung end chain to dash
headlong into the water.

Outlaws grabbed desperately for
hand holds, but Pop allowed the mo-
mentum to carry him across the deck
where he skidded on his knees to the
tool box that held his old Peace-
maker.

Pop Williams wasn’t awkward now,
Even as the towers on both banks
squealed and ripped apart, he slid his
gnarled hand under the lid and then
grabbed the gun that had carried him
through years of violence and blood-
shed.
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The ferry hung in midstream with
the tenacity of a bulldog, its upriver
end clear of the water, but finally the
Ione had its way and the cross-river
cable snapped, sending the boat shoot-
ing down the river.

Luke Stull reacked for Pop’s leg
only to receive a boot-kick in the
shoulder that sent him overboard, use-
lessly screaming and fighting against
the pull of the current.

Across the deck the three remain-
ing outlaws clung to their prone po-
sitions. Pop got to his feet, stood,
legs spread, sure of his footing on the
rolling deck, proud of the river that
made him the equal of younger men.

Pete Tyler raised his cutter and
dropped the hammer. Pop grunted,
and the old gun bucked in his hand.
The bullet pierced Tyler’s chest,
bringing a deep-throated moan.

Pop grinned as the other two flat-
tened on deck, howling their sur-
render and hugging planks desper-
ately until the ferry beached on the
sand bar where they had found Bill
Williams’ corpse last spring. It wasn’t
until the sheriff’s posse came crashing
down the bank through the willows
that Pop became aware of the fact
that Tyler’s bullet had hit him.

The bed felt mighty good to Pop
Williams even if every move sent pain
devils racing through his stiff body.
Mary had taken the rowboat across

and had returned with Pop, the sheriff
and Doc Ellis. Doc had given Pop a
tough time with probings and anti-
septics, but that was over now.

“We got the loot,” the sheriff was
saying. “Danged if I see how that
ferry kept from going over and drop-
ping Tyler’s saddle-bags in the river,
but it did. If Pop hadn’t of stopped
the gang they’d of gotten away, too.
As it is we got rid of the Tyler bunch
complete. Tyler’s dead, we’ll find Luke
Stull’s carcass in a day or two, and the
other two’ll get plenty at the hands
of the law.”

Pop moved, grunting from sudden
pain. Mary was at his side, rubbing
soft hands along his weathered
cheeks, her blue eyes tear-filled.

“He’ll come out of it all right,” Doc
said. “Be ridin’ the river again in a
few weeks.”

The sheriff added: “The reward
will fix up the ferry so everything is
goin’ to be all right, Mary. You should
be mighty proud of him for the way
he mopped up on that Tyler gang.
And I thought he—"

“He thought I was a l-i-a-r,” Pop
broke in hurriedly, spelling the word
to keep it from reaching Little Bill's
curious ears.

“If'n he figgered that, he is a liar
his ownself,” Little Bill said emphat-
ically. “The only time you lie is when
you tell me stories.”
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“"Come on—movel’* The sapped killer's automatic covered Zane

Wrong Train

By FRANK STONE

Bob Zane and Ann Camp miss their stop—but don't
miss any excitement when six-gun trouble stalks!

ANE should  have left the
Limited at the Junction and
: : caught the local train south
to Tucson. Ann should have got off
with him. But somehow they’d become
so interested in each other that they
didn’t hear the porter announce the
Junction, And now here they were,
an hour’s ride west, shivering on the
platform of Johnson’s Siding, first
stop west of the Junction, a wind-
swept cattle-shipping point on the
great Arizona desert. Eastbound
Number Six was due to pass here
around midnight, and it could be flag-
stopped to take them back to civiliza-
tion.

It had taken some fast talking on
Bob Zane’s part to induce the con-
ductor of the streamlined Los Angeles
Limited to stop his sleek express at
Johnson’s Siding—fast talking a bit of

1)

green stuff that Bob had in his wallet.
Owner of a cow spread near Tucson,
he did a lot of shipping on the Santa
Fe, and that may have had something
to do with it. But anyway, the Limited
had stopped, and here he was, with
Ann Camp, at Johnson’s Siding.

He grinned down at Ann—tiny in
spite of spike-heeled sandals. Her big
blue eyes stared up at him and he real-
ized he couldn’t be blamed for forget-
ting to change trains, Men had
forgotten empires when eyes like that
worked on them.

“Well,” he said, “here we are—
marooned on the desert, How do yuh
like it?”

Ann shivered. She clutched Zane’s
arm and nestled her slim body close to
his. Far away, a coyote howled his
mournful good-by to the setting sun.

“I—I don’t like it, Bob,” she whis-
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pered. “I’'m s-scared. It’s so lonely.”

Chuckling, Zane led the way toward
the dilapidated-looking depot. His
gray eyes swept out over the rest of
the Siding—trading-post stere, Mex
saloon, two falling-down shacks, ship-
ping pens, the depot and a water tank.
A nice place to be stuck in. Still, with
a girl like Ann stuck with him—Bob
Zane wasn’t too unhappy.

The station agent’s name was Hank
Wailson. He was gray-haired, stooped,
wizened. There was something fur-
tive, scared-looking about him. Zane
saw him take his hand away from the
butt of a gun in his desk drawer as he
asked when Number Six was due.

“’Round midnight, if she’s on time,”
said Wilson. “O’ course, she never is,
which’ll make it ’round one o’clock—
if yubh’re lucky. Yuh get. off the
Limited?”

Zane nodded. “Forgot to change at
the Junction,” he explained,

ANK WILSON peered at Bob

and Ann over his steel-rimmed
glasses. “Fergot to get off, hey?” He
chuckled. “Can’t say as I blame yuh,
young feller.  Might fergit most any-
thing myself, was I yore age and trav-
elin’ with a purty young filly like—
beg pardon, ma’am. I mean—"

Zane laughed. “Forget it, old-
timer,” he said. “Is there any place
around here where we can get some-
thing to eat?”

“Pete’s saloon,” said Wilson. “Don’t
look so good from the outside, but he
shore knows how to broil a steak. Tell
him I sent yuh.”

Hank was right. Pete’s Mexican
cantina didn’t look like much, but
Zane had never tasted a better steak.

Comfortably full, he and Ann saun-

tered back to the depot. As they
stepped through the door, old Hank
whirled from his telegraph desk to
face them. He was gripping an old
Colt .45. =

“Oh, it’s you two, huh?” he grunted,
relaxing and put the gun back in the
open drawer of the desk. “Was figger-

in’ it might be—"

He broke off and turned back to his
chattering instrument. Bob Zane
frowned, Something was wrong. Usu-
ally the agents in these little desert
whistle stops were more than glad to
have someone from outside to talk to.
But Hank Wilson acted as if he were
afraid of something, as if he expected
trouble.

Zane didn’t say anything about it,
however. For one thing, he didn’t
want to worry Ann. This was her first
trip to the Southwest—she had a
teaching job waiting for her in Tucson
—and was full of weird ideas about
the desert. She hadn’t seen Hank’s
gun, and Zane hoped she wouldn’t,

An hour passed, then two. Outside,
the desert wind howled ceaselessly.
The tiny depot quavered under the
blast. Ann Camp snuggled into the
protective curve of Bob’s arm. Behind
the telegraph window, old Hank Wil-
son’s sounder chattered and snapped.

Suddenly the two bare electric bulbs
in the depot went out.

Old Hank.swore, and they heard
him shove back his chair and get to his
feet. v :

“Blasted fuse,” the old agent mut-
tered. “Third one this week. I'll fix
it this time. Put a penny behind ’er.
Then let’s see ’er blow., All damn fool-
ishness.”
~ He shuffled out of the office and
crossed the waiting room. Bob Zane
saw his stooped form outlined for a
second against the gray rectangle of
the door. Then he was gone. The
young cattleman tightened his arm
around Ann’s slim shoulders. For the
first time he became aware of the loud
ticking of the wall clock.

