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ACT NOW! MANY ARE MAKING
$30, $40, $50 A WEEK

OULD YOU like a good wartime
i job with a bright peacetime future ?
Here's your chance to go after it. Find
out about RADIO!

Mail the Coupon. I will send you
FREE my 64-page illustrated book,
RICH REWARDS IN RADIO. It de-
scribes the many types of fascinating
Radio jobs. Shows you pictures of men
I trained with letters telling what they
are doing. Tells how YOU can train at
home in spare time te become a Radio
Technician !

Beginners Quickly Learn #o Make
$5, $10 a Week Extra in Spare Time

Many N. R. I. students make $5, $10
a week extra money fixing Radios in

spare time awhile still learning. Begin- -

ning with your first lesson. I send
EXTRA MONEY JOB SHEETS that
tell how to do it!

There is a shortage today of trained
Radio Technicians and Operators. The
Radio repair business is booming, be-
cause no new Radios are being made.
Many Radio Technicians are starting

EXTRA PAY IN o~
ARMY, NAVY, TOO ‘-'="'A

Mon likely to go into military service,
soldiers, sailors, marines, should mail
the Coupon Now! Learning Radio helps
men get extra rank, extra prestige, more
interesting duties, much higher pay.
Hundreds now in service are N. B.I.
students. Also prepares for good Radio
Jobs, after service ends.

their own service shops . . . making
$30, $40, $50 a week. Others takeé in-
teresting jobs with Radio Stations.

Radio Manufacturers, rushing to fill
millions of dollars of Government or-
ders, need trained men. Thousands of
Radio Technicians and Operators are
needed for good Civilian and service
Jjobs with the Government. And think
of the Radio jobs offered by Aviation,
Police, Commercial Radio and Public
Address Systems. Think of the NEW
Radio jobs Television, Frequency Modu-
lation and other Radio developments
will open after the war! I give you the
B’idi"’ knowledge required for these
jobs.

How My '"'50-50 Method™
Paves the Way to Bigger Pay

My “50-50 Method”’—half building
real Radio circuits and conducting fas-
cinating experiments with Radio parts
I supply, and half learning from inter-
esting, illustrated lessons—takes you
step-by-step along the path others have
followed to security and good pay.

“SREL

train me for them.

City . ..., e

TRAINING MEN FOR VITAL RADIO JOBS :
BOOK HAS SHOWN HUNDREDS
HOW 70 MAKE GOOD MONEY

MR. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 3B09
National Radio -Institute, Washington, D. C.

Mail me FREE, without obligation, your big 64-page book
about present and future opportunities in Radio and how you
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EARN A RADIO TECHNICIAN'S PAY

Before you know it you are “old
friends” with the miracle of Radio.
You easily put your finger on the trou-
ble-spot in defective Radios, astonish
your friends with your practical Radio
knowledge—use that &knowledge to
make more money.

FREE — My Mllustrated Book
"'Rich Rewards in Radio’’

MAIL THE COUPON—I will send you my
valuable book FREE. It's packed with facts
about Radio, things you never knew about
opportunities in Broadcasting, Radio Servic-
ing, Manufacturing, Government, Aviation,
Police, Commercial Radio, Television, Loud
Speaker Systems, It gives a complets de-
scription of my Course—*‘50-50 Method”—
Experimental Kits—Extra Money Job Sheets.
If you want to make good money in Radio—
if you’re in a rut—worried about your job
and your future—if you watt to JUMP YOUR
PAY—MAIL THE COUPON!

- J. E. SMITH, President
Dept. 3BO9, National Radio Instilute
Washington, B. C,
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Would you give less than
1# a day for Music Lessons?

Didn't Dream She cuhld arn So Quickly!

“I DIDN'T dream I could actually learn to play
without a teacher. . . . I had always heard it
couldn’t be done. You can imagine my surprise when
after 3 or 4 weeks I found I could play real tunes. Now
when I play people will hardly believe that I learned to
play so well in so shoit a time. Any person who takes
your piano course and studies it cannot help but learn
to play.”—* H. C. 8., California.

AMAZED FRIENDS
“This course has been very
interesting. Words cannot
express how I have enjoyed

FOUND ACCORDION EASY

* “T’'ve always wanted to play
the piano accordion,” writes
*H. E. from Canada. “But
thought I'd never learn it. it.
Then I read about your les-
sons. I don’t know how to
express my satisfaction.”

My friends seem very
much pleased with my play-
ing ; they can hardly beheve
1 learned without a teacher.”
—*E. G., Atlanta, Ga.

Music is the magie key
to friendship, fun, ro-
mance. The person
who can play a musi-
cal instrument is al-
ways sure of a wel-
come. Why not let
music open the door
for you to a happier,
richer life? Mail the
coupon and find out
how easily and inex-
. pensively you can learn
* at home.

% Acml pupiw ngmes on request. Piotures by Professionel Models,

Yes! That's all it costs!

Amazing Print and Picture
Method Teaches Thousands to
Play in Their Own Homes

HINK of it! For just about the few pen-
nies you spend for your daily newspapers,
YOU CAN LEARN MUSIC! You can learn
to play your favorite musical instrument. Azy
instrument—piano, saxophone, violin, guitar,
accordion, etc. What's more, you can learn
right in your own home, in spare time!
Actually, your music lessons cost less than
7c a day. And that includes ewerything—in-
struction, sheet music, personal Advisory Ser-
vice, No extras of any kind, nothmg more to
pay.

Easy as A-B-C

Ne hum-drum scales or exercises, either. You start
playing real tunes — from the wvery first lesson. YOU
LEARN TO PLAY BY PLAYING. Every move ig
clearly shown in charts and illustrations — with ae-
companying text to lead you easily from one step to
another. And what a thrill to hear yourself actually
playing popular songs and classical selections! What
a surprise for your friends!

Find out about this easy, money-saving method at
once. If you want to learn music but are hesitating
because you may be drafted, we have made special
provisions for those who
are called. Mail coupon
below for illustrated free
booklet giving complete
information on how you
can learn to play any
instrument in your own
home. Free print and
picture sample in-
cluded. Instruments
supplied when needed,
cash or credit. U. 8.

Look at these notes—they are

F-A-C-E. Simple, isn’t it?
You are already learning to

Schoel of Music, 2942 read music. It’s easy toplay,
Brunswick Bldg., New too. A new invention, the
York OCity. (Forty- ““‘Note-Finder,” locates each
Fifth Year Estab- note for you on the keyboard.

lished 1898.)
Send for Print and Picture Sample

U. 8, School of Music, 2942 Brunswick Bldg., New York, N. Y. I

1

| I am interested in music study, particularly in the instrument l
checked below, Please send me your free illustrated booklet, *“How

| to Learn Music at Home,” and Free Print and Picture Sample.

| Plano Hawaiian Cornet Drums and Traps |
Vielin Gmtar Trumpet Ukul

I Guitar enor Banjo  Flute Org '
Pnano Accordion Mandolm Piccolo Harmony &

| Saxophone Trombone Composition |

Have You
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"Wris is a radio war—and victory will
bring a radio world!

That’s why men with foresight and am-
bition are studying radio now — at home,
in their spare time!

They know that if they’re drafted, radio
training will make them eligible for further
valuable training with the Armed Forces
—eligible for higher rating and higher pay
—eligible for more interesting assignments!

And when they return to civil life, they’ll
have knowledge and background to fit

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

HELEING 'TO -

BOX 3968-W, SCRANTON,

the course before which I have marked X:

TECHNICAL AND
[ GENERAL RADIO O Boilermaking

1 RADIO OPERATING Sgggg&g’;@“‘]&é‘ﬁ Mining
[J PRACTICAL RADIO SERVICING 5 Shompery 01.Co

[0 Concrete Engineering’

[0 Contracting aad Buildi

ERICANS FOR VICTORY

Without cost or obligation, please send me booklet and full particulars about

Be Smari—

Study Radio Now!

them for a well-paid, responsible job in
radio, television or electronics!

) You can study an I C.S. Radio Course
in your spare time —at low cost—start-
ing right now! Mail this coupon, and
we’ll send you complete information on
the famous L C.S. personalized teaching
method, which has helped thousands along
the highway to success!

This information may well be worth
thousands of dollars to you—vet it’s yours
for a 3¢ stamp! Mail the coupon today!

S

SPECIAL
TUITION RATES
FOR MEMBERS

OF THE
ARMED FORCES

PENNA.
= *

INDUSTRIAL COURSES
[ Highway Engineering
[0 House Planning
[ Industrial Metallurzy
O Locomotive Engineer
[0 Machinist [J Inspector
M of In i

{"Sanitary Engineering

[ Sheet Metal Work

[1:8hip Drafting

[ Shipfitting [J Shop Practice

{J Steam Electrie[J Steam Engines
[ Steam Fitting

[ Cotton Manufacturing

[ Diesel Engines

[ Electrical- Drafting

0 Electrical Engineering '

[ Electrician

[0 Electric Lighting

O Foundryman [] Heating
0O Heat Treatment of Metals

[ Airplane Drafting

{0 Architectural Drafting

[ Architecture

0 Auto Engine Tune-up

{1 Auto Technician

[ Aviation [J Aviation Mechanic
O Blueprint Reading

[0 College Preparatory

[0 Commercial

{J Commercial Ilustrating
O Cost Accounting

O C. P. Accounting

{J Aecounting [ Advertising
(] Bookkeeping

] Business Correspondence

{J] Business Management
O Cartooning  [] Civil Service

[0 Advanced Dressmaking
O Foods and Cookery

Name.

BUSINESS COURSES

HOME ECONOMICS COURSES
[] Home Dressmaking
0 Professional Dressmaking and Designing

Age.

[ Structural Drafting

[J Structural Engineering

[ Surveying and Mapping
[0 Telegraphy [] Telephony
[ Textile Designing

[J Marine Engines

[0 Mechanical Drafting

{0 Mechanical Engineering

[0 Mine Foreman

O Navigation [J Patternmaking
{0 Plastics [0 Plumbing [0 Toolmaking [] Tool Deaign
O R. R. Section Foreman 3 Welding, Gas and Electric
[0 R. R. Signalman [ Refrigeration [J Woolen Manufacturing

[OFirst Year College ['Railway Postal Clerk

[ Foremanship O French L[] Salesmanship

[0 Good English [J Secretarial [ Spanish
[0 High School [0 Showeard and Sign Lettering
[0 Managing Men at Work [ Traffic Management

0O Tea Room and Cafeteria
Management, Catering

Address.

City.

British residents send coupon to I. C.

Canadian residents send coupon to International Coire

................... Present Position
DoNd Schools C ai
8., 71 Kingsway, London, W.

, Limited, Montreal, Cgnada
C. 2, England
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A Department for Readers Conducted by FOGHORN CLANCY

America’s Most Famous Rodeo Expert and Handicapper

HI WADDIES, here we are again at the
old bunkhouse, where it is always nice
to sit and while away the time and tell
stories of the days of long ago, and this
being the bunkhouse and we fellows being
what you might call unacquainted with the
ways and talk of high society, it is natural
that our yarns sheuld be of the West, of
the rangelands, bad gunmen, good lawmen,

FOGHORN CLANCY

cattle, unfenced prairies and even barbed
wire fences.

Barbed wire is the one thing that seemed
to have changed the destiny of the entire
cattle industry. In a way it wds a boon to
cattlemen, but it brought strife and war in
the form of fence cutting to the range-
lands, especially in Texas.

Just the other day I happened to run
mcross a reprint from The Texas Stockman,

of San Antonio. It’s a kind of an editorial
and was written and first printed in May,
1884. That was about the time that the
barbed wire fences really got going in
Texas and there was plenty of trouble
over fencing and a lot of the bodies in the
various “boot hills” could be traced to
trouble over barbed wire fences.

The editorial reads: “The mission of
barbed wire on earth seems to be to create
trouble. Here and in the neighboring states
barbed wire is menopolizing the attention
of the courts and lawyers, and down here
in Texas it is killing cowboys and peace
officers all over the prairies. Men will go
to law or kill each other to sustain their
views on barbed wire more than for almost
anything else, politics' not excepted. And
yet the patent office keeps grinding out
patents for barbed wire, to the distress and
confusion of the whole country. Dynamite
distresses England, barbed wire is what
hurts us.”

A Period of Change

Enclosed pastures are so common now
that it is difficult to visualize any other-
method of raising cattle in Texas. The
great King ranch of Texas is fenced, and
taking into consideration that most of its
fences are three, four and even five strands,
so much wire is required to fence the ranch
and its different pastures, that were it
stretched in a single strand it would more
than’ reach from San Francisco to New
York. But there was a time when transi-
tions had to be made from the open range
to the pasture system. This period of
change is one of interest in the history of
the livestock industry in Texas.

A sudden drouth in the summer of 1883
suddenly jarred Texas stockmen to the
realization that a radical change was tak-
ing place in the methods of carrying on
their business. Suddenly it dawned upon
them that the open range methods of ranch-
ing were seriously threatened by barbed
wire fences which had been stretched

(Continued on page 10)
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at /GOING TO DO TO

g HELP

Youwre a good loyal American; you want to do your part!
All of us can’t be soldiers, or sailors, or air pilots, but we [§&
can serve. One way to do it is to master a trade or vocation @& .
which will help win the war and at the same time prepare £

you for a good position after the war is over. =

CRIME IS AN ENEMY

Training which enables  you to thwart crime within our own £
borders will help to win the war with the Japs and other
foreign foes. Youw’ll get such training through the I.A.S.
Course in Finger Printing and other Crime Detection Meth-
ods, and you can Jearn right at home, in spare time, at smalil
cost.

For 26 years the I.A.S. has been preparing ambitious
imen to fill responsible positions in Identification Bureaus
throughout America. Today over 43 per cent of all the [
Nation’s Identification Bureaus are run by our graduates. [}

$am Neally to Fascinati T hrilli Profitabl
ascinaiing — i nriiling —Promtabie
H ELP You Scientific crime detection offers excellent opportunities now

"e'p . » » and the future promises even greater possibilities. A §
recent Gallup poll shows that 69% of America’s population

WIN THE WAR wants every one in the U.S. to be finger printed right now.

Hundreds of Defense Plants are now finger printing em-

ployees. The potential value of finger print training grows
Director day by day.
FTCETETITT]  NOW’S THE TIME TO START §
ot eagbeded  Now . . . when the demand for our graduates is greater than
AT H OM E 8 cver before . . . when new Bureaus and National Defense f&
: it @ are finding neeg of hmore and more l::raugedl finger print
) experts . , . makes the present time the ideal time to get
;7::;:" ,.:g;”b: ri-:,',?:; ':,o‘:,:; into this pleasant, profitable, thrilling work.
around the house into price=~ INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
o ol it !l 1920 sunnyside Ave.  Dept. 7962  Chicago, Iil.

FREE TR VY &V N Send For This Great Book Now:
\ CRIME”

! Gives the case histories of famous crimes INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE

! and how they were solved by experts. I 1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 7962, Chicago, il
This book has been an “eye-opener” to Gentlemen: Without obligation, send me the “Blue
thousands. It told them how they could I Book of Crime” and complete list of over 840 bureaus
prepare themsegves at small cost andbin ::“gilr‘:i{;’;g cg;:'sa'n dgrtae‘:_‘:::es- Also _give me infotmation
short time to fill good-pay, responsible 2 2 s

Dodibions in. Tdern tfﬁcation ’VVork. Send (Literature sent only to persons stating age.)

for it FREE tcday, stating age.

This May Be Your Oppertunity for
HELPING TO WIN THE WAR!!
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Learn this
Profitable

in 90 Days at Heme

Hundreds of men and women of all ages 18-50 make $10,00 to

Hydro-Therapy 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 ownm
home 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
S completed in 3 to 4 months. High School train-
ing is not necessary. Many earn big money while
learning, The Army and Navy need hundreds of
experts—both men and women.

Anatomy Charts & Booklet FREE

Enroll now and we will include uniform coat,
medical dietionary, patented reducing roller and
Hydro-Therapy supplies without extra cost. The
redueing course alone may be worth many times
¥ the modest tuition fee.