“Where’s he going?” Ann asked,
her voice slightly quavery.

“To fix the fuse,” Zane told her.
“A lot of these old-time buildin’s have
the switch and fuse box outside. Take
it easy, Ann. There’s nothin’ to be
scared about. Number Six is due in a
little over an hour now.”

The lights came on again. They
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heard old Hank’s shuffling footsteps
coming around toward the door. Smil-
ing, the young rancher glanced up to
watch the agent come in. And sud-
denly, Zane froze in his seat.

Hank Wilson came in, with his
hands raised to the level of his ears.
The old man’s face was deathly white,
and his faded eyes were fairly bulg-
ing in their sockets. Behind him,
holding an automatic jammed against
the old man’s spine, came a short, cold-
faced gent, wearing a cap, who had
“killer” stamped all over him.

The gunman’s pale eyes flicked over
to Zane and the girl. A cruel grin
quirked his thin lips.

“Company, huh?” he gritted. “Well,
on yore feet and follow the old guy
into the office. There’s somethin’ in
his safe I'm after, and I'm not leavin’
vou out here. Come on—move!” His
automatic covered Bob Zane,

HERE was nothing to do but
obey. With Ann clutching his
arm, Zane got up and moved into the
partitioned-off telegraph office. The
capped killer motioned the station
agent over to an old-fashioned safe,
“Open it, hombre,” the gunman
snapped. “I ain’t got all night, I
know yuh’ve got the El1 Muchacho
payroll in there. Kitchins ain’t come
down for it yet. So open up, pronto,
unless. yuh want a slug in yore
brisket.”

Hank Wilson knelt beside the tinny
safe, Bob Zane, watching, thought he
had the picture. The El Muchacho
was a fair-sized gold mine operating
in the mountains near Johnson’s Sid-
ing., From what the bandit-had said,
Zane realized that the mine payroll
was being held in the station safe for
the messenger, Kitchins,

The iron door swung open, and old
Hank drew out a long brown manila
eavelope. The gunman, grinning
coldly, ripped it from the agent’s
hand. He tore open the end and
peered quickly inside.

“Okay,” he said. “This is it, all

right. Yuh’re smart, old guy. Now
just you and yore friends stay plenty
quiet till I have time to vamoose.”

His gun swept up suddenly and
roared fire and smoke, Three times
he fired, the bullets smashing the tele-
graph key and sounder and the trans-
mitter of the telephone on the desk.

“That’ll keep yuh from callin’ for
help,” he said. “Now, I'm on my way.”

For an instant his eyes wavered.
Bob Zane saw his chance and lunged
forward. The young rancher’s shoul-
der slammed against the bandit’s chest
knocking him sidewise. The gun
roared again and the slug bored into
the ceiling. With a yell, old Hank
leaped into action. -

Bob Zane swore. Old Hank and
the bandit tangled and fell, wrestling
to the floor. Zane danced around them,
fists clenched, watching for an open-
ing.

He never got it, The bandit’s gun
roared once more, and old Hank fell
back, blood spurting from a wound
in his chest. Zane let go with a round-
house swing that just grazed the ban-
dit’s jaw. With a howl, the man
dropped the gun and whirled toward
the door. It slammed behind him.

Zane swept up the fallen gun. He
reached the door in a single bound
and leaped outside. The bandit had
disappeared. Zane stood undecided,
breathing hard. Then he heard a car
cough into life out behind the depot
and started toward the sound.

There was a clash of gears, and tires
hummed against the sandy soil. No
lights showed as Zane leaped forward.
He saw a car racing down the wide
concrete highway, and slammed a
couple of shots after it. He must have
missed, because the car kept going.
Turning, he raced back to the depot.

With the gun still in his hand, he
stepped through the open door, :

“Drop that gun,” a voice barked
sharply. “Reckon we got yuh dead
to rights, killer.”

Zane dropped the gun as he found
himself confronted by two men, One
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.was a deputy sheriff. The other, in
riding pants and high-laced boots,
proved to be the messenger from the
El1 Muchache Mine. They had come
in from the north while the bandit
made his escape southward.

In vain Zane explained his and the
girl’s presence in the depot. The dep-
uty and the mining man wouldn’t be-
lieve him. Hank Wilson was dead, the
payroll gone —and there was Zane
with an empty gun in his hand. His
story, even with Ann’s corroboration,
about forgetting to get off the Lim-
ited, sounded pretty thin. The L.A.
Limited had never been known even
to slow up for Johnsen’s Siding.

“Yuh may be tellin’ the truth,” said

Deputy Anderson. “It sounds pretty
fishy to me, though. I'm takin’ yuh
in to the county seat, so the boss can
decide what to do. I didn’t see any-
thing of a car gettin’ away from
here.”

ND that was all there was to it.

No argument could make Ander-
son change his mind. Forcing Zane
inte the driver’s seat, with Ann beside
him, the deputy climbed into the ton-
neau and, with his gun menacing the
Tucson rancher, ordered Zane to head
for the county seat, fifteen miles to
the south. The mining man, Bill
Kitchins, stayed at the depot, with
Hank Wilson sprawled lifeless at his
feet.

That was the longest fifteen miles
Zane had ever driven. Not once did
the suspicious deputy relax his vigi-
lance. Ann’s hand was clamped about
Zane’s forearm, and he felt the shivers
that shook her slender body.

Wagonwheel, the county seat,
wasn’t much more than a cowtown.
Saloons with neon lights in their win-
dows were the only signs of life as
they rolled down the main street.
Then Zane saw the white-painted
front of the courthouse looming
ahead. A dim light glowed in a base-
ment window. That would be the
sheriff’s office.

He slowed for a cross street. A
creaking wagon rumbled across the
intersection. Kicking out of gear,
Zane waited. His gaze turned to the
squatty, false-fronted saloon at his
right. And at that moment, the door-
opened and a man came out.

Zane stared. He couldn’t believe his
eyes. The man leaving the saloon was
the bandit, the killer. of old Hank
Wilson!

“Look!” Zane exclaimed to Ander-
son. “There he is—the hombre who
killed Hank Wilson.”

“Bear grease!” said Deputy Ander-
son. “Do yuh think 'm that.loony.
Get goin’, Zane. The courthouse is
right down yonder.”

The killer was hurrying along Main
Street, just about to pass the dark
mouth of a narrow alley. He had
given no more than a glance to the
touring car in the street.

Zane shifted into second. His foot
tromped down hard on the gas as he
let in the clutch with a jerk that threw
Anderson back against the rear cush-
ion. Spinning the wheel, Zane raced
straight for the alley. Beside him,
Ann screamed. The killer loomed di-

.rectly in the headlight beams.

With a wild yell the man leaped
aside. Slapping the car out of gear,
Zane jerked on the emergency and
yanked open the left-hand door. He
hit the ground running, paid no at-
tention to Anderson’s frantic yell.

The deputy’s gun slammed loudly,
and the young rancher felt the wind
of the bullet as it rushed past his ear.
But the killer was sprinting up the
alley, and Zane didn’t intend to let
him get away.

He didn’t. But he almost did. He
was just wrenching at the closed rear
door of a saloon when his furious
pursuer hit him in a flying tackle that
knocked him away from the door and
down to the inch-deep dust of the
alley.

The killer howled curses and wrig-
gled like an eel in Zane’s grip. He
slammed his fists against his attack-
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: er”s head. Sheets of flame exploded in
the rancher’s brain, for the killer was
gripping a rock in each fist.

UT then Anderson and Ann came

running up. Dimly, as if from a
long way off, Zane heard the girl
scream: -

“Hit him! Don’t let him kill Bob.
Please—" :

Anderson waded in. His big hand
rose and fell, and his gun barrel
landed with a thud against the killer’s
skull. The fight ended abruptly.