Send coupon now for Anatomy Charts and booklet
 of photographs and letters from _successful
Secseens | graduates. These will all be sent postpaid—F REE.
Elidodid WL SN RN NS U S SN DS G S SN MR D S
THE College of Swedish Massage

Dept 663—100 E. Ohio St., Chicage

You may send me FREE and postpaid, Anatomy Charts, booklet con-
:?u;:nui %:trogtauhs and leiters from graduates, and complete details

€r.
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Rush name and address for
s'nd "0 "0““! big Assortment of FOODS,
GROCERIES, SOAPS,
worth $5. Y

esesecssnisscescesss

$5900 Full Size

Ete.—full size packages,
$5.00. Yours ABSOLUTELY FREE]
Show these products to friends, neighbors.
ozders for sensational values, more

!

Take
than 2

8 0 qu{:llty products used in every

profits, full or spare time.
ite for F’R%E =

POEMS WANTED

= For Musical Setting s

Mother, Home, Love, Sacred, Patriotie, Comic
or any subject. Don’t Delay—Send us your
Original Poem at once— for fmmediate con-
gideration and FREE Rhyming Dictionary.

RICHARD BROTHERS ™ gR5eaesrsiie
WANTELD ©OLD MONEY! -

= $2.000.00 FOR ¢ —
Big premiums paid for all rare coins, encased postage stamps,
paper money! Certain Cents worth $2,000; Lincoln Pennies $10;
Indianhead Cents $100; Nickels $500; Dimes $1,000, etc. Send
10¢ for New Up-To-Date Illustrated Catalogue.

FEDERAL COIN EXCHANGE, Dept. 12-TG, COLUMBUS, OHIO

Low asi20-DAY TRIAL
s700 [EUARANTEE!Y
CATALOG-FOLDER FREE

Try Brookfield plates—made under

g @ R0/

supervision of licensed dentist. Priced to fit your pock<
etbook ON MONEY-BACK GUARAN TEE, %’n’tc%addﬂ
SEND NO MONEY for FREE Impression
——— Material, and information,

BROOKFIELD DENTAL PLATE CO.

Pept. 35-B3 Brookfield. Mo.

$20.00 in a single day giving scientific Swedish Massage and |

THE BUNKHOUSE

(Continued from page 8)

across the prairies all over the settled por-
tions of the state.

Some stockmen had been farsighted
enough to buy land and fence it with what-
ever materials were available and these
were prepared for the change. In 1875
barbed wire had first been brought into
Texas and gradually cattlemen had begun
to use this cheap method of enclosing
large tracts of grass lands.

Within a few years time the sale of new
fencing spread to the tune of millions of
dollars for the agents selling the wire.
From 1875 to 1884 the frontier of Texas
was spread farther westward than it had
been in the fifty years preceding. Barbed
wire was one of the factors causing this.

About 1881 the State of Texas began the
sale of her school lands. Railroads owning
alternate sections over the vast areas of
the West also sold their holdings rapidly.

How the State Capitol Was Built

In going back to the era of the start of
barbed wire fences and the sale by the
State of Texas of vast areas of her school
lands it is interesting to note that land
was traded for the building of the State
Capitol building of the Lone Star state.
Texas needed a capitol building, there was
no money available to finance a building of
such magnitude as required.

Texas wanted a capitol building that
they as well as later generations could be
proud of. The state owned much land, but
had little money, so state officials adver-
tised for a company to finance and build
the state capitol building and take their
pay in land.

In Chicago there was a firm organized
and called the Capitol Land and Cattle Syn-
dicate, and they financed and built the
building, taking for their pay a little more
than three and a half million acres of land.
This land comprised ten counties and later
the ranch started on the land was named
the X IT, using the Roman numeral for

(Continued on page 13)
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7 Days FREE TRIA

-Costs You Nothing to Examine This
Amazing New Three-Volume Set of

REFERENCE BOOKS of PRACTICAL

Each Book 82 x 11
inches. Handsomely
Bound in Harvard Red
and Gold Leatherette.

clear, plain, understandablé language
for the “beginner” or “old timer.”
Solves your evervday electrical prob-
lems easily, quickly, and thoroughly.

SEND NO MONEY! COUPON
BRINGS COMPLETE SET!

AUTHORITATIVE. PRACTICAL—
prepared by experts. Used regularly on
the job by hundreds of Electricians,
service men, radio men, air cadets,
students, maintenance men, etc. EASY.

COMPLETE. Covers everything FREE —with SEE THEM RIS
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(Continued from page 10)

ten and meaning Ten Counties In Texas.

The once famous old XIT ranch has
long since been cut up into smaller ranches
and farms. In the original tract there are
now three separate oil fields, the total
value of which is almost beyond calcula-
tion, so it is a safe bet that the land which
Texas traded for its capitol building now
has a greater value than the cost of our
national capitol building in Washington
with the White House thrown in.

It is also interesting to note that Ab
Blocker, the man who named the XIT
and selected the brand for the syndicate,
is still living in Texas at the age of 87.
He has seen the coming of barbed wire
fences, the vanishing of the trail herds
and the passing of the great ranch.

The Fence-Cutting Era

As the railroads sold their lands, for-
eigners flocked to Texas to buy land,
fence it with barbed wire, and engage in
the cattle business on a wholesale basis,
being led on by the glowing reports of
enormous profits to be derived. Land that
had been grazed by Texas stockmen in
common for generations was suddenly
found girded with a shiny new barrier.
Water holes and streams which had been
free to all comers were likewise closed up
for private use. Even roads that had been
traveled so long that they were considered
]fJubliC property were barred by a tight new

ence.

The Texas frontiersman had long been
accustomed to taking care of himself in
the face of difficulties and the Texas stock-
man and settler of the 70’s and 80’s did not
have to be told what to do with the offen-
sive barrier to his grass and water and
customary route of travel. He cut the
fence where he came to it and did not
hesitate much at the act.

It is not known exactly when the first

(Continued on page 104)
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The Mexican's long knife appeared like magic and flew across the room (CHAPTER Vili}

LEADVILLE

AVENGERS

By TOM CURRY

When greedy, murderous polecats try to jump Nevada Charlies
claim, the fast fists and guns of Bob Pryor and his aides
put the kibosh on a fiendish scheme to defraud honest prospectors!

CHAPTER 1
“Pike’s Peak or Bust”

OB PRYOR, known on the wild
B Frontier as the Rio Kid, care-
# tully descended the steep rock
slide, carrying on one powerful shoul-
der the tender joint of mountain sheep

carved from the animal he had shot.

The elusive creatures, leaping from
crag to crag with their marvelous
agility, were difficult targets, which
was what made it such sport. With
two cempaniens, the Rio Kid had
come to the Rocky Mountains, to
Colorade, for the unequaled hunting

A COMPLETE FULL-LENGTH RIO KID NOVEL
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the wilderness offered—mountain

sheep, grizzly bear, beaver and other

game whose pelts were valuable in the

market.

But the financial side was secondary
on this trip. The Rio Kid was a rest-
less wanderer through Western
danger trails and required change and
new scenes. This place was satisfying
to his soul.

Not so many years had elapsed since
it had been “Captain Robert Pryor,
U. S. A.” He had fought through the
Civil War under Generals Sheridan
and Custer and shone as a scout and
soldier. :

In the cli}hing he wore now were
reminders the days when he had
known only military life. His hat was
a campaign felt, with the brim nar-
rower than the usual Western Stetson
and his blue pants were tucked into
expensive Army boots with silver
Army spurs. A blue shirt, bandanna,
and Army Colts in the holsters of his
cartridge belts completed his attire.

His eyes "were blue with a devil-
may-care glint that showed the reck-
less courage ef his kind. His nose was
straight, his chestnut hair crisp, and
his smooth brenzed cheeks were glow-

ing with health. A certain lithe way °

he moved shewed his strength, though
he was in ne sense burly. Rather, he
was the ideal height and weight for a
cavalryman—not too heavy, but broad
of shoulders, and with a wiry body
that tapered to narrow hips.

_Although the Rio Kid had been
born on the Rie Grande, in Texas, he
had gone with the Union during the
Civil War. After it was all over, find-
ing his parents dead and his boyhood
home destroyed, he had been seized
by wanderlust and had kept moving.
Since then, his home had been wher-
ever he chanced to be. The prairie, the
desert, the mountains, the wild .cow-
towns of Kansas and the whole South-
west knew him.

He was whistling under his breath
now, puffing a bit, for at the 11,000-
foot altitude the air was rare.

e
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WINGING past somée scrub brush,

he could look down on the little
park where the hunters had left their
horses. Suddenly he checked his
progress, staring, as he saw a man
picking up the reins of a buckskin
gelding. That buckskin, rejoicing in
the name of Houston, belonged to Bat
Masterson, one of the Rio Kid’s com-
rades. Bat and Celestino Mireles, a
Mexican youth who was the Rio Kid’s
cloesest friend and constant companion
were with him on this hunting trip.
They had gone over to the other spur.

It was neither Masterson nor Mi-
reles down there with the horses now.
The Rio Kid dropped his meat and
grabbed the rifle from its sling on his
back. But it was a long shot and as
yet he was not sure of the intentions
of the fellow with the horses.

He hurried on down toward the
park. As he neared he saw the man,
mounting the buckskin, swing around
and ride over to catch the mouse-col-
ored dun which was grazing nearby.

That was too much for Bob Pryor,
for that dun was Saber, the Rio Kid’s
own horse that had gone through the
war with him. Rangy, and sporting a
mirled eye and a mean temper with
anyone except Pryor and his friends,
Saber was not the sort of animal to be
easily approached. He moved away
now as the man on the buckskin tried
to seize his reins. And then, as the
rider followed, he suddenly bit at the
reaching hand and lashed out with
his hoofs, kicking the buckskin in the
ribs.

Bat Masterson’s mustang reared
high, and bucked violently. He threw
the man who meant to steal him off
his back, then stood placidly where he
was, quieting at once.

The Rio Kid was rapidly moving
closer. As the infuriated stranger
below jumped up, only bruised by his
fall, Pryor knew now that he had
come upon a horse-thief—just in time.
He threw his big-game rifle to shoul-
der and placed a shot close over the
head of the man.



The Army Colt leaped #o the Rio
Kid's frained grip and snaried
(CHAPTER 1)
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The whine 'of the heavy bullet and
the ecchoing report panicked the
horse-thief. He raced for the buckskin
and leaped aboard. Low over the
horse’s neck, he drummed his héels
against Heuston’s ribs.

The Rie Kid was near the level
ground ef the park now, and shrill
blasts whistled from his puckered lips.
It was an eld Army song, and always
on hearing it, the dun would come
running,

It was as if the warhorse knew the
words:

Said the Big Black Charger to the
Little White mare,

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

Said the Little White Mare to the
Big Black Charger, :
“That Pinte Stallion whispered that
he’d like his harem larger!”

Upon hearing this now, Saber threw
up his head, shook his mane, darker
in hue than his coat, and with tail fly-
ing galleped to the Rio Kid. Leaping
to saddle, Pryor tore after the fellow
riding Houston. He could quickly see
that the man was a poor rider, and did
not know how to handle the half-wild
mustang breed of the Frontier. Rap-
idly he came up, and drawing a Colt—
he had thrown down his heavy rifle
when he had leaped to Saber’s back—
the Rio Kid began firing over the
thief’s head.

He aimed high, not from any con-
sideration for the horse-thief, but be-
cause he did not want to injure Mas-
terson’s mount. After a couple of
close ones, the bearded, ragged rider
ahead lost his nerve. The Rio Kid,
gun raised, could see his frightened
eyes as he glanced back over his
shoulder and found Pryor grimly
overtaking him.

UDDENLY the horse-thief threw
up his hands and Houston slowed.
The man tumbled off and lay in the
bunch-grass, as the Rio Kid tore up,
pistol ready.
“Don’t shoot me—please, Mister—
don’t shoot me!” the fellow pleaded,

utter and abject fear in‘his quavering
voice. He was shaking all over.

He wore dirty, torn overalls and
shirt, and his head with its long,
matted sandy hair was bare. His face
was dirt-stained and with beard stub-
ble on the thin cheeks. He was tall
and gawky, with washed-out gray
eyes and a-weak chin. All in all, the
Rio Kid didn’t fancy the appearance
of this scared horse-thief.

“Stand up, cuss yuh!” Bob Pryor
snarled.

Plainly the man knew the penalty
for stealing a horse in this Western
country, and believed that instant
death was staring him in the face.

“No—no, don’t—don’t kill me!” he
wailed.

“Get up and lemme see yuh,” or-
dered Pryor.

The man at last obeyed. He was
scared silly, thought Pryor, with dis-
gust, as the thief got to his feet shak-
ily, begging abjectly for life. His
knees would scarcely hold him, and
he was fishy white under his coating
of suntan. His lips trembled and he
was sobbing, his tears flowing freely,
streaking his gaunt, dirty face.

He had a pistol hidden under his
shirt, which the Rio Kid quickly dis-
covered and confiscated. He also had
a small bundle of food, and some
money.

“T ought to string yuh up,” growled
Pryor angrily. “No hoss-thief de-
serves any—" :

Then the Rio Kid heard a far-off

hail. It came from a ridge ahead. It

wasn’t his friends calling, for they
were behind him.

Several men afoot appeared on the
ridge, trudging along. They waved to
him.

“Those friends of yores?” de-
manded Pryor of his captive, on guard
after what had occurred.

The fellow looked around,
nodded.

“Yeah, from the wagon train.”

“What train? And what’s yore han-
dle?”

and
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“They call me Turkey—Turkey
Craw.” With the thin, scrawny neck,
and huge Adam’s apple that horse-
thief had it was easy to see where he
got his nickname. “Them folks are
some of the boys. We was up to
Pike’s Peak.”

“Are they all like you?” demanded
the Rio Kid sarcastically.

“Turkey” Craw sniffled, and did not
seem to be too glad to see the men
who were coming down the ridge side.
In the lead was a long-limbed, tall

BOB PRYOR

- young fellow wearing corduroys, a

miner’s hat, and high-laced boots.

Ready for trouble, the Rio Kid
‘waited for the group. The young man
ahead stopped, staring curiously first
at Pryor, then at Turkey Craw.

“Howdy, Mister,” he said to the Rio
Kid and his voice was pleasant. “My
name’s Harris Evers. I’m a prospector.
Travelin’ with a wagon-train. We’re
camped across the ridge there.”

He had good eyes, hazel in color,
an easy-going smile, and a bronzed
face that was clean-shaven save for
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an incipient mustache. The Rio Kid
liked the man’s looks as well as he
liked his voice.

“Is this scum one of yore party?”
asked the Rio Kid, indicating Turkey.

“Yeah.” The tall young fellow
scowled. “Say, Turkey, why’d yuh
run off from us? Yuh took that money
for yoreself, didn’t yuh?”

. The man who had called himself
Harris Evers turned back to the Rio
Kid.

“We’re in a bad way for food, Mis-

ter. Purty near starvin’. Got women
and kids with us, too.”

“Where yuh headin’?” asked Pryor.

“Well, back for Missouri, I reckon.
Most of ’em are, anyways. We drove
to Pike’s Peak but when we got there
we found it was a hoax. No gold or
silver around.”

N OLDER man, with a close-
clipped pepper-and-salt beard,

liquor-bleared eyes, and bent of back

from long years of stooping over
placer mining, came up and joined
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Evers. He had a cud of tobacco in one
- leathery cheek and switched it as he
stared steadily at Pryor.

“This here is Old Mac, my pard-
-ner,” Evers explained.

. “Howdy,” “Old Mac” cackled.

He was a typical sourdough, the
Rio Kid saw, probably an inveterate
prospector who all his life had been
bitten by the mining bug and had in-
dulged in a feverish search for pre-
cious metals. Three more men strag-
gled up but they were of a different
type from Old Mac. They looked like
greenhorns, out of place in this wil-
derness.

The Rio Kid hesitated. Like all
Western men would have been in the
same circumstances he was firm in the
belief that Turkey Craw needed hang-
ing. But these other men looked all
right and showed no belligerency to-
ward the Rio Kid because of Turkey
Craw. In fact, they seemed to be on
Pryor’s side, eyeing the sniveling
thief with dislike.

“Tickle his ribs and see if he has
our cash,” suggested Old Mac.

“I—1I didn’t mean to take it!” sobbed
Turkey. “I just happened to—"

Old Mac, assisted by Harris Evers,
searched Turkey who was again pros-

.trate on the ground and removed two
bags of silver and bills from inside
his shirt.

“Yeah, this is it,” declared Evers.
“He swiped money from several of our
folks. But mebbe we shouldn’t be too
hard on him. It’s been a tough pull
for him as well as everybody else and
our grub’s mighty low. Stand up,
Turkey.”

Turkey Craw managed to stand
erect but he was shivering. Had he
shown the slightest fight, the Rio Kid
might have killed him without com-
punction, but the man was altogether
too abject to waste a bullet on him;
sickeningly so. Pryor booted him hard
where it would do the most good,
lifting him clear of the ground. Tur-
key Craw yelped and ran away, over
the ridge. |

The Rio Kid shrugged and turned
to Harris Evers and Old Mac, who
grinned at Turkey’s frightened speed.

“He’s been a nuisance all along,” re-
marked Old Mac. “Fool acts like he
ain’t got good sense sometimes.”

“What’s yore handle, Mister?”
Evers inquired of Pryor.

“Bob Pryor. They call me the Rio
Kid. I been huntin® sheep in the
peaks.”

Old Mac smacked his lips. “I'd sell
my soul for a joint of mutton right
now,” he muttered.

The other men appeared to be hun-
gry, too.

“There’s some meat I dropped back
a ways,” the Rio Kid said, “and plenty
more up above.”

“We ought to take some to the
folks,” said Evers.

“Let’s have a look,” growled Pryor,
his curiosity aroused. “Yuh start
walkin’ back, and I'll overtake yuh.”

CHAPTER II
Leadville

HE Rio Kid had to

return Houston be-

fore he could go

to the wagon train

with his wvisitors.

With the horses be-

longing to his

friends, who were

not yet down from

their hunt, he left a
, scribbled note tell-

ing where he had-
gone. Then, riding back on the trail
of Evers, Old Mac and the rest, the
Rio Kid topped the ridge and looked
down on a mountain park in which
some canvas-topped wagons
drawn up. :

Thirty miles away, the towering
facade of Pike’s Peak gleamed in the
light, with neighboring peaks stick-
ing to the heavens.

The Rio Kid pushed the dun up to
the wagons. They were, most of them,
worn out, from a long trip across the

were -
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plains and into the Rockies, and dis-
played many home-made repairs. Sev-
eral had painted on their sides the
motto,

“PIKE’S PEAK OR BUST!”

Then this had been crudely lined out,
and

“BUSTED!”

‘written underneath.

Around a smoldering campfire were
gathered about sixty people, men,
and a dozen women, wives and daugh-
ters, and some children. They turned
their peaked faces toward the Rio
Kid. His well-knit, self-assured fig-
. ure seemed to give them fresh confi-
dence.

The Rio Kid took them in. They
were decent-looking Americans,
whose dream of quick wealth had
been rudely shattered. They had
few goods, and little money left, after
investing all in equipment for the rush
to Pike’s Peak.

“Meet the Rio Kid, folks,” said
Harris Evers, coming over to Pryor.
He nodded toward a man at the fire.
“This here is Sam Wilton. He’s cap-
tain of our train.”

The heavy-set, good-natured-look-
ing man got up and held out his hand,
smiling at Pryor. He had a close-
cropped dark beard, thick brows, a
good nose and brown hair. He wore
old but clean and mended miner’s
clothing, with blue pants tucked into
brogans, a felt hat, and a blue shirt.

“Glad to know yuh, Rio Kid,” Wil-
ton said heartily. “Evers has just been
sayin’ yuh offered us some meat—and
I’m shore mlghty sorry ’bout Turkey
Craw tryin’ to steal yore hosses. I
should’ve run him out of the party
long ago but he begs so hard I always
let him stick.”

Turkey Craw was hiding some-
where, but he probably would show up
again, like a bad penny.

The Rio Kid shook hands with sev-
eral of the leading men, nodded to
the others. :
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The Rio Kid’s glance, moving about
the company, finally came to rest on

‘a slender girl who stood in the shadow

of a big wagon. He had an eye for
beauty, and the girl, about eighteen
or nineteen years old, was pretty in
her pink calico dress. Her curly hair
was taffy-colored, and her big eyes,
long-lashed, had a violet hue. Her
well-molded features had a healthy
outdoors look.

“My daughter, Dorothy,” Sam Wil-
ton said, seeing Pryor’s interest,

“How do yuh do,” the Rio Kid said
to her.

She nodded, without speaking, and
for a moment held his eyes. Then she
looked down.

“My wife’s dead,” Wilton contin-
ued. “Dorothy takes care of me.”

Pryor hardly needed to be told that,
for her hands showed how hard she
worked.

Wilton acted as spokesman for the
party, with Harris Evers putting in a
word now and then.

E TEAMED up back in St
Joe,” explained Wilton.. “All
of us strong for goin’ to Pike’s Peak
and makin’ our fortune there. It was
said all yuh need do was scratch the
dirt to turn up gold and silver.”

“That’s what George Smothers
said,” amended Harris Evers.

“Smothers?” repeated the Rio Kid.

“Yeah—he’s a big dealer in St. Joe
and sells supplies and outfits to the
wagon trains headin’ west. Smothers
told us there was a fortune for us
here.”

“Why, there was a big fake run to
Pike’s Peak just ’fore the War,” ex-
claimed the Rio Kid.

Wilton shrugged. “Yeah, we heard
tell of it. Smothers swore that the
fellers who made it missed the real
deposits, and shore convinced us, He
showed us some gold samples he said
come from the Peak. He must’ve sold
forty thousand dollars worth of stuff
on this hoax. We didn’t find anything
worth diggin’ up above.”
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The Rio Kid had run upon victims
of a common enough trick, a gold
rush started by scheming dealers who
stood to profit by the sale of supplies.
There had been others of them taken
in by the same hoax—too many of
them—since that first “Pike’s Peak
or Bust” rush back in ’59.

“Why not try Leadville?” sug-
gested Pryor. “We met an hombre
from there last week and he says it’s

-goin’ great guns.”

Evers slapped his thigh. “That’s
what I say, Rio Kid. Old Mac and
me are headin’ there, but there’s scme
who don’t believe anything now, not
after what we been through. We
swung off the regular trail, meanin’ to
go to Leadville. But all we’ve done is
argue.”

“It’s a real strike up there,” de-
.clared the Rio Kid.

“Father,” said Dorothy Wilton sud-
denly, “let’s go back home to Pennsyl-
vania.”

Wilton smiled at her. “The girl
don’t fancy minin’ life, Rio Kid. Can’t
say I blame her. Her mother died on
a run I made last year to Oregon.”

“Well, let’s go pack in as much meat
as we can-and have a feed,” Evers sug-
gested. “And after we eat we’ll vote
once and for all. I’'m willin’ to travel
back to Missouri to help the folks
make it, but then Old Mac and me are
headin’ into the Rockies for Lead-
ville.”

The Rio Kid accompanied half a
dozen of the younger men, driving a
flat wagon, over the rough way to the
point where they could reach the
mountain sheep that had been shot.
They found Bat Masterson and Celes-
tino Mireles making ready to follow
their friend the Rio Kid.

Bat Masterson was young and deb-
onair. He had already made a name
for himself among men of highest
courage. He was quick of eye and
stealthy of foot, an ace shot.

He had a well-shaped head, a corn-
silk mustache, and smooth-shaven
cheeks. He was a dandy where dress

was concerned, and now he wore a
red silk bandanna about his neck, and
his spurs were gold-inlaid. His gray
Stetson was circled by a braided gold
and silver band in the shape of a rat-
tlesnake with red glass eyes. He wore
a red sash, and buckskins, and carried
twin Colts in his cartridge belts. Un-
der his leg, as he sat Houston, was a
heavy Sharps .50-caliber buffalo gun.
Its name was Marie.

Celestino Mireles hailed the Rio
Kid with joy.

“Ah, General! We jus’ follow you!”

The Mexican youth, whom Pryor
had rescued from Border bandits and
who had since clung to him as his
trail comrade, was bony and tall. He
had a patrician face with a hawk beak,
and lively black eyes. He wore the
clinging, soft and becoming clothing
of his people—velvet pants, short
jacket, and a peaked sombrero.

HE Rio Kid introduced his

friends to the miners. He quickly
told Bat and Celestino how he had
come upon Turkey Craw stealing
their horses.

Bat snorted, his gray-blue eyes
darkening.

“Yuh should’ve ventilated the pole-
cat’s hide, Rio Kid!”

The Rio Kid shrugged. Turkey
Craw had grovelled so that no man
would have cared to use an honest
Colt on him. 2

They went on, afoot, leaving their
horses and the wagon below, to pick
up the sheep the three had killed.
Before dark they were back at the
wagon train and the hungry people
were getting ready for a real meal.

After supper, the vote of which
Evers had spoken was taken. Perhaps
the strength given by the meat, per-
haps the magnetic power of the Rio
Kid, turned the scales. The vote was
to go on to Leadville and further
search for precious metals.

“Will you fellers help us over
there?” Sam Wilton eagerly asked the
Rio Kid. ;
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The Rio Kid hegitated. Dorothy
Wilton was watching him, not speak-
ing, from the shadows outside the cir-
cle of dancing firelight.

“All right,” agreed the Rio Kid.
“T’ll tag along. I'd like to see Lead-
ville.”

A pretty face and a pair of violet
eyes had turned the Rio Kid toward
wild adventure high in the rarified air
of the Rockies, where death and men-
ace threatened.

And he was glad that he had so de-
cided. He knew something cf Lead-
ville, the wildest, maddest mining
town of them all, but not enough to
satisfy him. He must see it for him-
self. And when he finally reached the
town the Rio Kid, who had traveled
thousands of miles on the Frontier
and visited many a boom settlement
and mushroom growth, quickly
learned that anything he had heard of
Leadville was no exaggeration.

For weeks the Rio Kid and Bat
Masterson led the prospectors toward
their destination, up through the
Royal Gorge of the Arkansas River,
a narrow gap with breath-taking thou-
sand-foot-high rock sides which pro-
vided the only possible route to Lead-
ville for wheeled vehicles. The hunt-
ers’ accurate rifles kept them in meat.

It was late in June when they ar-
rived at their Golconda. They at once
went into camp on a slope a mile from
the humming beehive of treasure-
hopped humamty

As soon as the ammals had been
unhitched and camp made, the men
hurried to look over Leadville. Food,
equipment, had to be found in one
way or another, for they were nearly
destitute.

“Some scenery, ain’t it, Rio Kid?”
exclaimed young Bat Masterson ad-
miringly, as they rode slowly along a
rocky road, with Mireles riding be-
hind them.

They were ahead of the men from

The Rio Kid leaped fo the alley and his sicp shot made
Barry's cigar describe an arec (CHAPTER Viii)
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the wagon train, most of whom were
afoot, but Pryor’s mind still was on
the responsibility he had undertaken
to care for the wagon train people.

“It’s beautiful country,” he de-
clared. “Shore hope the folks here-
abouts live up to their country’s
looks.”

Over them loomed a huge moun-
tain, Mt. Massive. Though the little
gulch in which Leadville’s quarter-
billion dollars in lead and silver were
being dug was nearly eleven thousand
feet in altitude, the peaks rose even
higher, their steep sides fringed by
growth for a thousand feet more.
Above timberline, at eleven thousand,
five hundred feet were bare rocks,
with patches of snow plainly visible
on them.

HE wind puffed at the new ar-
rivals from the town.

“Phew!” exclaimed Bat, sniffing.

“Sulphur from the lead smelters, I
reckon,” the Rio Kid remarked.

They pushed into Leadville, a
sprawling settlement of ~wooden
shacks and larger structures.

“‘Harrison Avenue’,” read the Rio
Kid aloud, on a street sign. “Looks
like they shoot wide with their names,
Bat.”

The “Avenue’” was narrow, no more
than a rutted mud way. High board
sidewalks rarfalong its length on both
sides. State Street was in the same
condition, as were the byways and
alleys of the town.

Tents, and all sorts of temporary
shelters had been thrown up in every
available spot, for Leadville had
grown too fast in inhabitants to ac-
commodate the eager fortune-seckers
who were flocking in by the thou-
sands. Garbage and tin cans lay un-
‘collected in the gutters, with flies by
the million swarming over them.

There were men about but it was
work time and most citizens were
busy digging in the side gulches for

themselves or swinging a pick for -

luckier adventurers whose claims had

already panned out.

TABOR’S OPERA HOUSE—TABOR’S
HOTEL—TABOR’S GENERAL STORE
-Egﬁls?»gR’S BAKERY—TABOR’S FIRE

The Rio Kid saw a number of shin-
ing new buildings, most of them
marked with the name “Tabor.”

“This Tabor hombre must be some
punkins, Bat,” he observed. “But I'm
dry. Let’s get a drink.”

As the three handsome young riders
dismounted, tossing their reins across
the hitch-rack in front of

TABOR’S GILTEDGE SALOON

there was a hoarse shout from over
the rutted street, a sudden uproar in-
cluding some gunshots.

Glancing that way, the Rio Kid and
his friends saw a small man with a
white beard and mustache run with
surprising speed from between two
buildings. A shot cracked and he im-
mediately ducked behind a thick curb
post.

“Help!” he yelled. “Help!”

Half a dozen men in rough clothing
—corduroys and felt hats—wearing
Colts, and two with other guns in
hand and shooting galloped on the
venerable victim’s trail.

“There he is, boys!” bawled their
leader, a powerful, tow-haired fellow,
with a round head and a flat-featured
face.

He fired again and cut a chunk of
wood from the post sheltering the
unarmed quarry.

“Say, Bat, he’s sorta advanced in
years for that sorta game,” growled
the Rio Kid. “I’m goin’ to horn in.”

“Help!” shouted the victim again.

The Rio Kid galloped across the
rutted street, with Bat and Celestino
at his spurs. The white-bearded man
turned bright eyes on him as Pryor
asked:

“What’s wrong, Grandpa?”

“They’re lot-jumpers!” yelped the
old fellow. “I—I own a big lot next
street. They’re buildin’ on it and—
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and threaten to kill me if—I don’t
lgive it up! That’s Bull Olsen, and

e—”

“Stand away, there,” the big man
in the lead snarled, pausing a few
paces from the Rio Kid, who now
stood in front of the white-beard.

However, the aspect of the three

armed Frontiersmen had cooled the
ardor of some of the gunmen. De-
liberately the Rio Kid pushed to the
fore, standing with his hands hang-
ing easy by his holstered Colts.

“What’s the idee of gunnin’ an un-
armed citizen?” he demanded.

“Keep outa this!” the big leader
snapped. “Or yuh’ll be pushin’ up
grassroots tonight, hombre!”

CHAPTER III

Lawless Town

.. OOLLY the Rio Kid
appraised the man

\ * who had threatened
him. The fellow had

a huge body, arms

\ as big as most men’s
legs, a flat, rather
vacuous face, baby-
blue eyes and tow

7 | hat. A blue shirt
~ covered his great
bearlike torso, a shirt opened to show
the albino hair on his chest. His cor-
duroys were held up by red suspen-
ders, but he wore a wide belt to carry
guns and the bullets for them, and
tremendous hobnailed boots.

“He’s Bull Olsen,” the oldster
whom the Rio Kid was protecting
said, pointing. “He’s a bad hombre.
Look out he don’t shoot yuh while
yore back’s turned, Mister. The whole
passel of ’em ought to be in Boot
Hillt”

The men with “Bull” Olsen were
of the same stamp as he, hard of eye,
.bearded, dirty, in mixed clothing of
range and mine, and all were armed.
They waited for Olsen’s decision.