Bob Zane got slowly to his feet. He
turned to Anderson. “This is yore
man,” he panted out.

But the deputy .wasn’t looking at
him. A stray beam of light from the
back room of the saloon fell full on
the unconscious killer’s face.

“Sneed I” the lawman gasped. “Killer
Sneed, alias Jack Slade.”

“Yuh oughta find the E1 Muchacho
payroll on him,” Zane said. “He hasn’t
had time to get rid of it.”

Anderson grunted queerly and knelt
down. His hand darted into the un-
conscious man’s coat pocket. It came
out gripping a long brown manila en-
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velope. The words “El Muchacho
Mine” were plainly printed on the
corner,

“I reckon that clears yuh, Zane,”
the deputy admitted. “And yuh got
a reward comin’ to yuh. Sneed’s
wanted in half a dozen states this side
of the Mississippi. Sorry I made such
a mistake in bringin’ yuh here.”

“But yuh didn’t make a mistake,”
said Zane, grinning. “Yuh did the best
thing yuh coulda done, bringin’ us
here to identify the killer. This musta
been a big surprise to Sneed.”

“Gosh, that’s right,” agreed Ander-
son, returning the smile. “But the re-
ward’s still yores. Let’s take this
coyote over to the sheriff’s office.”

“Sure,” said Zane promptly. “But
I think Miss Camp can use the reward
better’n I can. A weddin’ outfit would
be kinda hard to manage on a school
teacher’s salary. Wouldn’t it, Ann?”

The girl stared up at him with
starry eyes.

“Who cares about a trousseau?” she
murmured. “Give the reward to the
family of that—that poor old station
agent. Oh, Bob, just marry me and—
and take me home with you.”
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NIGHT
CALL

By GUNNISON STEELE

Bank-robbing owlhooters meet

their match when good old

friends get together around
Cedar Creek way!

HE town lay in quiet shad-
ows .as town marshal Eph
Tanner sent his old flivver

chugging along the narrow street that
led to Doc Keefer’s bungalow on the
edge of town. For forty years the
marshal and Doc had been cronies.
Many happy hours they had spent
- playing penny-ante poker and sipping
iced beer at Doc’s place.

Marshal Eph’s mouth watered as he
thought of that iced beer. He had
been on the go all day and half the
night, watching for the two bad ones
who had robbed the bank and shot the
girl cashier up at Rockport that morn-
ing. The robbers’ car had been found
abandoned in a ditch, but the thugs
had vanished. Likely stolen another
car, the State police said when they
phoned the town marshal.

“Keep a sharp look-out,” they had
said, and had warned, “if you spot
them, don’t try to capture them. No-
tify us.”

The marshal grimaced as he drew-

up before Doc Keefer’s place. He
hated law-breakers, especially the
kind who would shoot a girl.

The shades were drawn, but- Eph
could see a light inside. He tapped
on the door, He could hear sounds
inside, and presently a paunchy, be-
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spectacled little man opened the door
and peered out at him.

The marshal grinned. “Howdy,
Deoc,” he said, and pushed past him
into the room. “Saw yore light, and
thought mebbe—"

“Sorry, Eph—ain’t got time to-
night,” Doc said briskly. “Just startin’
out to Jim Tully’s place on Cedar
Creek. One of Jim’s kids has got
diphtheria.”

“One of the boys?” :

“No, girl. The youngest. Pretty
bad.”

Eph clucked sympathetically. “Fine
young ’uns, Jim’s are. Well, yot: scat
on out there. I'll get on. Pretty busy
myself, what with tryin’ to capture
them hold-ups. They’re bad ones.”

E WENT out, and presently Dec

heard his flivver chug away.
Then Doc turned, as two men came
into the room through a doorway that
connected with the kitchen and had
been partly open. The two were cold-
eyed, watchful, and one of them was
all humped over, clutching his side
where blood showed. They looked
suspiciously at Doc.

“Who was that old goat?” asked
the thin-faced young man who was
not hurt.

“Town marshal,” Doc said.

101 -
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“What did he want?”

“Beer.””  Doc sniffed. “That old
reprobate wouldn’t know a law-
breaker if one stepped on him. Yuh
told me to make some excuse, and I
did. Told him I was startin’ out to
Jim Tully’s place.”

“Good thing,” said the thLin-faced
man. “Get busy, now. Them hicks up
in Rockport got Louie this morning.
And we’re afoot. Yore job’s to get
that bullet out. Then we’ll lie down
. between the seats of yore car, and
yuh’ll cover us with blankets. Every-
body within fifty miles knows yuh.
When the law stop yuh, yuh’ll tell 'em
you're out on a call. It’ll be a cinch
to sift through the whole she-bang.
And if yuh try anything funny it’ll
be just too bad—for you!”

Doc nodded. Men who would kill
a girl would not hesitate at killing an
old man. The wounded man lay down
on a couch and Doc went to work on
him. The room was very quiet. Sev-
eral minutes passed. The wounded
man twitched on the couch and
moaned. The thin-faced young man
swore.

“Don’t let that knife slip, Pop,” he
- said. “Yuh've got to pull him through,
and get us out of this. If yuh don’t—"

Doc didn’t seem to hear. Perspira-
tion trickled over his chubby face.
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He seemed to be listening to the
soughing noise the wind made in the
gaunt pines outside.

Suddenly there was a slight sound
in the kitchen. Doc straightened. The
thin-faced man whirled. He swore
with startled amazement, and his hand
slid toward his pocket.

Marshal Eph, in the kitchen door-
way, said sharply:

“Don’t do it, hombre!”

The thin-faced man looked at the
marshal’s old gun, and got very still,
Doc took the automatic from his
pocket.

Eph sighed disappointedly.

“A rat that’d shoot a girl is bound
to be yeller.”

“What kept yuh?” Doc asked.

“Had to get out of hearin’ before
I stopped,” the marshal defended.
“And the back screen was locked.
Took {ime.”

.The thin-faced killer was sullen
and bewildered.

“I don’t get it. How’d yuh know
we was in that back room a few min-
utes ago?”

“I didn’t,” the marshal denied. “But
when Doc lied about goin’ out to Jim
Tully’s place to see one of his kids,
I knew somethin’ was bad wrong.” He
grinned. “You see, Jim Tully don't
have any kids. He’s a bachelor!”
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A Department for Readers Conducted by FOGHORN CLANCY

America’s Most Famous Rodeo Expert and Handicapper

HOWDY, waddies, welcome again to
the Bunkhouse. It’s too warm to sit
inside, and as you know there are not too
many windows and no electric fans in our
bunkhouse. It makes the shade of the
cottonwoods very inviting these hot days,
so for our own comfort I suggest that we
just relax, lazy like, near the door of the
cowboys’ flop joint, in the shade of those
old cottonwoods, and swap a few yarns.

I was very much interested in a front-
page news story in the Tombstone Epitaph
about a big fire in the Arizona town which
at times has been plenty lively, notwith-
standing the fact that it has a name asso-
ciated with death.

Arizona’s Oldest Newspaper

The Tombstone Epitaph is said to be.

Arizona’s oldest continuous newspaper,
which could be construed to mean that it
has never missed a press date, or has never
had some outraged outlaw come into the
editor’s office and keep the paper from be-
ing printed by killing the editor or by
using a six-gun to enforce his order to sus-
pend publication at least temporarily. In

other words, this Tombstone Epitaph has

been coming off the press regularly since
1880, having started back about the time
ihat the town was known as the six-shooter
capital of America.