“Who are you, Grandpa?” the Rio
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Kid inquired of the oldster.

“Well, they call me Nevada Char-
lie,” replied the white-beard. “I own
a lot over there on State Street, like
I said, and it’s worth plenty. I was
out of town for a few days and when
I come back this mornin’ durned if I
didn’t see Olsen and a bunch of his
friends startin’ to put up a saloon on
my land! I tried to stop ’em and they
would’ve kilt me only I ducked and
run.”

“He’s lyin’!” Olsen growled quickly.
“The old goat’s loco. He sold me that
lot the other night when he was full
of red-eye. . . . Get outa my way!”

As again he challenged the Rio
Kid, Olsen lunged forward, reaching
for “Nevada Charlie.” The Rio Kid,
lithe and trained, though outweighed
by a hundred pounds, seized Olsen’s
wrist, fell aside, and by Olsen’s own
strength mainly, sent the big Swede
crashing on his belly and face in the
gutter.

It was neatly done, a good wrest-
ler’s trick. The breath was jolted from
Olsen, but he had a bull’s power and
came up on his knees, roaring with
outraged pain. The Rio Kid was
laughing at him, and the infuriated
man, gun still clasped in his great
paw, swung and threw his Colt to
firing level.

The Rio Kid made his own draw
then. It was so fast the eye could not
follow the blurred hand. The Army
Colt leaped to his trained grip, the
hammer spur back under thumb ris-
ing, and then the Rio Kid’s weapon
snarled.

Olsen’s lead kicked up dirt between
Pryor’s spread boots, missing entirely.
Bull’'s mouth opened, the light stub-
ble sticking out around his dirt-
smeared cheeks. The pistol no longer
was in his grip and he stared dumbly
at his slashed, bleeding hand, numbed
from the wound dealt him by the Rio
Kid.

At that every man present dug for
his shooting-irons.

Bat Masterson and Celestino Mi-
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reles fired a breath later. Several Colts
barked together, the powder-smoke
curling into the wind. The Rio Kid
let go once more, and three of the
gunsters facing them went out of ac-
tion, one falling and rolling over on
his face. The others were winged
through the shoulder. The survivors
turned and ran between the houses,
yelling shrilly.

“Some shootin’!” Nevada Charlie
yelped. “Who are yuh, hombre—Buf-
falo Bill or Hickok?”

“Neither.” Pryor grinned at the ad-
miring old man. “This here is Bat
Masterson and I'm the Rio Kid.”

“Well, doggone! That explains it.”
Nevada Charlie was highly pleased.
- “I mighta knowed yuh was quality.
I've heard of yuh both. And thanks
a million for savin’ my hide from the
lowest passel of polecats in Colorado
—in fact, I'd say west of Missouri.”
He added that judiciously, glaring at
Bull Olsen.

SEN crouched where he was,
holding his smashed right hand,
the nerves of which were beginning to
telegraph the pain. His baby-blue eyes
popped out with fear. He expected
" death.

“Get!” snarled the Rio Kid, slap-

ping the big man’s face so hard it
sounded like a pistol shot.
" Olsen got up, turned and started
away. The Rio Kid hurried him with
a kick in the right place. The Swede
had no more fight in him.

“C’mon, Grandpa, and we'll get yore
lot back for yuh,” Pryor offered.
“Might as well make it whole hog or
none, eh, Bat?”

Led by Nevada Charlie, they hustled
over toward State Street. The shoot-
ing had attracted some attention, and
several men were hurrying toward the
spot where the Rio Kid and Bat had
tangled with Olsen.

“There they are, and on their
hosses!” cried Nevada Charlie, point-
ing as they came out among the piles
of refuse and garbage thrown into the

back alleys, and could see through to
State.

A dozen more men, all armed, were
lined up on a corner lot. With them,
having brought the warning that Ol-
sen was down, were two who had es-
caped the Rio Kid, Masterson and
Mireles.

“Stand back, Grandpa!” ordered the
Rio Kid. “We’ll handle this.”

Masterson, Mireles and Pryor
walked straight toward the line of
enemies across State Street, hands
swinging loose at their hips. ,

It was four to one, but the Rio Kid
and his partners enjoyed odds. Sep-
arated by several feet, abreast, the
three defenders marched steadily on-
ward. Half-way across the road, where
some lumber and stone had been
dumped for building, the chief of the
gang on the lot hailed them.

“Stop where yuh are or we’ll fire!”

They were hard-looking fellows, of
the stamp of Bull Olsen and his mates
with whom the trio had already tan-
gled.

The Rio Kid kept walking, and a
panicky gunman pulled the trigger of
his Colt. The slug sailed wide over
Pryor’s head and an instant later the
fellow doubled up, screaming, struck
by the Rio Kid’s lead.

The ball opened fast. Olsen’s men
fired a volley, and Bat Masterson
swore, feeling the nip of a bullet in
the flesh of his left arm. It did not
disturb Bat’s aim, however,.and he
and the two men siding him began
shooting steadily, taking that bit of
time vital to accurate fire.

Every shot they let go counted, and
by the time they reached the curb,
the lot-jumpers, half of them cut up,
broke and ran away, leaving two un-
moving on the ground.

Victorious, with the jubilant, cack-
ling Nevada Charlie dashing up to
join them, the Rio Kid and his mates
held the field.

However, the heavy gunfire had
roused others in Leadville who were
not too preoccupied with their per-



HORACE AUSTIN WARNER TABOR
(1830-1899)

EN 1859, Tabor moved west with his wife and baby in the “Pike’s Peak or Bust” rush, and
like all the others went “busted.” For years he tried one mining strike after another,
finally giving up and tending a store in California Gulch, later renamed Leadville, Then,
staking a couple of miners who by chance struck it rich, he became wealthy, and was elected
mayor of Leadville. His luck, which held for many years, was stunning. Everything he put
money in brought in millions and he became a famous figure of the West, a friend and patron
of politicians, a man who could slap a President of the United States on the back in jovial
comradeship. y

Tabor’s personal appearance was bizarre. He was heavy and stout, with an incredibly
long, waxed mustache, a round face which always wore a smile. His open-handed generosity
and humorous remarks brought him great renown. He was finally picked to finish out a
Senator’s term and in Washington his prodigal and lavish, though gawdy, display made him
nationally known and sometimes the subject of laughter.

He divorced his faithful first wife who had followed him through the wilderness so

long and married a young, pretty girl called “Baby” Doe, on whom he hung diamonds by
the pound, and spent millions.

Then his luck broke, and everything went, Tabor, an old man, too proud to beg, took
up his pick and tried mining in the mountains. But his luck had permanently evaporated.
Some former friends got him a postmastership in a Colorado town, where he died penniless.

sonal affairs, and citizens were com- E TOOK one look at the
ing from every direction toward the wounded and dead.
scene. Among the first to gallop up “What in thunder’s goin’ on here—

was a stocky, powerful man with a aslaughter?” he bellowed. “What yuh

square, rugged face, blue eyes, and doin’ with them guns?”

dark hair showing beneath his felt He glared belligerently at the Rio

hat. He wore double belts of car- Kid and Bat Masterson.

tridges and a city marshal’s star was The Rio Kid coolly surveyed the

pinned to his vest. Law. v j :
27 °
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“It’s all right, Marshal,” he drawled,
not liking the marshal’s bellicose man-
ner much, but unwilling to buck an
officer. “We were fired on and de-
fended ourselves.”

“That’s what you say,” snarled the
lawman, bristling up to the Rio Kid
and sticking out his prognathous jaw.
“You cheap tinhorn gunnies can’t
shoot up my town and get-away with
it! Why, I'll—"

There would have been a fight but
Nevada Charlie seized the marshal’s
arm and pulled him around, shrieking:

“Marty—Marty, cut it out! These
young fellers saved my life! Bull Ol-
sen and his crowd tried to jump my
lot just now.”

The marshal was scowling and he
was a tough man, ready to fight any-
body. However, Nevada Charlie made
him hesitate.

“This is Marty Duggan, best danged
lawman in the country,” Nevada
Charlie went on quickly, with a wink
at the Rio Kid. “Shake hands, Marty,
with Bat Masterson, the Rio Kid, and
their Mex pard, name of Mireles.”

Duggan was somewhat mollified.
“Oh, that’s who yuh be,” he growled.
“Yeah, this here is Charlie’s lot, all
right. They was jumpin’ it, huh? By
glory, I’ll fix the dirty thieves.”

He began kickin’ a wounded lot-
jumper nearby, venting his temper on
the Olsen gunny.

The Rio Kid shrugged, turned away.

“Say, Bat, let’s have that drink we
started after when we was inter-
rupted.”

The three frlends hurried off, but
were overtaken by Nevada Charlie as
they crossed Harrison Avenue.

“Oh no yuh don’t, gents!” cried
the old fellow. ‘“Yuh can’t pay for
drinks in this town, Rio Kid! They’re
on me.”

Entering the Giltedge Saloon, they
'lined up at the ornate bar. Miners,
gamblers, speculators, boomers,
thieves, and many other brands of hu-
manity were in the large place, and
talk hummed loud. Nevada Charlie

was grinning widely with his tooth-
less jaws as he proudly introduced the

Rio Kid and his companions to ac-
quaintances. He was an old-timer
around Leadville and known to all.
He carried a fat purse and would not
allow the three to pay for food or
liquor.

“Yuh saved my hide, gents, to say
nothin’ of that lot!” he kept insisting.
“Drink up.”

Evening was at hand. The shadows
grew deeper as the Rio Kid and his
friends enjoyed themselves in the
Giltedge. As darkness fell over the
shadowed gulch in which Leadville
stood, the day shift in the lead car-
bonate and silver mines quit, and came
roaring into town for food, drink and
wassail. The streets grew crowded
with jostling, rough-tongued mining
men. Saloons filled to overflowing,
and music, yelps, and gunshots rang
out.

Oil lamps were lighted, and in their
softening rays Leadville did not look
quite so tawdry and dirty as in the
bright glare of the day.

- “What say we take a walk around?”
suggested the Rio Kid. “Maybe we
better see what our friends are up
to:”

But as they prepared to go outside,
filled with food and drink by the
grateful Nevada Charlie, there was an
uproar at the front batwings.

“Wait, boys, here comes the mayor!”
Charlie cried.

HEY paused in shouldering
through the crowded bar, staring
at the door. A heavy-bodied man of
middle age, with a fat stomach, short
legs, and a round, genial face lighted
by a wide smile, slowly entered the
Giltedge. Baldness had crept in over
his temples and gray showed in his
once dark hair.
The outstanding characteristic of
his facial make-up, however, was his
mustache. It was simply tremendous,

‘thick and black, glossy, and as big as

a floor mop. It stretched for inches
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in its glorious width and was waxed
and turned up until it practically
touched the big man’s eyes.

His clothing was extremely elegant.
Tight-fitting doeskin pants came to
the tops of his soft calfskin boots of
high grade. He wore a white ruffled
shirt and stock, a black frock coat
with a velvet vest, and a pure gold,
heavy watch-chain studded with real
diamonds. A diamond solitaire as big
as a hazel nut sparkled in his tie, and
he affected more of the precious
stones in rings on his thick, stubby
hands. .

Despite the wealth of his garb, and
his evident importance, he had an
oafish look. His blue eyes were prom-
inent, like a frog’s, popping out as he
glanced about.

His route to the bar was marked by
numerous back-slappings, both on the
mayor’s part and on the part of others
who slapped his broad back.

“That’s the mayor, huh?” grunted
Bat Masterson, a faint smile touching
his lips at sight of the Number One
celebrity of Leadville.

“That’s shore him.” Nevada Charlie
nodded. “Horace Austin Warner Ta-
bor, to tell it all. The hombre who
really discovered California Gulch—
that’s Leadville. Like to shake hands
with him? He’s an old friend of mine.
I used to know him when he didn’t
have a dollar but what his wife Au-
gusta earned bakin’ bread and cakes
for the prospectors. The Tabors kept
a little store in the Gulch.

“One day a couple of no-goods
begged a grub-stake from Tabor, and
in his big-hearted way he had also
given them a bottle of whiskey. They
didn’t get far, on account of the likker
and bein’ full, they just started dig-
gin’ near at hand where they hap-
pened to be. Struck the Little Pitts-
burgh Mine. Twenty thousand a week
in ore, and them boys cut in ‘good old
Tabor’ as they called him, on account
of that whiskey he gave ’em for a
third share!”

“That’s luck for yuh,” the Rio Kid
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observed. “He shore expanded.”
That was the word for Mayor Ta-
bor, expansive. Everybody knew him,
and practically everybody liked him.
Tabor’s “luck” had become famous.
Everything he touched brought him
wealth, and he was already in possés-
sion of a large fortune. His heart was

~ as big as his purse and he never re-

fused to help those less fortunate than
himself.

Tabor, reaching the bar, was ih-~
stantly surrounded by everybody in
the saloon who was not pinned down.

“Drink up, boys, on the house!”
Tabor bellowed happily.

Nevada Chariie sought to cxrcle
around the excited crowd, hunting a

. way through to Tabor so as to intro-

duce his new friends, but there was
not a gap in the ranks.

“Dog it,” Charlie growled, “they’re
like a bunch of ants round a honey-
pot. They’'re—"

He broke off. The saloon was in
uproar, with shouted jests and greet-
ings, the clink of bottles. Nevada
Charlie loocked around, toward an open
window which gave out on a side al-
leyway.

“Hey!” he bawled. “Somebody Just
took a shot at me!”

HARLIE had slapped a hand to

his ear. As he tock it down and
stared at it, the Rio Kid saw the red
blood from the gash in the oldster’s
ear. A slug had come within half an
inch of finishing Charlie’s career.

“Who busted that mirror!” an angry
bartender roared, pointing at a crack
in the glass. The bullet, nicking Ne-
vada Charlie’s ear, had gone over the
heads of those at the bar and. into the
mirror. ‘

The talk ceased for a moment. Ta-
bor and his friends looked around to
see what was happening.

“They’re tryin’ to kill me!” Charlie
yelled.

Tabor put out his hands as though
swimming, and came through the
crowd toward the angry old fellow.
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“What’s up, Charlie?” the mayor
demanded. '

“Hey, Horace—listen!” the old fel-
low said swiftly. “Bull Olsen and his
gang tried to jump my lot this after-
noon, and the only reason I'm stand-
in’ here is these gents. Meet the Rio
Kid and Bat Masterson. The Mex is
named Celestino—er—Mireles.”

“Gentlemen, it’s a pleasure!” Tabor
said in his chronically loud voice. He
slapped Bat, the Rio Kid, and the
Mexican on the back with hearty
geniality, and shook hands. “Drink
up—on me, please.”

“Glad to know yuh, Mayor.” The
Rio Kid smiled. It was impossible not
to like such a genial soul.

“Yuh say someone fired on yuh?”
asked Tabor, his eyes boring at Ne-
vada Charlie. ;

“Yeah. From that winder: I was
movin’ or I'd be dead, Horace. It was
Olsen or one of his men.”

“Yuh see him?”

“Nope. But I'm shore of it.”

Tabor’s moon face reddened. “They
are gettin’ bolder and bolder, Charlie.
It ain’t only Olsen either. He’s got
somebody behind him and they’re
makin’ a bid to take Leadville away
from us. They ain’t what yuh’d call
decent folks, they ain’t. Oh, I've had
plenty of warnin’s—friends whisper
things in my ear. Unless it’s checked,
a lot of plumb innocent folks are goin’
to be hurt and crime’ll own this here
town.”

With this prophetic utterance, Ta-
bor turned his bulging gaze on the
Rio Kid and Bat Masterson.

“Brave men,” he continued quietly,
“don’t need to be paid for doin’ what
has to be done, although me, I would
not let one who done his duty go un-
rewarded. Long as I'm in Leadville
I’'ll stand for decency and order and
the chance the poor should have.”

“That’s the truth!” chorused Ne-
vada Charlie. “Yuh’ve never turned
down a man who needed help, Tabor.
And that cussed Olsen’ll kill me
sooner or later, Who yuh reckon is

behind him and his gang, Horace?”

Tabor shook his round head. “It’s
shapin’ up, shapin’ up, Charlie. Me'n
you are old friends, ain’t we? We
savvy what Leadville is. There ain’t
any real law save what the decent men
here stand for.” Again his eyes, which
shone with kindness, fixed the Rio
Kid. “Marty Duggan’s a good man.
He’s liable to go off half-cocked some-
times, and he’s quick of temper, and
ain’t as far-sighted as he might be,
though he does his best. But order
can’t be kept by a lone marshal.”

Tabor was talking directly at Bob
Pryor, the Rio Kid. The magnetic
power of the Rio Kid had impressed
Tabor, who was a shrewd judge of
human character. He had set forth
the case properly, making financial
considerations secondary. It would
have been an insult to offer cash for
such a job as that at which he hinted
to the Rio Kid and Bat Masterson,
money for itself alone.

Instead, Tabor appealed to their
sense of right, violated by Olsen’s
crude violence. He felt sure that such
a plea would sway these men,

CHAPTER IV
. Claims

FAYOR TABOR
i was a good psy-
{ chologist. He had
said the thing that
alone would ap-
peal to the Rio
Kid. For Pryor al-
ready was angered
at the skulking at-
tempt to drygulch
Nevada Charlie,

; Leadville knew
that Pryor had taken the oldster un-
der his wing, and again Bull had tried
to kill Charlie, likely in reprisal this
time for what the Rio Kid had done
to the big Swede. Throughout the
West that was a direct challenge, and
the Rio Kid was not the man to back
down from such.
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Silence had fallen about Tabor as
he faced the Rio Kid, his plea com-
pleted. As Nevada Charlie had de-
clared, the mayor was a square-shooter,
a benefactor of the unfortunate, his
purse ever ready to help those in need.
Despite his bizarre appearance, Hor-
ace Tabor was as kind a man as the
Frontier had ever produced. Ridicu-
lous in many ways, to the thinking of
some, yet he was courageous and
would never say die.

“Where does this Olsen polecat usu-
ally hang out?” drawled the Rio Kid,
when an answer seemed necessary.

Tabor had put it squarely up to the
Rio Kid and Bat Masterson. He had
done so in public and there was only
one answer for a man of such strength
of body and moral courage as those
two possessed.

“Usually Bull hangs out over at
Dinty’s, a dive on State Street,” an-
swered Charlie. “Next block, that is.”

“What say, Bat?” asked Pryor.

Masterson grinned, nodded.

“Awful passel of toughs in Dinty’s,”
-warned Nevada Charlie.

“That ain’t the way to discourage
the Rio Kid, bucko,” Bat Masterson
smiled.

Horace Tabor reached in his jacket
pocket, and brought forth two small
silver badges. One of them he pinned
on the Rio Kid’s vest, the other on
Bat Masterson’s. Etched on each
badge was, “Special Deputy.” It was
a challenge from the decent element
in Leadville, just as Olsen had chal-
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lenged from the evil side.

The Rio Kid swung on his high-
heeled riding boots and, followed by
his friends, left the saloon.

“Show me Dinty’s, Charlie,” he or-
dered quietly, when they were outside.

He had his name to make in Lead-
ville as he had made it elsewhere, and
his pride as a fighting man to uphcld.
By maintaining such power, the Rio
Kid was able to help others, such as
the needy folks he had guided through
the Rockies.

The quartet hurried up Harrison
Avenue, and swung the corner under a
street lamp, walking in the center of
the high board sidewalk.

Someone hailed them, and Pryor
paused, as Harris Evers and Old Mac
ran to them.

“Rio Kid—Bat!” cried Evers.
“Where yuh been? We was worried
‘bout yuh. Heard there was a ruckus
and that yuh was in it. We been hunt-
in’ yuh all evenin’. Most of the rest
of the folks went back to camp.”

“Been busy with this gent,” drawled
the Rio Kid. “Meet Nevada Charlie.
Evers, Old Mac. They’re with that
Pike’s Peak bunch we told yuh about,
Charlie. We’ll be back to camp ’fore
long, Evers. Got some business to
tend to on State Street.”

“Let us go along,” begged Evers,

The Rio Kid shrugged. “It may be
dangerous, boys. We’re goin’ into a
skunk’s den.”

“Count me in,” Evers said at once,

and Old Mac grunted. [Tura page]
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HEY moved on. State Street was

the rough thoroughfare of the
town and was crammed with disrepu-
table dives of every description.
Miners were whooping it up in the
joints. *

Dinty’s was a sprawling place of
unpainted mountain logs, glowing
with a smoky, purple light. As the
new arrivals paused just inside the
batwings, the Rio Kid took in the
sawdust-covered floor, the fly-covered
bar, and the dirty aprons of the bar-
keepers. Shady, hard-faced characters
were about, some drinking, some play-
ing cards at tables. A tinny piano was
being banged in a corner, and girls in
- gawdy dresses circulated among the
rioting miners who were being
trimmed. .

“Olsen’s usually in the big back
parlor,” Nevada Charlie told the Rio
Kid. “Watch it, now, if yuh go there.
It’s right through that door, to yore
left hand.”

The Rio Kid strolled through the
saloon, his friends at his heels. Pass-
ing through a wide doorway, he
glanced to his left and could see into
a rear room in which were chairs and
a couple of round tables, a hanging
lamp with tobacco smoke clinging to
its heat, and spittoons. Here a dozen
men were seated, drinking and talk-
ing. Among them was Bull Olsen, a
rough bandage tied about his right
hand that had been wounded when the
Rio Kid had shot a pistol from his
fingers that afternoon.

When Olsen saw the Rio Kid
slouched in the entry, a scared look
came into his baby-blue eyes. His
chin dropped and he choked out a
curse.

A big man seated at Olsen’s right
had thick black hair, and a crisp,
close-clipped beard t{zat ornamented
his strong jaw. His skin was swarthy,
he had keen black eyes, a hawk nose,
and straight lips. He wore a dark
suit, and his narrow-brimmed hat lay
on the table.

A wiry little fellow in a brown suit,

with a red-skinned face shaven
smooth, and nervous gray eyes, sat at
the other side of the bearded man. He
glanced quickly toward the door as
he read Olsen’s alarm, and nudged the
black-beard, saying something in an
undertone.

The important-looking man seated
beside Olsen looked toward the Rio
Kid, who stepped into the room.

“What do you want?” the man with
the black beard demanded. “This is
a private room, sir.”

“What I got to say is private—with
Bull Olsen,” the Rio Kid answered
carelessly. “No one’ll get hurt if he
keeps his hands in sight, savvy? I
want-a word with Olsen.”

The rest of the men in the room
stiffened. They were some of the lot-
jumpers, tough fellows, who had been
with Olsen that afternoon.

Bat Masterson came in and took the
left “side of the doorway. Nevada
Charlie was behind Pryor, as were
Evers, Old Mac, and Celestino Mi-
reles.

“I come to tell yuh, Olsen,” the Rio
Kid said evenly, “that I wasn’t foolin’
this afternoon. If anything happens
to Nevada Charlie in Leadville, T hold
you responsible. Yuh savvy what that
means?”

“I dunno what yuh’re talkin’ about,”
growled Bull. ‘

“Yore drygulcher missed at the
Giltedge. For yore own health, make
shore no more shots are fired at
Charlie. He’s a pard of mine—a pard
of the Rio Kid.”

“That goes for me, too, Olsen,” Bat
Masterson drawled.

,LSEN looked worried. He
glanced quickly at the man with
the black beard.

There was a sudden curse and a
bustle behind the Rio Kid. It was
Harris Evers, pushing to the fore:”
Old Mac was at his heels, and Evers,
ignoring everybody else, jumped to-
ward the man with the dark beard who
was sitting with Bull Olsen.
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“Smothers! George Smothers! How
in tarnation do you come to be in
Leadville?”

Smothers frowned. He stared into
young Evers’ serious eyes. It was
plain he didn’t recognize the pros-
pector.

“I don’t recollect havin’ the pleas-
ure, sir,” he said in his gruff voice,
which had a cold ring to it.

“Don’t yuh?” Evers said quietly,
standing before Smothers as the man
swung around in his seat. “Mebbe
there was so many folks yuh fooled
that yuh couldn’t recall every face. It
was back in St. Joe, and yuh told of
how much gold there was for us all
at Pike’s Peak. There was thousands
took in by that hoax, Smothers. My
friends put all their money in equip-
ment yuh sold at a fat profit. Six
folks died durin’ the journey, from
bein’ hungry and cold and wet. One
was a kid.”

Intrigued, the Rio Kid watched, lis-
tening to Evers’ cool even voice as he
accused Smothers.

“Now I wonder!” Pryor mused. “Is
this Smothers snake the hombre buck-
in’ Tabor in town?”

George Smothers did not fancy the
conversation. A red glow shone in
the depths of his snapping eyes, which
narrowed and blinked rapidly as rage
burned his brain. The Rio Kid felt
intuitively that Smothers was the
most dangerous man among the group
around the table, much more virulent
and clever than the Swede of the pale
blue eyes or the nervous little fellow
by his side.

“What’s all this to me?” snapped
Smothers. “I believed the yarns about
the Peak, that’s all. Of course I made
a profit on my sales. That’s legal, ain’t
e

“Oh, yeah, it was all legal, I
reckon.” Evers nodded quietly. His
speech was so mild that what he did
was doubly startling. His powerful
hand, toughened by shovel and pick,
flashed out and slapped Smothers in
the face. It sounded like a pistol shot,
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and Evers hit so hard that Smothers
was knocked over backward in his
chair, and rolled in the dirty sawdust.

Bat Masterson’s pistol suddenly ex-
ploded—one of Olsen’s gunmen on the
far side of the room had stealthily
drawn a revolver, as eyes turned to
the sprawling, cursing Smothers.
Bat’s bullet cut a chunk from the
killer’s shoulder and the man began
to yip in agony.

The Rio Kid, leaping in, slashed at
Bull Olsen with the barrel of his Colt,
and . Olsen joined Smothers on the
flcor. =~ -

Masterson, the Rio Kid, and Mi-
reles, guns ready in hand, stood with
spread feet, ready for a fight if the
gunnies wanted it. ;

But none of the Rio Kid’s oppo-
nents seemed willing to draw lead
from such fighting men’s guns as cov-
ered them. Smothers, Olsen, and the
rest of the lot-jumpers froze in posi-
tion under the steady Colts.

The Rio Kid, seeing them cowed,
spoke slowly.

“Remember, gents. I hold yuh re-
sponsible for the lives of my friends,
savvy? If so much as a hair of their
heads is touched, so help me I'll clean
out yore whole nest of rats!”

“T’ll remember, Rio Kid,” George"
Smothers said, his teeth gritted.

IS eyes were blinking rapidly,

burning with hatred. But he
made no overt move, remaining on
one knee, a hand steadying him as he
met the Rio Kid’s gaze full.

Nevada Charlie’s h1gh~p1tched
cackle rang out.

“They’re yeller, the whole passel of
’em!” he crowed. “Bull, yuh’ve met
yore match. I reckon I can walk out
at night now without expectin’ a bul-
let in the back. I’ll make Leadville too
hot to hold yuh, ’cause the mayor’s a
friend of mine. Yore thievin’ schemes
will be nipped in the bud if I have
anything to say.”

“Let's go, boys,”

ordered the lRio
Kid. :
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He waved his comrades from the
room, being the last to leave—walk-
ing backward, and with his gun ready
in case someone decided to try a
quick one as they left.

However, their retreat was in good
order and nobody moved to stop
them,

“Let’s go back to the Giltedge and
celebrate, Rio Kid!” Nevada Charlie
grinned, slapping Pryor on the back.
“Yuh’re a man after my own heart.
Anything I got belongs to yuh.”

Charlie was walking beside the Rio
Kid, his back toward Harrison Ave-
nue.

“Looka here, Rio Kid,” he went on
eagerly. “I got a silver claim up the
Gulch, and from now on it’s yores.
I’ll sign it over to yuh first thing in
the mornin’.”

Pryor laughed. “No need to do
that, Charlie. Keep yore claim. Bat
and me and Celestino are no diggers.
And yuh don’t have to pay me for the
sport we just had. If yuh want to,
yuh can give them folks who come
here with me yore advice, mebbe a
grubstake.”

“I didn’t think yuh’d take it,” Ne-
vada Charlie said regretfully. “As

for yore pards, Rio Kid, don’t worry.
I won’t forgit ’em and neither’ll Ta-
bor.”

CHAPTER V
A Threat

ACK in Dinty’s, the
low dive on State
Street where Olsen
and Smothers had
been so rudely
handled by the Rio
Kid and his party,
fresh drinks were
ordered and the lot
jumpers  resumed
their seats at the
round table. The
wounded man had been sent to the
doctor’s to have his injury dressed.
Murderous rage against the Rio
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Kid and all those who had bearded
them in their den burned in the
hearts of the rough lot.

“Squirrel” Hart, the wiry little fel-
low who was George Smothers’ con-
stant companion and idea man, sat
hunched over his glass. Smothers had
brushed the worst of the sawdust
from his clothing, and was choking
on his humiliation. Bull Olsen was
mouthing loud, cursing threats.

“I’ll kill every one of them sonsi”
Olsen declared, now that the danger
was past.

“Dry up, Bull,” Smothers ordered
testily. “You had your chance and
you acted like a scared hound.”

“Well, I was under the gun, wasn't
I?” Bull said aggrievedly.

“Better not touch ’em, not for a
while, anyways, Boss,” Squirrel Hart
suggested. “We ain’t consolidated
yet in Leadville. We need more men
so’s we can handle anything. This
Rio Kid and Nevada Charlie will
prove prime nuisances, I’'m afeared.
Charlie has Tabor’s ear and they’il’
spread the word we’re crooked. That
will make it hard for us to pull off
any of the deals we figgered on.
We’re licked ’fore we start.”

“I won’t quit now,” growled Smoth-
ers, his fingers white as he gripped
his glass of whiskey. “I’ll kill the
Rio Kid and I’ll kill Evers, too, for
darin’ to lay hands on me!”

“That’s the way to talk!” crowed
Bull Olsen,

“Only the boss means it, Bull”
Squirrel Hart told him silkily. “It
ain’t just talk with him.” '

“You’re right, though, Squirrel,”
Smothers went on more calmly. “I
won’t strike until I’'m ready. Bul],
remember that. You make yourseif
scarce for a few days, till this blows
over. Collect as many fighters as pos-
sible, and I’ll decide what to do next.
Too bad that Evers and Wilton bunch
had to show up here. It interferes
with my plans.”

There were untold millions of dol-
lars in Leadville, millions - coveted
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This gunfighter, rowdy, and Western tough was appointed by Mayor Tabor
to keep order in wildest, wooliest Leadville, Colorado. Duggan played
no favorites—and would arrest high muckamucks as quickly as tramps.

by George Smothers, whose evil brain
was lit with its metallic lure. His
sharp practices as a merchant back in
other states had netted him many
thousands of dollars, but the elusive
big killing he craved had never come.

His reputation had grown shady in
St. Joe. The propaganda which he
had put out concerning Pike’s Peak
had boomeranged on him, and he had
found his business falling off after
the hoax was exposed.

Then had come the news of the real
strike in Leadville, and Smothers,
selling out, had hurried to Colorado
to get in on the fortunes being picked
up by speculators.

Yet only a handful among the
thousands who came made any real
money. Most of them hit poor claims,
or fell by the wayside. It was not a
simple matter to win.
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Shunning any such physical labor
as hunting for a vein of metal in the
mountains entailed, Smothers was
after big, but easy meney, He wanted
wealth, metal wealth, gold and silver
and lead, that would make him a real
power. Not thousands, but millions.
He wanted to be a mining king, such
as Tabor had become.