I am thinking, however, pardner, that
you may be wondering what the article
was about that so interested me. I’ll just
read you the headlines and part of the
story. The headlines read “Fire Destroys
Tourist Hotel, Owl Cafe and Bowling Al-
ley in Tuesday Afternoon Blaze,” and a
part of the account of the fire is as follows:

“A raging $50,000 blaze left the Tourist
Hotel block of Tombstone’s business sec-
tion a smoldering ruin late Tuesday after-
noon. Starting ih the rear of the hotel
the blaze swept through the building, the
Owl Cafe and the bowling alley next door
in unbelievably short time,” and then the
stery goes on to say that there was a short-
age of water, that the hotel was full of
guests and that most of them lost their per-
sonal effects.

Well, pardner, the interesting part of the
story, to those who know Tombstone, and
especially its early history, is that the Qwl
Cafe which was licked up by the angry
flames was that famous saloon of the early
days of Tombstone which was known as
“The Bucket of Blood,” and I would ven-
ture to say that there was more blood
spilled in it when it was a saloon than
there was gravy spilled upon the floor after
it became a cafe.

For about ten years, starting about three
years before the first issue of the Tomb-
stone Epitaph, it is said that there were
perhaps more gunmen in that section than
were ever gathered together in any one
locality of that size in the United States
before or since.

A Law Unto Themselves

The bad men were a law unto them-
selves, and settled their arguments or
differences without recourse to the courts.
It was a case of survival of the fittest.
Coroner’s juries, it is said, returned ve:-
dicts of suicide in cases of manslaughter
or murder where one party was provoked
into matching his guns with one of the
fast gunslingers. :

Men lived by their six-guns and to have
the reputation of being fast on the draw
and accurate of aim was one’s best life
insurance, and this Bucket of Blood saloon
was the hangout of many of the most no-
torious gunmen of the time.

It was where they met to drown in drink
the memories of a past that they could not
forget when sober, and where many met
to plan robberies and other crimes while
playing cards. A few words spoken now
and then over a game of cards, unheard by
others engaged in ‘boisterous talk, was
sufficient to plan the boldest stage-coach
robbery, rustling scheme or murder.

Mining Days
With the birth of Tombstone mining
camp in October, 1877, miners flocked to
the boom town. Behind the miners and
even ahead of some of them came gunmen
from all parts of the country, good gunmen



and bad ones. Men who had used their
siz-guns in upholding the law were in the
minority. The bad gunmen who lived by
their gunsg so far outaumbered the good
ones that for a time they had the feld
practically to themselves and they gave
the town a reputation that has remained for
sixty years.

The gun battles in the Bucket of Blood
were not always those where two stood
up and shot it out in a fair square shoot-
ing match with life as the stake, but many
of them were cold-blooded murders,
planned and executed by double-crossers
upon unsuspecting victims. Such was the
murder of Billy King, a Wells Fargo Ex-
press officer.

King was killed in the Bucket of Blood,
or rather just outside the back door, killed
in as cold-blooded a manner as was ever
conceived in the brain of a murderer and
his murderer was a ‘traitor in the guise of
a lawman, an outlaw by the name of Burt
Alvord., Alvord was a constable who used
his office as a law enforcer to help carry
out the plans of a gang of highwaymen of
which he was a secret member and to make
their escape after crimes had been com-
mitted, easier for them.

A Sensational Hold-up

The murder of Billy King was the re-
sult of the robbery of the Southern Pacific
passenger train near Cochise about mid-
night, September 9, 1899, In this hold-up
the baggage and express cars were cut off
from the main train and the engineer and
fireman, under the menace of the robbers’
guas, were forced to pull them west to a
point near Dragoon, part of the gang look-
ing after the engine crew while others
stayed with the main train and passengers
to see that no alarm or news of the hold-up
was wired or otherwise let out.
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“I could tell those boys down i Washington @ thing
o two about rationing.”

The strong box in the express car was
dynamited and robbed of a heavy shipment
of money, Just how much money was
taken in the robbery was not revealed as
the Wells Fargo Express Company seemed
reluctant to give out the details of the
amount, but for some time afterward the
robber gang that popular opinion held re-
sponsible for the hold-up were flush with
money and as the money was put into cir-
culation, mostly through the gambling
games of the Bucket of Blood and other
such places, the stakes in games ran high,

Talk Was Dangerous

Although the identity of the gang who
participated in the hold-up was suspected
by many, there being many people who
felt sure that they knew just who the
gang were, there was little talk about it.
There was always little talk about such
things, because such talk upon the part of
’most any citizen was one way to keep from
growing old. A man might know much, but
it was almost sure to shorten his days if he
expressed such knowledge publicly.

There were few if any who at first sus-
pected Burt Alvord, the constable, or his
deputy, Bill Downing, of being connected
with the gang and the hold-up, but it so
happened that Downing was the only offi-
cer in Wilcox, a small town near the scene
of the hold-up, when the news finally came
in that the Southern Pacific had been held
up and a large sum of money taken,

A Small Posse

Downing was very much interested in
the news of the hold-up. That is, to all
outward appearances. Immediately he went
into action, and was quick on the trail of
the robbers, but strangely enough his posse
consisted only of himself and two others
he had invited to go along., They were
Perry Smith and Al Wien, but he prob-
ably considered two honest men enough for
any omne posse.

Downing with his posse of two rode to
the scene of the hold-up, and apparently
indulged in an honest endeavor to secure
some clues, and then the posse took to the
trail, but they had not ridden many miles
when one of the men heard a noise to one
side of the trail they were riding as though
there were other riders close by. He called
Downing’s attention to it and Downing de-
liberately struck a match and lit a cigar
that he was holding between his teeth. He
then informed the other two of his posse
that nothing more could be done until day-
light, when he would get a larger posse
and follow the trail of the hold-up gang.

The posse man who detected the sound
of horses near the trail was Al Wien and
the manner in which Downing received
the information and his actions in lighting
the cigar at such a time, set Wien to think-
ing and convinced him that Downing was
one of the gang or connected with them,
and that the lighting of the cigar was a
prearranged signal, :

He was smart enough, however, to say
nothing at the time, and when he did talk,
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te talk quietly and omly to those he knew
were honest lawmen, and later it was
proven that his suspicions were correct.

In the months that followed the hold-up
two Wells Fargo officers came to the town
of Wilcox and upon the arrival of each
they went to Downing, introduced them-
selves to the deputy constable whom they
thought to be an honest lawman, and stated
their mission. Downing seemed interested
in the apprehension of the criminals, and
in each case would suggest some kind of
an investigation and the two would ride
away together. Downing would return
alone and the Wells Fargo officer would
never be seen in town again.

A Case of “Self-Defense”

Then came Billy King, whom both
Downing and his boss Alvord knew to be
a smart and honest officer. King was loaf-
ing around in the Bucket of Blood saloon
when Burt Alvord came in. He spoke very
pleasantly to Billy and asked him to step
outside with him.

No news had reached King that Alvord
and his deputy were in cahoots with the
robber gang, so the unsuspecting Wells
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Fargo officer thought that Alvord had some
important information on the hold-up that’
he wanted to impart, and willingly stepped
out the back door of the saloon with Al-
vord. They had no sooner closed the door
of the saloon behind them when a shot was

Jeard by the occupants of the drink em-

porium and Alvord came back into the
saloon and informed all present that he and
King had had an argument in which King
reached for his gun, and that he had been
forced to shoot him in self-defense,

Alvord, bemg constable, told his story to
the coroner’s jury and was in the absence
of evidence to the contrary, exonerated on
the grounds of self-defense.

It was following the murder of Billy
King, and through evidence obtained from
others of the gang by Constable Burt
Grover of Pearce and Deputy Sheriff Page
of Johnson, that a number of determined
deputies were sworn in and the entire gang
including Constable Burt Alvord and his
deputy, Biil Downing, were arrested. So
sure were the crooked lawmen of their
alibis that they made no resistance.