ACK in his youth Smothers had

been poor, a product of city
slums. Running away from home after
a thieving interlude, he had found
work with a St. Joe merchant, and
had wormed his way into the child-
less old man’s confidence. Impressed
by Smothers’ quick mind and appar-
ent affection for him, the merchant
had made Smethers his heir,
_ Soon after he signed his will he
died—Smothers had seen to that.
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There were slow poisons that took
several weeks to finish off a victim,
and Smothers had made canny use of
them and had not been suspected. For
of course a man of the merchant’s age
could die without rousing suspicion.

However, retail thievery had not
satisfied George Smothers, and he
was now blossoming out, at the begin-
ning of a career of high crime.

Not only had he marked the Rio
Kid, Nevada Charlie, and Harris
Evers for death, but all who dared
block him, large or small. Nothing
like compassion had ever touched
Smothers’ heart.

“I am going to pull Tabor down,”
declared Smothers. “Eventually I'l]
own Leadville. Nothing will stop me.
He’s already uneasy, is. Tabor, He
senses what is buildin’ up. But he
can’t win, even if he calls in a hun-
dred Rio Kids and Bat Mastersons
and fighting Mexicans. Why? Be-
cause Tabor is soft at heart. He’s had
a fool’s luck, that’s all, and fools can’t
keep what they grab. The Rio Kid,
Evers, the wagon train folks and any
others of their friends must die.
They’re in the way. I can’t have that
passel of donkeys brayin’ against me
in Colorado.”

Squirrel Hart nodded vigorously.

“Yuh got to keep a clean front
Chief, that’s shore.”

Like most criminals, these schem-
ing men hated unfavorable limelight,
Smothers must maintain the aspect of
decency, to fool the general public.

“Yuh know we worked it all out,
Boss,” Hart went on, “and picked Ne-
vada Charlie as the only big mine
owner we could take quick. Tabor and
the others have got heirs and pard-
ners, and all kinds of tie-ups. But

Nevada Charlie’s a lone wolf and ain’t

got no family. He’s Tabor’s friend,

but they don’t own together.

. “With Charlie’s bzg Maiden’s
~ Prayer Mine in the main Gulch we’d

_ have plenty to start after Tabor and

e whole tarnation shebang. That

vada Charlie’s, but they say the
cream’s skimmed off it. Too bad Bull
missed the old goat. It would have
give us a real start. With Nevada
Charlie dead and our noses clean we
could make a fortune.”

“We’ll get rid of Charlie soon—
and the rest,” promised Smothers....

Supremely unconcerned about what
might be -plotted against them—
though they knew that that was likely
a certainty—the Rio Kid and his
friends finally rolled up in their
blankets and slept the sleep of the
just,

AT MASTERSON woke the Rio
Kid before dawn, touching his
blanketed shoulder.

“Hey, Bob,” Masterson said, keep-
ing his voice low so as not to disturb
the camp of sleeping prospectors,
“I'm leavin’., How about comin
along?”

“What’s up?” demanded the Rio
Kid, rubbing the sleep from his eyes.

“I woke up an hour or so ago and,
bein’ restless, I rode into town. Cou-
ple of guards for a bullion train done
got full of red-eye and disabled last
night and we can have their jobs. It
pays high, and as for me my funds
are low. And I ain’t aimin’ to dig
in the dirt in mines for other hom-
bres.”

The Rio Kid thought it over.

“I could use some cash myself,
Bat,” he confessed. “But I don’t want
to leave these folks. They need help.”

“On the way back, freight pays
eighteen dollars a ton, so yuh make
both in and out. We’ll be back in
Leadville inside of a week rollin’ in
wealth. Yuh can call yore own turn
then and I'm with yuh.”

“We better go, then. Wait till 1
speak to Wilton and Evers. They
ought to be able to hold out till we
return, and as yuh say, we'll be in a
better way to boost em along after
we’re paid.”

. He wanted to help the people
h had led Leadville, but it

‘Hole Mine is another of Ne-
e e b A - i
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There were slow poisons that took
several weeks to finish off a victim,
and Jmothers had made canny use of
them and had not been suspected. For
of course a man of the merchant’s age
could die without rousing suspicion.

However, retail thievery had not
satisfied George Smothers, and he
was now blossoming out, at the begin-
ning of a career of high crime.

Not only had he marked the Rio
Kid, Nevada Charlie, and Harris
Evers for death, but all who dared
block him, large or small. Nothing
like compassion had ever touched
Smothers’ heart.

“] am going to pull Tabor down,”
declared Smothers. “Eventually I'll
own Leadville. Nothing will stop me.
He’s already uneasy, is Tabor. He
senses what is buildin’ up. But he
can’t win, even if he calls in a hun-
dred Rio Kids and Bat Mastersons
and fighting Mexicans. Why? Be-
cause Tabor is soft at heart. He’s had
a fool’s luck, that’s all, and fools can’t
keep what they grab. The Rio Kid,
Evers, the wagon train folks and any
others of their friends must die.
They’re in the way. I can’t have that
passel of donkeys brayin’ against me
in Colorado.”

Squirrel Hart nodded vigorously.

“Yuh got to keep a clean front
Chief, that’s shore.”

Like most criminals, these schem-
ing men hated unfavorable limelight.
Smothers must maintain the aspect of
decency, to fool the general public.

“Yuh know we worked it all out,
Boss,” Hart went on, “and picked Ne-
vada Charlie as the only big mine
owner we could take quick. Tabor and
the others have got heirs and pard-
ners, and all kinds of tie-ups. But
Nevada Charlie’s a lone wolf and ain’t

got no family. He’s Tabor’s friend;~

but they don’t own together.

“With Charlie’s big Maiden’s
Prayer Mine in the main Gulch we’d
have plenty to start after Tabor and
the whole tarnation shebang. That

Potato Hole Mine is another of Ne-

vada Charlie’s, but they say the
cream’s skimmed off it. Too bad Bull
missed the old goat. It would have
give us a real start. With Nevada
Charlie dead and our noses clean we
could make a fortune.” '

“We’ll get rid of Charlie soon—
and the rest,” promised Smothers....

Supremely unconcerned about what
might be -plotted against them—
though they knew that that was likely
a certainty—the Rio Kid and his
friends finally rolled up in their
blankets and slept the sleep of the
just,

AT MASTERSON woke the Rio
Kid before dawn, touching his
blanketed shoulder.

“Hey, Bob,” Masterson said, keep-
ing his voice low so as not to disturb
the camp of sleeping prospectors,
“I'm leavin’, How about comin
along?”

“What’s up?” demanded the Rio
Kid, rubbing the sleep from his eyes.

“I woke up an hour or so ago and,
bein’ restless, I rode into town. Cou-
ple of guards for a bullion train done
got full of red-eye and disabled last
night and we can have their jobs. It
pays high, and as for me my funds
are low. And I ain’t aimin’ to dig
in the dirt in mines for other hom-
bres.”

The Rio Kid thought it over.

“I could use some cash myself,
Bat,” he confessed. “But I don’t want
to leave these folks. They need help.”

“On the way back, freight pays
eighteen dollars a ton, so yuh make
both in and out. We’ll be back in
Leadville inside of a week rollin’ in
wealth. Yuh can call yore own turn
then and I'm with yuh.”

“We better go, then. Wait till I
speak to Wilton and Evers. They
ought to be able to hold out till we
return, and as yuh say, we’ll be in a
better way to boost ’em along after
we're paid.”

He wanted to help the people
he had led to Leadville, but it
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would take them a few days to shake
down and rest up after their ordeal.
He had generously bought provisions
from his own pocket, and he wanted
more cash to use. Masterson’s sugges-
tion was a good one.

An hour later, as the dawn came
up, the Rio Kid, Bat Masterson and
Celestino Mireles rode out of Lead-
ville, headed for the Denver Mint,
guarding the wagonloads of heavy
silver and lead pigs.

Harris Evers and all the prospec-
tors in the camp were sorry to see
the departure of their friends, the
Rio Kid, and his hard-bitten partners,
but made the best of it.

“We owe ’em a lot, for fetchin’ us
through and advisin’ us,” declared
Evers to Sam Wilton.

The heavy-set, good-humored Wil-
ton nodded, his face sober.

“Yuh reckon they’ll come back?”
he asked.

Evers shrugged. “Dunno: Said they
would, but hombres like them has the
itchin’ foot—and me, too, Sam. I like
to be movin’. Figger Old Mac and
me’ll take our tools and meander
through the mountains hereabouts, to
see what we can find.” :

“Why not stick together, round
Leadville?” suggested Wilton. “They
say the only real.good claims are in
the Gulch here.”

“‘They,’” repeated Evers, with a
smile. *‘They’re’ always sayin’ some-
thin’, Sam.”

At a soft step from the rear of the
wagon close to which Wilton and
Evers stood conversing that morning,
not long after the Rio Kid had left
Leadville, Evers glanced around. It
was Dorothy, Wilton’s daughter,

She seldom had much to say. She
was obedient and almost meek with
her father, loving him dearly and
caring for him as best she could.
Evers had come to admire her deeply.
She was beautiful, with her wavy
light hair and violet eyes, but she als
had a depth of character unusual in a

girl so young.

Wilton swung away. He had many
duties to perform. The new arrivals
in Leadville, in their wagon camp,
were finishing up breakfast as the
sun turned to a golden hue in the
rare sky, and he had to be sure they
were all right.

“Old Mac’s lying dead to the world
under the wagon,” Dorothy said in a
low voice to Evers as her father dis-
appeared.

Evers laughed. “Yeah, when Old
Mac gets near a town he’ll drink
every saloon dry.”

“It’s sad,” Dorothy said.
think it’s funny.”

Evers looked down into her seri-
ous, lovely face. A sudden emotion
swept over him. He realized how
deeply he was in love with Dorothy
Wilton. He caught her hand, and
tried to draw her to him, to kiss her.,
They were on the far side of the
wagon and nobody was looking their
way. But she turned her lips away.

“Please don’t, Harris,” she mur-
mured. : '

“I love yuh, Dorothy,” he said
eagerly. “I wish yuh’d marry me..
Will yuh? When I make my strike
I'll cover yuh with diamonds, that’s
the truth.” His fine young eyes
burned with what he felt for her.

“I don’t

HE looked down, and shook her
head. “No, Harris.”
“I’d do anything for yuh,” he mut-
tered pleadingly,
“Would you really?” she asked.
looking up quickly.
“¥es
“Will you quit prospecting and
mining, and settle down?”
“Yuh mean—yuh’d marry me 1f I
did?”
“I might. If you really settled.”
Evers perked up. “Yuh mean that?
Then yuh must like me, anyhow.”
“I love you, Harris,” she mur-
mured, her cheeks reddening with
soft color.
She let him kiss her now. “When
we’re rich,” Evers cried with the
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blind optimism of his youthful
strength, “I’ll build yuh a mansion,
Dorothy! Yuh’ll have a carriage and
the best that money buys.”

“I don’t care, as long as I have you,”
she told him. “You’ll quit mining
now, won’t you?”’

Evers bit his lip. It was a hard
promise for him to have to make. The
prospecting bug had entered his blood
and given him a fever it was difficult
to cure. The girl watched him, with
worry lines corrugating her young
brows.

“Let me go out on one more trip
with Mac,” begged Evers. “We'll
strike it this time—I feel it in my
bones. Why, one lucky dig with a
pick, Dorothy, and we wouldn’t have
to worry any more.”

Her red lips trembled and she
turned aside to hide the disappoint-
ment in her eyes.

“You don’t understand, Harris,” she
half-whispered. “I can’t stand this
wandering, gambling life. Father is
good to me, and I love him better—
well, better than most anything. But
I saw my mother fade and die be-
cause of his mad hunt for gold and
silver. She always wanted a home, a
place to rest and be happy, but Father
. never settled. And Old Mac, look at

~ him! That’s the way most of you
end up.”

She pulled her hand away from
Evers, turning.

“I’'m afraid you’re the same, Harris,
If you can show me you’re not—"

“Dorothy! Dorothy! Cmere.
Where’s my short-handled pick?”

That was Sam Wilton, shouting for
her.

She hurried away, leaving Evers by
the wagon. He was troubled, torn be-
tween his love for the girl, and his
calling. He did not realize it then,
but he was up against a not unusual
situation, the woman he wanted to
marry desiring steadiness and a set-
tled home, while the male craved ex-
citement, an all-or-nothing gamble for
wealth, -

e

The people of the wagon train had
come fifteen hundred miles together,
sharing what they had. There had
been petty squabbles, human nature
being what it was, but all in all they
had got along well. Only a few had
decided to leave the camp. The rest
had voted to stay together as long as
they could, and Sam Wilton was still
their captain,

Turkey Craw, the thief whom the
Rio Kid had chastised, had followed
them through to Leadville. He had
been humble, and had worked as or-

_dered. On probation, Turkey Craw

had avoided any further trouble.
But the first night they had camped
close enough to the roaring mining
town, Turkey Craw had silently
slipped away. Evers had seen him on
State Street, hanging around the low
dives in that district. It was no loss.
In fact, everybody had breathed
easier to see Turkey Craw leave.

i
1

CHAPTER VI
A Lucky Start

YIGH hopes burned
anew in the hearts
of every man be-
longing to the
wagon train. The
Smythe brothers,
big, dark-haired
men from Ohio
who had their own
wagon, with their
wives and children
along, were about
to pull out and head into the sur-
rounding canyons, to start the hunt
for silver veins. Johnny Burnett, a
Pennsylvanian, tall and strong of
arm, was going out with them. Others
had various destinations in mind.
Harris Evers, going to rout out his
partner, Old Mac, replied to the
cheery good mornings of his friends.
Everyone glanced around quickly
as there came a shout from the trail
down the slope, a side path that
curved through heavy chaparral and
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rocks to join the main road up the
Gulch. A couple of big wagons hove
into view, the teamsters lashing their
mules up the hill into the camp.
“What’s all this?” demanded Sam
Wilton, of the leading driver, as the
panting mules were brought to a step.
“Compliments of Mayor Tabor and
Nevada Charlie, folks,” roared the jo-
vial driver. “Help yoreselves!”
They had been low on provisions
ever since they had consumed the last
of the meat donated by the Rio Kid.
He and Bat Masterson had chipped in
to supply more, but there were many
mouths to feed. The wagon folks
needed clothing, too, and other sup-
plies, and they found them in these
wagons which had been sent up.
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“I reckon,” muttered Harris Evers,
“we can thank the Rio Kid mostly for
all this! Tabor and Nevada Charlie
savvy we're his friends!”

Evers located Old Mac, bleary-
eyed and with a swollen head from
the large amount of raw whiskey he -
had drunk the night before.

“Get up! We're startin’ to find our
fortune, Mac,” Evers grinned, stir-
ring his partner with his boot toe.

“Ugh,” grunted Old Mac, sitting
up, licking parched lips, and blink-
ing in the bright sunlight. “What
hit me, Harris?”

Evers pulled the old fellow to his
feet, gave him. some cool water to
drink, at the taste of which Old Mac
grimaced in disgust. He was still un-
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der the influence, but was able to
stagger in Evers’ wake. Packing their

‘mining tools and a scant bundle of

provisions on a horse, the two sang
out their farewells to the camp and
started across the flat, to scale the
nearby ridge and head into the hills,
Other small parties of prospectors
were already on their way, Sam Wil-
ton among them.

There were more mining camps in
the vicinity of Leadville, crude little
settlements where a scant living was
being scratched from the earth. But
none had hit it rich as had the roar-
ing town where Horace Tabor was
mayor and principal owner.

Claims were staked all about near
Leadville, and Evers and Old Mac
had to travel several miles before
they found a spot where they could
start digging on their own. They soon
came upon silver and lead ore but it
did not pan out in sufficient quan-
tities to justify staking.

Old Mac was not of much account
during the morning, but perked up in
the afternoon and did his share. He
was an expert cook and could shake
up an edible meal from almost noth-
ing. He was familiar with veins and
precious minerals, too, and had taught
Ivers all the young fellow knew
about prospecting.