The Sleeping Hobo

The principals of the gang were Alvord,
Downing, Billy Stiles, the Owens brothers,
Bravo Juan Yoes, and Matt Burts. Burts,
in relatmg the stories of many of the
gang’s hold- -ups, recounted an incident that
took place in a deserted house where the
gang planned the Southern Pacific hold-up.

They had just finished talking over their
plans and were ready to depart for the job
when someone discovered a hobo asleep in
the back room. The gang did not know
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whether the hobo had heard any of their
talk or all of it, so they decided he should
not be allowed to leave the place alive,
They drew straws to select his executioner
and Burt Alvord drew the short straw and
the assignment. He quietly stepped into
the back room, there was a shot and the
poor hobo went right on sleeping, this time
an everlasting sleep and one of the hard-
heartedest criminals of Arizona had added
another murder to his list of crimes.

The arrest of the gang was by no means
their end, but it was a start toward the final
end of their crimes. They escaped from
the Tombstone jail and scattered, some
leaving the country, others hiding out for
a time and some of them bold enough to
stick around and defy the law,

Bill Downing killed another member of
the gang, Bill Trainor, who had been a
member and who had quit the band. This
killing took place in the Bucket of Blood
saloon. Trainor and Downing had met a
short time before in Wilcox and had had
an argument and each had told the other
that at their next meeting there would be
shooting.

Downing was standing at the bar when
Trainor entered. He did not see Down-
ing until he happened to notice his reflec-
tion in the mirror. He whirled to face
Downing and at the same time went for
his gun, but Downing who had seen Trainor
enter, already had upholstered his gun and
geagl Trainor to the draw and shot him

ead,

: End of a Badman

Having gotten the impression that all
other men were afraid of him, Downing
later was bold enough practically to parade
the streets of Wilcox in open defiance -of
the law. One night he drank too much,
but made his way to the hotel and went
to bed. He awakened the next morning
with a weighty hangover and a burning de-
sire for a drink, and was in such a hurry
for a morning slug of liquor that he failed
to strap on his guns. %

He walked down the street toward the
nearest saloon, and came face to face with
Deputy Sheriff Billy Speed, who threw his
gun on Downing and commanded that he
reach for the sky. Speed intended either
to arrest Downing or attempt to kill him
in the effort. Downing raised his hands,
but quickly dropped his right hand for his
gun, forgetting that he had left his firearms
in the hotel room, and in that fraction of
a second that he was realizing that he was
unarmed, he lost his life as Speed killed
him with one well placed shot, ending the

career of an outlaw who had a record of

having killed thirty men.

One by one, most of the gang of out-
laws who held up the Southern Pacific and
committed many other crimes came to
their deaths by gunfire. =They were just .
one of several gangs.which helped Tomb- .
stone reach the heights of reputation as a
gunman’s town.

Burt Alvord received mortal wounds
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Had Never Writien a Line—
Sells Article Before Completing
Course

“Bofora completing the N.L.A. course, I
s0ld a feature to Hereenland Magazine for
$50. That resulted in an immediate as-
signment to do another for the same maga-
zine. After gaining eonfidence with succes~
siva feature stories, I am now working into
the fiction field. Previous to enrolling in the
N.I.A., I had never written a line for pub}-
lication, nor seriously expected to do so.
—GENE E. LEVANT,
116 West Ave, 28, Los Angeles, Cal,

HAVE you ever tried? Have you ever at-
tempted even the least bit of training, un-
der competent guidance? S

Or have you been sitting back, as it is so
easy to do, waiting for the day to come when
you will awaken all of a sudden fo the dis-
covery “I am a writer”? .

If the latter course is the one of your choosing, you
probably never will write. Lawyers must be law clerks.
Engineers must be draftsmen. We all know that, in
our times,; the egg does come before the chicken.

It is seldom that anyone becomes a writer until he
(or she) has been writing for some time. That is why
so many authors and writers spring up out of the
newspaper business. The day-to-day necessity of
writing—of gathering material about which to write
—develops their talent, their insight, their back-
ground and their confidence ag nothing else could.

That i why the Newspaper Institute of America
bases its writing instruction on journalism—continu-
ous writing—the training that has produced so many
succegsful authors.

KNOW you can’t WRITE?

Learn to write by writing

EWSPAPER Institute training is based on the New York Copy

Desk Method. It starts and keeps you writing in your own
home, on your own time. Week by week you recoive actual
asgignments, just as if you were right 3
at work on ‘a great metropolitan daily,
Your writing 1is 4individually corrected
and constructively criticized by veteran writ-
ers, You will find that (inst of vainly
trying to copy someone else’s writing fricks)
you are rapidly developing your own distines

WAR MAKES
WRITERS

Every war has
faunched or marked

tive, self-flavored style—undergoing an ex-
perience that has a thrill to it and which
at the same time develops in you the power
to make your feelings articulate.

Many people who should be writing be-
come awe-struck by fabulous stories about
millionaire authors and give little thought
to the $25, $50 and $100 or more that can
often be earned for material that takes littls
fime to write—stories, articles on business,
hobbies, travels, sports, recipes, war work,
civilian defense, etc—things that ean easily
be turned out in leisure hours, and often
on_the impulse of the moment,

Let us help you test your native abilities.
Qur interesting Writing Aptitude Test will
do it. Tt's free—entirely without obliga-
tion. Send the coupon today. Newspaper
Institute of America, One Park Avenue,
New York. (Founded 1925)

the turning point in
the careers of innu-
merable great au-

such -

rence Stallings,
Willa Cather, Ern-
est Hemingway,
Edna_Ferber, Irvin
S. bb, Fannis
Hurst. ~ This war
may be YOUR gol-
den opportunity to
YOUR

express -
SELF! Send TO-
DAY foryour N.1.A.
iti Aptitude
Teost. Special terms
and privileges for
U, 8. Service Men.
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NEWSPAPER INSTITUTE OF AMERICA

One Park Avenue, New York
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¥ Buy where thousands have

4 heon satistied. We make
FALSE TEETH for you from
your own Impressions.

90 DAY TRIAL

MONEY.BACK GUARANTEE of ’s
SATISFACTION protecis you. Write Today for Free

SEND NO MONEY Booklstand Malerial

J. B. CI.EVEI.AND DENTAL PLATE CO.
EAST ST. LOUIS, ILLINOIS

I‘SUNG POEMS WANTED

1o be set to musie. Phonograph records made. Send your poems
for our offer and ing Dictionary. Vanderbilt
Musio Studios, Dwt D. c, Box uz, Coney Island, N. Y.
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LODESTONE LIVE AND STRONG
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" Keys to Power, §1. Postage extra if C.0.D. Charms.
Powders. Oils. Herbs. Novelties, etc., described in
FREE Catalog.

D. SMYTHE CO. Box T, NEWARK, MO.

—SPEGIAL WORK FOR—
MARRIED WOMEN

Earn up to $23.00 weekly and your own dresses
Free. No canvassing, no investment. Full or

part time. Write fully, giving age, dress size.
FASHION FROCI(S. Inc., Dept. 44042, Cincinnati, O.

Get /nro fre BAKING BUSINESS

Bakery make good money! Now 7th Induatry in wages!

Nearl aepresmon -proof. New home stud;

n biﬁ Wl‘lfaf rF‘REBﬁbgd educnﬁonpms ftlentn?l limt?'
mbitions, 0]

National Baking institute, 1315 mc Dept. 1807, Chicago

DILES

Let us tell you of a mild, painless,
low cost home treatment perfected by
Dr. A, Johnson, for 28 years head
phymcian of one of Ameriea’s Finest Rec-
tal Clinies where thousands of caseshave
been suecesstully treated. Write today for Free
Trio! ©Offer. No obligation. Address JOHNSON
RECTAL CLINIC Desk 976, Kansas City, Missouri

Why Fistula Is
Dangerous Ailment

Any person suffering from Fistula, Rectal
Abscess, Piles or any other rectal or colon dis-
order — may obtain a new 40-page FREE
BOOK on these and associated chronic ail-
ments. The book is illustrated with X-Ray
pictures, charts and diagrams for easy read-
ing. Also describes latest mild institutional
treatments. Write today — a card will do—to
Thornton & Minor Clinie,s Suite 1056, 926
WMcGee Street, Kansas City, Missouri.

from which he died a short time after an
attempted 4rain hold-up; Billy Stiles left
the country, but was later killed in a gun
fight in Nevada; Matt Burts also decided
the Arizona chmate was not healthy for
him and moved to California. His final
gun battle was with a cattleman and so
deadly was their shooting that each killed
the other.

A Fearless Officer
John Patterson, who was known as
Three Fingered Jack, was killed by that
grand old man of the West, Jeff Milton,
who now well along in his eighties is liv-

Jing in Tucson. Jeff Milton was known

as one of the most fearless of officers. He
did service as a Texas Ranger, and was
one of the first in that long line of fear-
less men who made up the Border patrol.

He was an express messenger when
Three Fingered Jack, Bob Brown and the
two Owens brothers attempted to hold up
the Southwestern passenger train. The
bandits forced open the door of the ex-
press car and ordered Milton to throw out
the money. Milton bade them come in and
get it, and in the gun battle that ensued
Three Fingered Jack was mortally wounded
and Jeff Milton’s left arm between the el-
bow and shoulder was practically crushed
by the impact of lead. Jeff never gave up
the money.

A surgical operation, removing some
four inches of bone from the arm, saved
Milton’s life, but left him with a crippled
arm. This did not keep him from con-
tinuing his career as an officer and seemed
not to handicap him in the use of six-guns,
his speed and accuracy remaining.

Times Have Changed
Now the Owl Cafe, once the famous
Bucket of Blood Saloon where good and
bad men died in gun battles, is no more.
Long before the old place went up in
smoke the old-time outlaws had been killed

off, or at least most of them.
Tombstone today is like most other

(Continued on page 110)
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Keep Faith with

- Join the work of the
Navy Relief Society and BACK UP
THE NAVY’S FIGHTING MEN

O HELP THE NAVY MAN and his

dependents, his widow, his orphaned
child and his mother, is the purpose of the
Navy Relief Society. Now, with the risks of
war, and & greatly expanded Navy, with a
larger Marine Corps and the inclusion of the
Coast Guard Welfare, the Society needs your
help.

No amount is too small. None too large.
Every contribution will help to free from
worry more than 500,000 men in our Navy,
Marine and Coast Guard* Services,

%through Coast Guard Welfare

President Roosevelt says . . .

“There is nothing finer than to build up this fund

for the Navy Relief Society. I urge you io do
your utmost, and do it now!”

CLIP ENROLLMENYT COUPON,
_ below, and send it to the Navy
Relief Society. Give ail youw

can—and give foday}

S8 e et ..,.....--.-.-..--....i

Checks should be made payable to Navy Relief

i Society and sent to National Citizens’ Committes,
i %30 Fifth Ave., New York City.

) I want to help the Navy men and their families. |
4 Enclosed please find my contribution of $..ceueeeen i
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Chicago; III.
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THE BUNKHOUSE

{Continued from page 108)

Western towns, well policed and with no:
more crime than other towns of its size,
but the stories of the gunmen and outlaws,
the officers who faced death many times in
wresting that section of the country from
the grasp of criminals, and the tales of
gunsmoke in the old Bucket of Blood,
will be told again and again, and Tomb-
stone will always be known as the gun-
man’s capital of the early West.

Adios.

—FOGHORN CLANCY.
. s
OUR NEXT ISSUE

UANTRELL! Kansas shuddered at his
- name. With his guerrilla  raiders,
sweeping in, showing no mercy, burn-
ing and pillaging, under the pretense that it
was warfare and that he was commissioned
by the Confederacy for such devil’s work,
Quantrell was a nightmare that came true.
The Confederate States of America, ap-
palled by his methods, had finally repu-
diated him—he was actually outlawed by

both sides. : - :

It was the special mission of Captain
Robert Pryor to work in the field and sup-
ply Captain Terrell with information lead-
ing to the arrest of the enemy all the Army
was after—and that enemy was William
Clarke Quantrell.

The mission was one of danger from the
very first, for the Rio Kid arrived at the
little settlement called Lawrence just as
Quantrell’s men were attacking the town.
This is part of what happened then:

The wind swept smoke through the settlement,
obscuring the vision. Many of the citizens had
leaped on their horses and dashed away, or taken
to the woods along the river. <

Pressing in, identifying enemies by their ap-
pearance and actions, the Rio Kid sought to help
the luckless people of Lawrence. But ag his uni-
form was seen, a band of a dozen guerrillas set up
a howl and turned their animals toward him. He
let go with hig Colts, and one of the attackers
crashed, dead, from his horse—the others came on,

driving u‘azﬂy at him,
There were more on his flanks, and he was out-

'IO ”g T“a
CAN SINK U-BOATS

* BUY &

United StatesWar Savings Bonds ¢ Stamps
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numbered—there were hundreds of the killers in
the settlement, and he was driven back, bullet holes
in his clothing and hat, scratches from close omnes
tearing his flesh. Z =

With fighting fury, the Rio Kid was shoved to
the outskirts of town., They tried to ride him
down, but the dun was too swift even for the
picked, fast-running animals mounted by Quan-
trell's gang. f

The knot of guerrillas tearing on the Rio Kid’s
trail kept coming like determined wolves. One,
mounted on a long-limbed beautiful bay gelding,
spurted out ahead of his mates and came closer to
Bob Pryor, who purposely slowed the dun.

Quantrell’s man had two Colts in his hands and
hig reing were in his teeth that were bared in a
snarl of hate. He was a huge fellow, with hair
flying in the wind, hat off and hanging behind him
by the leather strap. He wore a dirty, stolen Union
blue tunic, torn corduroy pants and black boots.
He was a typical guerrilla, ready to kill without
the slightest excuse, a looter, but a hard-riding,
dead-shooting devil.

Knee pressure swerved Saber slightly, and the
guerrilla misged with both guns because of Pryor’s
sudden maneuver which swung the dun around in
the charging killer’s path. The Rio Kid fired and
the guerrilla slid off the bay, dead before he folded
in the dust,

This is only one of the many dramatic
scenes in BLOOD ON' THE PLAINS, by
Tom Curry, the swiftly paced book-length
Rio Kid novel in the next issue. Here is
a story of the early days of the West in
which famous and infamous ride again.
James Younger and Cole Younger, Jesse
James and Frank James, General Custer
and Quantrell all play their parts in this
epic saga of the rangeland. :
~ BLOOD ON THE PLAINS is a thrill-
ing yarn from start to finish, and in it the
Rio Kid is at his valiant best.

There will also be a number of shorter
yarns that have plenty of action and sus-
pense, and Foghorn Clancy will be on hand
to tell you more about the West in the next
issue,

We would be mighty glad to have you
tell us what you think of the magazine.
Address all letters and postcards to The
Editor, THE RIO KID WESTERN, 10
East 40th Street, New York, N. Y. Here
are several typical letters selected from
our recent mail:

Tirst, I'ta a girl, but I love Western stories and
all my life I've dreamed of the West, for it is my
idea of the next thing to Heaven. That will prob-
ably seem a very peculiar thing for a girl of seven-
teen to say, but I've always wanted to be a real
‘Western cowgirl. Your stories are simply grand
and I can hardly wait for the next issue of the
magazine. I certainly do enjoy your “THE BUNK-
HOUSE'" department. If you’ll pardon the ex-
pression it was just darn good. Boy, I wouldn’t
mind being in Billy Breakenridge’s shoes even
though I am a girl, That’s my idea of real living.