LD MAC and Evers stayed out,

hunting all through the daylight
hours, sleeping dog-tired and dirty
and ill-fed through the darkness.
After four days, their provisions ran
out entirely, and they were forced to
retrace their steps toward the wagon
camp, arriving just before darkness
set in,

Here they found most of their
friends—Sam Wilton, the Smythes,
Burnett, Dave Grogan, and the rest.
They were all in the same boat. They
had failed to strike anything rich in
the way of gold, silver or lead, and
they had not had sufficient provisions
and equipment to maintain an ex-
tended search.
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There were glum faces among the
gathering about the campfire that
night. Pike’s Peak had proved a hoax.
Leadville was true enough, and there
were millions there, but they were
preempted.

As they were talking the situation
over in council, someone rode up on
the trail from the town, singing out
a cheery good evening. Nevada
Charlie, with his white beard and
wrinkled pink face, stepped into the
circle of ruby light, raising his hand
in greeting to the prospectors.

“Hello, boys, howdy!” Charlie
cried. “Any luck?”

“No suh,” Sam Wilton replied.
“’Pears it ain’t so easy to strike it
rich in Leadville as they say. But
we were shore obleeged to the mayor
and you for them wagons of supplies
yuh sent.”

The faces about him were crest-
fallen, as Nevada Charlie glanced
around. - He grinned, waved the
thanks aside.

“] reckoned yuh’d find it out for
yoreselves by now, ’bout the mines,”
the white-beard went on. “Yuh see, I
savvy Leadville and the camps round-
about. No big strike’s ever been made
here ’cept in the old canyon itself.
Used to call it California Gulch, but
now it’s Leadville.”

“Shucks,” growled Fred Smythe.
“Yuh couldn’t squeeze into that gulch
with a shoehorn, Charlie. It's all
staked out.”

“Uh huh, that’s right. Still and all,
not every claim in it pays, not the
way Tabor’s do. Now you folks listen
to me. I'm purty old, and I can’t go
at it and dig the way I used to. I got
the Maiden’s Prayer, but I ain’t sell-
in’ it. She’s the best payer in the
Gulch. Then I got the Potato Hole—
that’s up at the far end of the Gulch,
not far from here. Dug some there
myself last year but my back catches
me too bad to try it any more. We
skinned off the cream, it’s true, and
it looks played out. I'm willin’ to sell
her to yuh folks cheap.”
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Wilton glanced around at his
friends. The miners perked up, in-

. terested.

“Sounds all rlght . Wllton nodded
“Only trouble is, Charlie, we ain’t got
much cash, not enough to buy a claim
in the Gulch.”

“Qh, I ain’t the kind to drive too
hard a bargain,” Nevada Charlie re-
plied. “How much can yuh put up?”

Wilton consulted with his friends,
while Charlie waited, resting on his
stone seat.

“We got twelve hundred dollars be-
tween us, all in all,” Wilton reported.

“H’m. Ain’t much, is it? How ’bout
some of them wagons and draught
hosses yuh brought here? They’d
fetch somethin’.”

“That’s right.
in.”

“Well—I dunno. Tell yuh what—
T’ll sell yuh the claim for that but
yuh pay me ten per cent of what
comes out. How ’bout it?”

We’ll throw them

ITH the air of a man driving

a shrewd bargain, Nevada
Charlie completed the transaction.
The papers would be signed in the
morning, and legally executed.

Then Nevada Charlie took his
leave, and the prospectors began dis-
cussing the purchase of the new
claim. Some were dubious about the
advisability of putting their last dol-
lars into a mine which was admittedly
“played out.”

“That Nevada Charlie ain’t no suck-
lin’ babe,” Ed Young declared. “They
say he’s got a million dollars tucked
away, and he knows more of minin’
‘than all of us put together. Why
should he sell us a valuable piece of
property for a few hundred?”

Harris Evers had listened to the’
talk. He, too, was puzzled at Nevada
Charlie’s action. :

“] wonder,” he mused to himself,
“if it’s on account of the Rio Kid?”

He had been present when Nevada
Charlie had offered to give Pryor a
silver claim up the gulch, after the
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Rio Kid had bulldozed Olsen and
Smothers. He had guessed that the
presents sent up by Tabor and Charlie
had been thanks to Pryor.

“What we got to lose?” said Sam
Wilton. “All our cash’ll be gone soon,
anyways, if we don’t strike quick. The
cost of livin’ up here’s enough to
bankrupt the U. S, Mint. I vote we
hop into it.”

“Me, too!” Evers cried.

Enthusiasm seized on them, and
the vote was aye. :
In the morning, representatives of
the prospectors—Sam Wilton, Evers,
the Smythes and several ethers—hur-
ried into Leadville and met Nevada
Charlie. The deal was consummated

and initial payment made.

“I hope yuh never regret it, gents.”
Charlie smiled. “Just keep a-diggin’
that’s my advice.”

Hurrying back, they broke camp,
and moved closer to the well-marked,
but small area in the Gulch which
now was theirs. Big chunks had been
dug out of the rock, the irregular pat-
tern showing how the top vein ran.

Having no machinery, it was neces-
sary to do the work by hand. Old
Mac, Sam Wilton and other elders
expert in mining supervised the op-
erations. Picks and shovels, as well
as screens were manipulated, and
drills were ready as they prepared to -
cut into the rock, to hunt for another
vein,

Evers worked cheerfully, his pow-
erful young muscles a great help. Old
Mac knew how to wield the tools, and
despite his age could stand up with
the best.

They took out nothing but rock
that day. Worn out at nightfall, with
the surrounding sounds from the big-
ger mines and machinery in their
ears, they retired to their little camp
and ate what the wemen had _pre-
pared.

Evers kept a wary eye on Old Mac.
He was fond of his partner, and
wanted to hold Mac to the straight

and narrow for a time, until they had
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accumulated a little surplus, at least.
This was difficult, because when near
a town and an unfailing supply of
whiskey, Old Mac could not long re-
_sist its call.

For a couple of days after their
lucky start, thanks to Nevada Charlie,
Old Mac behaved like a lamb, but one
evening Evers noted the signs of rest-
lessness in his friend. Old Mac didn’t
eat much and he kept involuntarily
glancing down toward Leadville with
its garish array of shacks and build-
ings,

IGHT blazed to the sky from

hundreds of lamps in town, and
they could hear the distant, sinister
hum of many coarse voices. Miners
were whooping it up after a day of
toil in the various claims.

“Don’t do it, Mac,” begged Evers.
“Hold yore thirst, for my sake. After
all, we got a fine chance here. Yuh
said yoreself there was signs there
may be a second vein underneath.”

“All right, boy,” Old Mac promised
and licked his parched lips, again
looking toward Leadville.

Dorothy Wilton had avoided Evers
as much as possible since their talk.
When they chanced to come face to
face, she would nod to him and drop
her eyes, but there always seemed to
be someone else near and she made
no opportunities for him to speak pri-
vately with her,

Harris was working from dawn till
dusk, and at night she was usually
with her father or in the rough can-
vas and brush shack which Sam Wil-
ton had built.

After the evening meal, Evers made
ready to turn in. He simply had to
roll in his blanket and lie down under
a bush. He saw to it that Old Mac
was beside him, and even before

Evers drifted off, Old Mac was snor-

ing loudly.

When he awoke Evers knew by the
stars, as he looked up into the dome
of the sky, that it was around mid-
night. The camp was dark and quiet,
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and snores reached his listening ears.
There was also the shrill piping of
insects and night birds, with the al-
ways present wolfish noise made by
Leadville a mile away down the
Gulch,

Evers did not catch his partner’s
stertorous breathing in his ear, how-
ever, and putting out his hand, he
felt the blanket which had wrapped
Old Mac, but it had no body in it.
Some stones held it out in the rough
shape of a man, but Old Mac was
gone,

“Doggone him,” muttered Evers, sit-
ting up. “He’s so danged crafty, or
thinks he is, the old goat!”

He was angry. Old Mac would be
no good for anything for several days
if he really got liquored up. Some-
times Mac would stay that way for a
week.

However, Mac had not had any
money, but Evers remembered having
seen him talking to a party of dudes
who had come to see the sights of
Leadville and had wandered up the
Gulch. He might well have talked
them out of enough to start assuaging
his raging thirst.

The criticism Dorothy Wilton had
voiced of his partner had stung
Evers. He wanted to have her see
how fine Mac was at heart, and to
know that the old fellow could work"
hard and long if he wished to. This
dereliction would prove she was right.

Evers rose. “I'll go get him ’fore
he really warms up,” he decided.

Pulling on his boots and hat, Evers
silently left the sleeping camp, tak-
ing the path down the Gulch to Lead-
ville.

The night life of the town was wild
and furious. It was dangerous as well.
A man with any wealth on him was
not safe roaming the streets after
dark. Holdups were common, and
death no surprise in Leadville.

Evers was not worried, however.
He had no cash to speak of and his
clothing was old. Moreover, he wore
a six-shooter in his belt.
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ANY saloons were wide open,
, despite the hour, and he hur-
ried along Harrison Avenue, pausing
to glance in at the lines of men at
each bar.

“State Street’s more Mac’s line, I
reckon,” Evers thought, swinging
through a narrow side street.

On State were the cheaper, and
more vicious dives. Old Mac’s pocket-
book would send him to spots where
drinks cost least.

Coming into State Street, lined
with the squalid dives, Evers saw Bull
Olsen emerge from Dinty’s, the place
where the Rio Kid had bluffed and
out-shot Smothers and his bunch.
Olsén walked unsteadily along the
high board sidewalk, away from
Evers, who crossed the rutted road
to the other side,

Harris Evers had no intention of
having his search for his partner in-
terfered with.

CHAPTER VII
Nevada Charlie Passes

LD MAC was not in
Dinty’s or in any
of the places on
that side. Evers
then crossed back.
There was a small
saloon that was la-
beled. “Tex’s” near
the next corner
and he headed for
it. Sure enough, as
he stepped up on
the hxgh porch from the wooden walk,
he saw Old Mac sagging on the bar in
the back of the narrow room.

He hit the batwings and hurried in.
Old Mac, turning bleary eyes that
way, saw him coming. Shame and sur-
prise lit the prospector’s face for a
moment. He turned and, partly so-
bered by the shock of seeing his an-
gry partner’s young face, ran from
the saloon through the back door.

“Wait, Mac!” Evers called, takmg
after him.

The back door stood open. Evers
listened and, hearing the progress of
his friend up the dark alley that was
crowded with tin cans and garbage
piles, swung left to trail Mac.

Old Mac didn’t get far. He passed
a couple of windows from which
feeble shafts of light shone, placing
him for Evers. Then, in his half-sod-
den condition, he tripped on a stone
and fell flat on his face, remaining
there,

When Evers came up with him Old
Mac was breathing heavily, and the
red-eye had him down. Evers turned
him over, shook him, but Old Mac was
either out or playing possum.

“Dang yuh!” muttered Evers, “I
ought to spank you, Mac.”

Suddenly Evers glanced up. He had
heard a muffled gunshot, net far
away, from the back of a darkened
small house which fronted on Harri-
son Avenue. The alley gave light and
air to the rows of houses back against
each other on the two main thorough-
fares of Leadville,

Stooping beside Old Mac, and in
the shadows of a pile of refuse, Evers
caught hurried sounds. A man
climbed from the darkened open win- .
dow of the dwelling. He looked back
as he passed through the light shaft
from a dive’s back door, and Evers
recognized Bull Olsen. Then the big
Swede was gone.

Puzzled, Evers straightened up,
and walked to the window from which
Olsen had come so quickly. He looked
in, but the room was dark. Then he
heard a low moan.

“’Tain’t none of my business,” he
thought, striking a match, “but—"

The little flare showed some of the
room. A man lay on a bunk along the
wall. The flame caught the white
beard and with a shock Evers realized
it was his business, for the man was
Nevada Charlie, _

He dived inside, and struck another
match. The slight little figure lay
quiet. There were dark stains of blood
on his beard, blood that welled from
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_ his lips. His eyes were staring. He
had a bullet-hole through’ the jut of
his chin. The slug which had ranged
upward probably had lodged in or
close to his brain.

As Evers bent over him, Charlie
whispered :

“Bull—”

“It was Olsen—I seen him,” Evers
growled. “Wait’ll I call the saw-
bones.”
~ But he knew it was useless. Even
as he spoke, Nevada Charlie shud-
dered, flexed, and relaxed. He was
dead.

“There’ll be the devil and all to
pay,” Evers muttered, “when the Rio
Kid rides back!”

E DID not know, though, that
even then the Rio Kid was
nearing Leadville and that before
many hours he would be seen in its
streets.

Early the next evening the Rio Kid,
with his partners, Bat Masterson and
Celestino Mireles, rode into the park
outside Leadville. The wagons laden
with supplies were coming in behind
them.

“That was a good trip, Rio Kid,”
Bat declared, pleased. “We made
plenty?!”

Well satisfied with the big wages
they had earned for their trouble, and
thirsting for a drink and hot meal
after the trail, the trio headed into
town and toward the biggest, fanciest
restaurant Leadville could boast,

The sun was red behind the mighty
Rockies rearing their snow-crested
heads about the high settlement.
Leadville was humming its wusual
wicked tune. Already lights were
blinking on in the saloons and. other
places of amusement, as the three re-
turned gun guards sat down to fill up.

They had about finished a fully ap-
preciated meal when Horace Tabor,
mayor and first citizen of Leadville,
entered the place. A broad smile was
on his face, his great waxed mustache
was twisted up jauntily, and as usual

he was surrounded by sycophants.

He nodded to the Rio Kid and his
friends, waving a fat hand that spar-
kled with big diamonds in golden
circlets.

The best table, in the brightest cor-
ner, had been reserved for Tabor, and
pretty young women hurried over to
join his party. Champagne was
brought in, and the most expensive
delicacies served at the mayor’s table.

The Rio Kid watched, amused at
Tabor’s florid enjoyment of his
wealth. The head man of Leadville
loved the limelight and loved to mix.
He was childish in this, basking in
the public eye.

While the trio who had finished eat-
ing were lighting up cigars at the end
of their meal, Mireles said softly:

“General, here ees Evers!” '

The Rio Kid glanced at the front
entry as Harris Evers came in and
crossed toward their table.

“Howdy, Evers,” sang out Pryor.

“Hullo, Rio Kid,” Evers said, shak-
ing hands. “Mighty glad yuh’re back.”

He greeted Bat Masterson and the
Mexican youth, and turned a sober
face to the Rio Kid as he sat down.

“How yuh gettin’ aleng?” Pryor in-
quired. “Strike it rich yet Evers?”

To his astonishment, Evers nodded.

“Yeah, I think so.”

“Well, dang my hide!” exclaimed
the Rio Kid. “Yuh think so?”

“We ain’t altogether shere yet,” ex-
plained Evers. “But late this after-
noon we uncovered a silver and lead
vein that looks mighty promisin’.”

“Where?”

“At our mine, up at the end of the
Gulch.” '

“Where’d yuh get a mine from?”
demanded Masterson.

“Nevada Charlie sold it to us ’fore
he died.”

The Rio Kid jumped, frowned.

“What'd yuh say, Evers?” -

“Nevada Charlie sold us a claim up
the Gulch, cheap.” He stared into the
Rio Kid’s stern face. “Yeah, I savvy
why he done it, though not all of ’em
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realize it. It was because we're
friends of yores, Rio Kid, and Charlie
wanted to give us a hand. Yuh
wouldn’t take any reward for savin’
his life, so he done it this way. At
least, that’s how I figger it.”

“How’d he die?” growled Pryor.

“His body was found in his bed at
home this mernin’. He was shot
through the head.”

“Who done it?”

VERS glanced around, lowered

his voice.
“I've kept my trap shut, Rio Kld.
Didn’t tell anybody. But last night

CELESTINO MIRELES

I was huntin’ Old Mac, who was on a
bust, and I was in the alley back of
Charlie’s place. I heard a muffled
shot, and seen a man climb out of
Charlie’s winder. When I went in,
‘Charlie was dyin’.”

The Rio Kid’s anger was mounting.
.Under his heavy tan, the blood was
darkening his cheeks. His hands,
trained to the six-shooter, were
twitching slightly and he had a tense
look as he listened to Evers’ story.

“Who was the man?”

“It was Bull Olsen. He was drunk.”