Helen Maxine Rager,
Elkton, Kentucky.

Thanks for your nice letter, Miss Rager.
No, feeling that the West is close to
Heaven isn’t strange, There are lot of
follt who live there who feel the same way
about it,

I have just finished reading an issue of RIO KID
WESTERN, The novel HIGH WIRE AND HOT
LEAD, by C. William Harrison, is one of the best

‘Westerns I have read in some time, and I read them
a lot. ILet’s have more like it.
Paul Olson,

Santa Monica, Cal.

Glad you liked HIGH WIRE AND
HOT LEAD so well, for we like to know

[Turn page]

DRAFTSMEN
- NEEDED

@ Industry is clamoring
for more draftsmen, for;
= the job can’t start Wi~

1il plans are drawn, Buildings, air~

planes, machines, guns, tanks, bridges,

all start on the drafting board, so it's no wonder tha&

every good draftsman has a fine job. Yes, more draftsmen

d are needed NOW. The pay is good and the opportunitics
for advancement great, X

| Learn af Home in Spare Time

Begin now to turn spare hours into money, Be a draftaman.
the connecting link between a mechanic and an engineer.
Enjoy the wonderful opportunities for promotion that exist
aow. No experience or artistic talent is needed, You don’¢
g have to leave your presentjob whilelearning, Usespare time.

£ Employment Service Included

Students who take our home study drafting course are entitied
to our employment service without extra charge., We are in
constant touch with many great firms needing men, and in times
like these Industry welcomes aépucatlons from American School
advanced students and graduates,

The total tuition cost is low and the monthly payments are
easy. Write today for free bulletin outlining our instruction,
an({ giving you the details of our selective employment 3esvicCes
No obligation of any kind. Write today. =

AMERICAN SCHOOL

: i Drexcl Avenue at 58th St. Dept. DD-758 Chilcagal |

90-DAY TRIAL,
70w |GUARANTEE!

Try Brookfield plates—made under g
supervision of licensed dentist. Priced to fit your pock-
ethook ON MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE, Write today
SEND NO MONEY for FREE Impression
Material, and informafgion.
BROOKFIELD DENTAL PLATE CO.
Dept. 35-L2 . Brookfield, Mo.

SONG POEMS .7 ..

?ubl{shetésa 1mzed newi dsongtsl Submit ong o!; mosrg caf your best poems
oF imo ate consideration. Any subject, o .
GRAPH RECORDS MADE., : AR L
¥FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 611 Beacop Bldg., Boston, Maass.

DICE « CARDS

Perfect Dice, Magic Dice,,
Magic Cards—READ THE
BACKS—Iaks, Daubs,
Poker Chips, Gamiag
Layouts, Dice Boxes,
Counter Games, Punch.
boards. WRITE FOR
CATALOG TODAY,

K. C. CARD CO.
1223 W, Washington Bivd., Chicage, lls
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'I‘hte remarkable CAKE discovery,
TINTZ Jet Black Shampoo, washes out
dlirt, loose dandruff, grease, grime
ely gives hair a veal smooth JET BMCK
INT that fairly glows with life and lustre,
llon't putup with faded dull, burnt, off color hair
@ minute Jonger. TINTZ Jet Black Cake works

L

gradual . .. each shampoo Jeaves your hair blacker, lovelier, softex,

wasier to manage: No dyed look. Won’t hurt permanents, Full cake
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just what our readers do like—and thanks
for your letter, Paul.

I like Lee B. Wells’s garns but have him strap a
gun on the next railroad rannihan go he can deal
out the only language those skunks understand.
C. William Harrison is a good writer, but tell him
to weave a little romance in his stories, for that
giveg them a more thrilling touch. I en)oyed all
the stories in the issue, but RANGE RAGAMUFFIN

gets my vote.
Arthur Smith,
Tampa, Florida.

Thanks, Arthur. Let’s hear from more
of our readers. See you next issue. Mean-
time keep right on buying those U. S. War
Savings Stamps and Bonds, everybody.
Buy, buy Bonds—and it will be bye-bye

Axis,
—THE EDITOR.

Wnte mday for free Bodl
fining profit sharing plan.

SIC
Dept. 32, 204 E. 4th St., Cincinnati, 0.

"HOLLYWOOD
ENLARGEMENT

&\\\\\\\\\mm s

N\ ¢
%mm/mzh\\\\\ OF ANY PHOTO |
Juct to get ted. we will make a FREE PROFES-
S ON Hollyw ment of any snapshot, photo, -

nct-uxe ct%:.{h“ or negn to 6x7 size, Include color of
;xj:nei ltx'm REE E’RiAngiE Ongm rgi‘;x:: 3 355':‘ t}?ecen?:rmjugot:
10c Sor return maiungnnnrecmwd ot ROW, good tml.m Ug-A.

HOLLYWOOD FELM S?U oS
702 €anta Monica Blvd., Dept. 440, Hollywuod Calif.

Protect Entire Famlly
. for $1 a Month

Cartiﬁcato Paying Benefits up to $1,000.00. F

Sent for FREE Enspection

Coverg aceidental o natural death. No medxcal eXaminge

tien, Age h.miv.s 2t 7 years SEND ONBEY—
Just your n and address. No obligation. No salesma_n

wﬂ] call Postcard will do Atlas Mutual Benefit Ass’n,

Dept. 19-K5, Wilmington, Delaware.

SONG & POEM WRITERS

NEW SONGWRITERS in great demand. Send us your Poems, We
gel, them to music F. Hear your song on a record. Send for
FREE Folder today.

CINEMA SONG co.. P.0. Box 2828, Dept. B-9, Hollyweod, Calif.

. THE ORIGINAL ®
"BLUE BOOK.

« Get thi Big, Complete 72 page Originul
Blun Book. Containa mystifying mvdm:l.

giei and

DICE-CARDS-GAMES, Inks, Layouts, eie.
Supplies of all kinds. Write today!
H. C. EVANS & CO.
Bept. 15-K o 1520 W. ADAMS STREET e cHIGAGO
73“ AMAZING NEW &
BLADE SHARPENER
New sharpener for all makes
double-edge razor blades Dermrms
miracles! ‘‘Not necessary to change
blades,”” writes one user. Another 84y$,
“Have used 1 blade over 730 times.”
- RAZO really sharpens
“Wsiad blades because it strops on leather. Gives
keen, smooth shaving edges. No guess-work.
Blade held at correct angle and proper pressure |
~—automatically. Just turn erank to sharpen
b No gears. Well made. Handsome—
compaci—in attractive case. Weighs few ounces.
Will last years. Makes ideal gift,
SEND NO MONEY! erte today, Pay post-

2 only $1.00 plus few
eents postage, Use Razoroll for 5 days and if you’re not

Romance Rides the
Range

IN OUR COMPANION
WESTERN MAGAZINE

THRILLING
RANCH
STORIES

Featured in the October Issue

JUDGE LYNCH, CUPID

A Novelet of Western Hearts
By CLINTON DANGERFIELD

delighted with smooth, velvet shaves you zet rcmm RAZOROLL
and we’ll return your dollar. Hurry—order
HBAZOROLL CO., 620 N. Michigan, Dept. 20!0. Chicago, Bl

Nowon Sale 15¢ At All Stands
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Power Without
Horses

Uncle Sam is going all-out on
gliders—men are needed!

HE United States Army is now going
all-out on gliders. The deadly tech-
nique of landing companies, regiments

and even full divisions of men silently from
the sky which the Germans used so suc-
cessfully in Crete last year is to be turned
against them when the great invasion of
Burope finally gets under way.

The advantages of glider attack are obvx-
ous—the ships are economical to build and
easy to replace—the element of surprise is
immense, for no detector can pick up the
approach of a motorless plane and gliders
can be released from a towing ship while
miles away from their objective and still
hit it on the nose.

What is needed are men—for a man’s
job.

As this force—exact numbers, naturally
cannot be given—is planned to number
about a hundred thousand men, the field is
wide open. Here are the quahﬁcatlons for
membership:

The applicant must be a citizen of the
United States between the ages of 18 and
35 years, inclusive, He must be able to
pass the physical and mental requirements.
Formerly, prior flight training was con-
sidered essential, but these restrictions
have been removed in order to give everyone
a chance to qualify as a glider-pilot, regard-
less of the extent of previous experience.

He must be in reasonably good condition
—though the bars are a bit lower than for
the regular Air Forces—reasonably well
educated and intelligent and must be up to
Army requirements. He will be given
training, first at a CAA school on light
planes with emphasis on dead stick land-
ings, then get down to intensive training
with gliders themselves.
| Those who graduate successfully, be they
civilians or Army men, will be given at
least staff sergeant’s rating with full flight
pay. And, as it is a new service, commis-
sions are going to come more rapidly than
in other services at least until officer ranks
are filled,

As we just said, it’s a man’s job and a
great privilege—a chance to get in the first
whack at the Axis—and the rewards are
great, Let’s go, fellows. Keep ’em gliding!
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Getting Up Nights
Makes Many Feel Oid

Do you feel older than you are or suffer from Getting
Up Niglits, Backache, Nervousness, Leg Pains, Dizziness,
Swollen Ankles, Rheumatic Pains, Burning, scanty or fre.
quent passages? If so, remember that your Kidneys ara
vital to your health and that these symptoms may be dus
to non-organic and non-systematic Kidney and Bladder
troubles —in such cases Cystex (a’ physician’s preserip~
tion) usually gives prompt and joyous relief by helpmg tha
Kidneys flush out poisonous excess acids and wastes. You
have everything to gain and nothing to lose in trying Cystex.
An iron-clad guarantee assures a refund of your money on

return of empty package unless
stex

fully satisfied. Don’t delay. Get
y Cystex (Siss-tex) from your
. ¥ HelpsFlush Kidneys druggist today. Only 85c.

gavg motll)ey by or- AS LOW AS
ering beautifal
life-llke MARVEL &5 7-95
plates, by mail,
Send for illustrated PER PLATE

folder shawing many
styles, including popu- —
lar transparent. FREE 90 Days® Trial
impression material sent

with instructions on taking your own mouth
impression, Write Today.

MARVEL DENTAL COMPANY

Dept. 59-0, 343 S. Dearborn St.. Chisago

STOPTOBACCO?

Banish the eraying for tobacco ad
thousands have. Make yourself free
and hsp%y with Tobacco Redeemer.
Not a substitute, not habit formin,
Write for free booklet telling of
Jjurious effect of tobacco

d and of a treatment which

8 has relieved many men.

THE NEWELL COMPANY |
153 Clayton Sta., St. Louis, Ma,

" POENS WANTED

e FOF Musicall Setting e

Mother, Home, Love, Sacred, Patriotic, Comic
or any subject., Don’t Delay—Send us your
Original Poem at once—for immediate con~
sideration and FREE Rhyming Dictionary.

RICHARD BROTHERS “ ¥aasussie
COLON TROUBLES

Causes — Effects — Treatment

Colon troubles and Piles rate with bad teeth
and tonsils as a fruitful cause of other ail-
ments. Learn facts from 122-page FREE
BOOK with charts and X-ray pictures. A .card
will do. MecCleary Clinic, H-1097 Elms Blvd,,
Excelsior Springs, Mo.

“00.YOU
WANT-TO

Scnsational, soft as glove leather Mil
Style Oxford selling like wildfire, Making tre-
mendous profits for Victor salesmen. This-is
one of over 250 specialty shoe styles for
dress, sport, work, including new Zip-

per and Air Cushion Insole Shoes

for men and women, Prices low as

$2.98. Biggest commissions, Write

today for FREE Outfit of Actual

Bample Shoes. Bewrve your ter-

ritory. ACT N
VI CTOR THOMAS SHOE CO.
610 W. VAN BUREN 8§T. EPT, V-2,

FREE
SALES WIT

CHICAGO, ILL



See how easy it is!

MY COUNTRY 'TIS OF THEE
SWEET LAND OF LIBERTY

Look at the diagram, The first note on the musie is ““C.”
FoHow the detted line te the keyboard and locate ““C” on
the piano. Find the other notes the same way. Now
the notes ag indicated and youw’ll be playing the melody
of that famous patriotic hymn, ‘‘America.”” FEasy as
A-B-C, isn’d it?

W/ Learn music

"30 MINUTES A

in just

DAY!

Thousands have learned to play their favorite in'struentt
this amazingly quick, easy way—YﬂIl CAN, T00!

ES, thousands bave learned to play quickly and easily

this remarkable Print and Picture way. And if you follow
the ingtructions . . . and give only a half bour of your spare
{ime each day . . . you, too, should be able to play simple
melodies sooner than you ever dreamed possible.

That’s why it’s such fun learning musgic this modern,
U. S. Seheol way. With this quick, easy method you need
no special talent or previous musical training. Ner do you
need to spend endlegs hours on humdrum gealey and exer-
ciges. You learn to play real tunes almeost from the start.
And you ean’t go wrong. First you are told how to do a thing
by simplé printed- instructions. Then a picture shows you how
to do it. Finally, you do it yourself and hear how it sounds.
Nothing could be clearer.

And just think! Yeou can now take lessons on any instru-
ment you seleet, for less than 7¢ @ day! That includes every-
thing . . . valuable sheet musie, printed instructions, diagrams
and pietures, and our Personal Advisery Service. Ne, Avonder
thougands have taken advantage of this modern way te learn
musie . . . and te win new friends, and greater popularity!
U. 8. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 29410 Brunswick Bldg., N. Y. C.

Be!ore T toock your course

didn’'t know one pote
of musie. Three months
Yater I started to play
for danees. I've been in-
vited to many pariies.
*R.M., Vancouver, B.0.

¥t is beyond belief what
benefits I have derived
from your course that you
sent me at sueh 3 bar-
gain.—*W. R., Ousick,
Washmtcm

: : A R
* Actual pupils’® nemes on request. Pilctures by Professional Models.

Yﬂll NEED MUSIC TO RELAX AND
CHEER YOU UP AFTER A HARD DAY

Te do your best in turning out war mate-
rials, you need relaxation and recreation
after the daily grind. And there’s nothing
like music to give you a “Lift” after a
hard day. Se why not start learning now.
Mail the coupon for our FREE Print and
Picture Sample, and illustrated Booklet.
See how easy it is to learn to play your
favorite instrument this quick, modern,
money-saving way. Check instrument you
want to play. Fill in and mail coupon foday !

'SUCCESSFUL 44T YEAR

| u. s. School of Music i
' 29410 Brunswick Bldg., New York, N. Y. l
I am interested in musie study, particularly in the
instrument checked below. Please. send me your free
t iltustrated booklet, ‘‘How to Learn Music at Home,” l

and Free Print and Picture Sample.

l Piane Saxophone Mandolin '
Vielin Cello Trombene
Guitar Hawaiian Guitar Cornet

l Piane Accordion Tener Banjo Trumpet I

l Have You '
T VeSS SN e e o Instrument?......

l 2 T TR SRl e G S e N R Oy P T 5 I

| e = . Btate........ |

Note: If you are under 16 years of age, parent must sign I/ <

uhm eoupon. Save 2¢: Stick coupen on penny pos

o — — — — — — — — — — -
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