“Yuh ain’t told anybody "bout this?”
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Evers shook his head. “I reckoned
it was better to wait till you got back.
If I'd shot off my mouth, it might
have meant trouble for all the folks
in camp.”

“That was a smart play.”

The Rio Kid stood up, pushing back
his chair. His slim hands caressed the
Army Colts as he tested them without
looking at them, by sense of touch,
making sure they would not drag in
the holsters, that they were loaded.

“I’ll go over to Dinty’s with yuh,
Rio Kid,” Bat Masterson said softly,
also rising.

Mireles said nothing. There was no
need for him to speak because he was
always ready to back up his partner
of the wild trails.

Harris Evers was armed, gun in the
belt circling his narrow hips.

“Take me, too, Rio Kid,” he begged.
“It’s my fight. You got into this on
account of helpin’ us.”

The Rio Kid stalked toward the
front door, his three comrades trail-
ing at his heels. As he passed near
Tabor’s table, the sound of feminine
laughter and masculine guffaws grew
louder. Corks were popping, and
everybody was having a fine time,

“Rio Kid!” Horace Tabor hailed
him jovially. “Stop and toast the
ladies!”

The Rio Kid swung, pausing beside
the big man. The young women
looked up at the handsome, stern fea-
tures of the lithe Rio Kid, admiration
in their bright eyes.

The Rio Kid accepted the glass of
champagne and, with his friends,
drank the toast. Deliberately he set
the thin-stemmed glass down on the
nearby table.

“Nevada Charlie’s dead, I hear,” he
said to the mayor in a low voice.

Tabor stopped laughing. *“Yeah,
pore feller. Found him dead in bed
this mornin’. Duggan’s workin’ on it.
’Pears to be a great mystery who kilt
him.”

“It ain’t to me,” the Rm Kid told
him softly. '
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Tabor pinned the Rio Kid with his
eyes.

“When I saw yuh eatin’ and drink-
in’ in here,” he said deliberately, “I
figgered yuh just didn’t give a hang,
‘and it surprised me, to say the least.
Thought I savvied yuh better than
that. Yuh just found it out. I know
yuh guaranteed Charlie’s life.” He
paused and added in a low voice,
“Olsen and his mates are bad medi-
cine. Yuh’ve been away and while
yuh been gone they ain’t let the grass
grow under their feet. They’'re crowd-
in’ us, Rio Kid. I feel it in my mar-
row.”

" “I'm still a special deputy?”

“Yuh’re still a special deputy.”

HE Rio Kid’s pride was smart-

ing. He had guaranteed Nevada
Charlie’s life, and Bull Olsen had
dared flaunt the challenge in his face
for all Leadville to see. The Rio Kid’s
reputation on the Frontier was in
danger, for everybody had heard how
he had run Olsen into his hole and
made Bull pull the cover on.

He was not yet aware why Olsen
and Smothers had picked out Nevada
Charlie to destroy and rob. Though
he had seen them try to jump
Charlie’s big town lot the first day he,
the Rio Kid, had been in Leadville.

With a short nod, the Rio Kid was
on his way. He left the Giltedge,
stalking the high boardwalks and on
past the lighted windows of the gay
places on Harrison Avenue. Miners
jostled him in the street, oblivious to
the undercurrents of conflict in Lead-
ville that did not directly affect them.
It was every man for himself there.

Bat Masterson walked with the Rio
- Kid, while Celestino and Evers
brought up the rear, all four girded
for action,

Pryor turned the next corner,
“through Cross Street, leading to State
Street on which stood Dinty’s and
other low dives. :
: “Listen here, Rio Kid,” suggested

Masterson softly, “let’s not go off

half-cocked. Strategy counts, don’t
it? If Olsen killed Nevada Charlie,
they’ll be on guard and watchin’ for
us. Ain’t it s0?”

“That’s so,” the Rio Kid agreed, but
he had no intention of walking into
an ambush.

“There goes Turkey Craw!” Evers
suddenly discovered.

The quartet had paused at the cor-
ner, looking down the sweep of State
Street. The gawky Turkey Craw, the
thief whe had traveled to Colorade
with the decent prospectors, hurried
up the walk and swung into Dinty’s,
where Bull Olsen and George Smoth-
ers had their headquarters,

“He must’ve seen us, when we came
outa the restaurant,” figured the Rio
Kid. “Reckon he was watchin’ for
me, boys. Is that dirty horse-thief
spyin’ for Olsen now?”

“Wouldn’t surprise me a bit,” Evers
growled. “He quit us seen as we hit
Leadville, and he hates yore insides,
Rio Kid. He ain’t got the nerve to
buck yuh head-on, but he’s just the
sort who would spy for a bunch like
Smothers runs.”

The Rio Kid nodded. If Turkey
Craw warned Olsen and Smothers he
was coming, then direct assault would
be much more difficult.

“It means they got guilty con-
sciences,” he said musingly. ‘“They
killed Nevada Charlie—no doubt of
1t

“They say Olsen’s been enlistin’
more men for Smothers,” remarked
Evers.

“We’ll watch for a few minutes and
see what stirs,” ordered Bob Pryor,
the Rio Kid.

They crossed over the side street
and waited in the shadows. A few
minutes after Turkey Craw had dis-
appeared inside Dinty’s, several men
wearing guns hastily came from the
saloon and posted themselves at both
sides of the entrance.

“They’ll have gunnies swarmin’ in
the alleys and halls, shore as yuh’re
born,” growled the Rio Kid. “Olsen
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and Smothers’ll be covered like tur-
tles.”

“S’ppose I ride up to camp and
fetch some of our boys,” suggested
Evers,

- The Rio Kid shook his head. “No.
I don’t want to get ’em mixed up in
this, Evers. Most of ’em are family
men and some would be shore to be
hurt.”

“Hey—here comes Marty Duggan!”
warned Bat Masterson. ‘“He’ll horn
in and try to spile our fun. That’s
his job.”

CHAPTER VIII
Gunfight

UGGAN, the marshal,
with holster belts
flapping about his
sturdy legs, came
galloping over
from Harrison
Avenue, no doubt
warned that trou-
ble was brewing
The Rio Kid and
his friends drew
back, hidden in the
blackness at the side of a darkened
shack on the cross streets.

Duggan hurried to Dinty’s, and
went inside.

“He’ll soon get tired of waitin’,”
observed Pryor. “Duggan’s all right,
but he’ll check us for law and order.
Let’s start, boys. I got an idea.”

The three men with him trailed
after him to the evil-odored back
alley, and he worked through the
cluttered yards till they were behind
the line of buildings on State Street.
The buildings were chiefly of one
story, with false fronts on the street.
Though here and there a two-storied
place reared up.

The Rio Kid and his loyal comrades
soon found a water pipe, which
drained rain off the slanting roof of
a house near the corner. He shinned
up it, got hold of the gutter, and
pulled himself to the roof. Giving a
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hand to the others, he helped them
reach the roof. There they found
that save for a few narrow gaps and
a couple of ten-foot house walls in-
terposing, they had a route overhead
that would take them straight to
Dinty’s.

“This is the stuff!” exclaimed Bat
Masterson, catching the Rio Kid’s
idea. “We can get right to Olsen’s
winder over the roofs!”

Slowly, making few sounds that
were not drowned in the usual wolfish
howls of the wicked town, the Rio
Kid’s revenge party started for
Dinty’s. They used much the same
methods to reach higher roofs, boost-
ing the Rio Kid up first, where he
could lean down and give a hand to
the rest. Luckily most of the roofs
extended out beyond the walls, to
protect the windows below from drip,
and none of the narrow gaps between
buildings proved too wide a jump.

Dinty’s sprawling, mud-chinked log
joint was a single-story building.
When they reached it they tiptoed
over to the west side, aware from
their previous visit of the location of
the private room in which Bull Olsen
and George Smothers usually sat.

“Keep down and stay quiet till I
reconnoiter, boys,” whispered the Rio
Kid.

He dropped down on all fours and
hunched toward the edge of the roof.
Below were the lighted windows,
while the stamp-stamp of dancing
feet, the raucous cries of hilarious
miners, and tinny music shook the
place.

The Rio Kid located the windows
he wanted. They were open. Tobacco
smoke drifted up, fresh puffs of it.
Peeking over the overhang, the Rio
Kid saw the red glow of a cigar as a
man standing in the narrow alleyway
at the side of Dinty’s drew on his
cheroot. Toward the street he now
glimpsed more dark figures, and the
glint of gunmetal caught by light-
shafts from the window openings.

Silent, flat on his belly, the Rio Kid
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waited. After a while a man stuck his
head and shoulders from one of the
back parlor windows.

“Hey, Barry,” he asked in a tense
voice, ‘‘see anything yet?”

The man with the cigar turned to-
ward the window.

“Nope,” he growled.
nor hair, Bull.”

“Cuss it all!” complained Olsen, “I
wish he’d come and get it over with.
I got my men all set. Why in tarna-
tion did he have to come back to
Leadville anyhow?”

“We’ll fill him full of lead, Bull,”
growled Barry, patting his Colt.
“That Rio Kid’s as good as planted.”

“Nary hide

ARS strained, the Rio Kid caught
4 another voice, as a man behind
Bull spoke from inside the room.
“Pull yourself together, Olsen. You
brought this on us. I wasn’t quite
ready, but I suppose we must go on
with it now.” :
“Shucks, Chief,” remonstrated Ol-
sen. “It wasn’t too soon to get rid of
Nevada Charlie. With him outa the
way, we can hop in and grab what we
need, can’t we? I figgered the Rio
Kid wasn’t comin’ back a-tall, and
even if he did what proof would he
have that I done it? What proof’s he
got now? Anyways, he’ll walk into
my trap, see if he don’t, and that’ll
settle the whole matter. We can wipe
them other fools out any time, with
Wilton and Evers off the map.”
It was about twelve feet to the

beaten dirt alley running alongside

Dinty’s log wall. The Rio Kid gauged
it carefully. He inched back, raising
his arm so his friends, back on the
roof, could see his signal.

“Here we go,” he muttered,

Olsen had just drawn in his head
and shoulders as the Rio Kid landed
in the alley, and with pistol in hand
doubled up. Lithe as a panther in his
youthful strength, his surprise was
complete. Barry, at the corner, could
not shoot instantly when the Rio Kid
came up straight. For one thing,

Barry was slow. For another, Olsen
and Smothers had reached the win-
dow almost instantly, and the gunny’s
bullets would have lashed them.

To cever his flank, the Rio Kid sent
a snap shot at Barry, and the man’s
cigar dgscribed an arc through the
air. The slug had hit Barry in the
chin. It bowled him over,

A moment later Bat Masterson
landed in the alley, then came Mireles
and Evers, just as the Rio Kid threw
himself over the windowsill into tke
private room. The astounded Bull
Olsen, with the opening gunshot
sharp in his flapping ears, did not
understand what had occurred until
he saw the Rio Kid straighten up be-
fore him.

“The Rio Kid!” :

That shout came from Squirrel
Hart, Smothers’ little aide. Hart had
been sitting in a chair near the door,
an old flint-lock rifle leaning against
the wall between himself and one of
Smothers’” husky gun guards. The
black eyes of Smothers, just behind
Bull Olsen, widened, then began
blinking {furiously. The Rio Kid
caught the flash of sudden alarm in
Smothers’ eyes, but the stern gaze of
Bob Pryor was on Olsen, the huge
Swede.

“Yuh killed Nevada Charlie, Olsen,
after my warnin’,” the Rio Kid an-
nounced coldly. There was a little
smile on his lips.

“No, I didn’t!” stammered Bull.
“That’s a lie!” :

The Rio Kid stared with stern ac-
cusation into the big man’s flat, scared
face. Olsen was fishy under his=tan.
His huge hands were shaking at his
sides, and he trembled all over, ap-
parently forgetful of the Colts he
wore at either hip.

There were four other members of
the gang in the private room huddled
together on the right of the Rio Kid
as he faced the gathering.

Harris Evers was only a moment or
two behind the Rio Kid as he climbed
through the window, and Mireles
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came next. Masterson, covering the
alley, crouched just outside, two guns
in hand, ready for fight,

“I saw yuh come out of Charlie’s
room that night, Olsen!” shouted
Evers angrily. “Yuh murdered him
in his sleep!”

“Yuh lie!” slobbered Olsen, “That
ain’t so—I never was near the place!
Rio Kid—for mercy’s sake, den’t—"

“Draw, yuh onery .sidewinder!”
snarled the Rio Kid. “I warned yuh

AN EXCITING EPIC OF THE BAD LANDS!

Facing heavy odds, and laughing in the teeth
of danger, Bob Pryor and his fighting aides
dare to challenge the power of the deadly Lash .
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what'd happen if yuh hurt Nevada
Charlie!”

'IRELES gave a quick Spanish
oath as he leaped into the
room, and something flashed in the
lamplight as the Mexican’s long
knife, appearing like magic from the
leg of his velvet pants, flew across
the room. He had seen the movement
of the gunny bodyguard. The fellow
yelled, as the sharp blade cut his arm.
The old rifle he had grabbed ex-

AVENGERS 49
ploded, the charge ripping above Mi-
reles’ head. The guard dropped the
gun and, with blood spurting from
his cut, lunged through the door,
In a panic of fear, Bull Olsen
dropped a big hand to a Colt butt,
started his gun clearing leather. The
Rio Kid let him begin—and beat him
to it. Olsen’s revolver roared, the
echoes loud in the confined space
of the room. The bullet kicked splin-
ters from the rough flooring near the
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Rio Kid’s spread feet. Then a bluish
hole showed between Olsen’s baby-
blue eyes, and the fear on his flat face
was replaced by wonder.

The giant gunman begap to teeter,
and slowly folded up where he stood,
in a limp heap, his gun clattering to
the floor beside him.

“Kill him, you fools!” That was
George Smothers, cursing the para-
lyzed gunnies standing in a huddle.

Obeying their  chief’s order, they
dug for their irons., The Rio Kid

¢
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swung on them just as Evers shot,
getting a man in the shoulder. Then

the Rio Kid’s blazing Colts tore at

the bunched gang, and two more men
went down, riddled in as many
counts.

Slugs came at the trio. Out in the
alley, Bat Masterson’s pistols blazed
their song of death, as the doughty
Bat cleaned the narrow way of gun-
nies seeking to get in.

Shrieks, curses, the bellowing of
heavy revolvers filled the room where
the main gun fight was going on.

George Smothers, moving with as- .

tonishing speed, ducked behind the
big-topped table in the middle of the
room. On it stood the lamp, and
Smothers overturned the table, spill-
ing poker chips, cards, glasses,
whiskey bottle, and the lamp itself,
to the floor.

The light flicked out as the hot
chimney smashed. Kerosene doused
the little flame and bluish-yellow
stabs of exploding powder exposed
for instants the set faces of the fight-
ing men.

From the corner where men making
a stand had been ripped by the lead
of the Rio Kid and his two friends,
only one gun was sending back reply
shots. The others had been stilled,
and after a couple of shots the last
gun quit.

“Cover the door!” shouted Pryor,
leaping that way.

A bullet burned his cheek with a
kiss of death, but luckily missing
save for the singe on his skin. It
came from the doorway leading into
the hall. A man showed against the
dim light outside the door, and the
Rio Kid, thinking it was Smothers
shooting sent two bullets into the
man in the door. He pitched forward
and lay still, with his legs in the
private room and his shoulders out-
side it.

“Hey, Rio Kid, it’s hot out here!”
shouted Bat Masterson, and dived in
the open window. “Can I come in?”

Most of Olsen’s guards had been

posted along the approaches to
Dinty’s, watching for an attack from
the street. They hadn’t thought of
the route across the roofs, taken by
the Rio Kid and his aides.

“C’mon, Bat,” called the Rio Kid,
pausing at the door as he saw Master-
son leap through the window. “There
is still more to do!”

EAD and wounded men re-

mained in the -private room.
Heavy foetsteps, running up the hall,
sent the Rio Kid that way. He looked
up toward the main saloon, and
glimpsed George Smothers as the big
man flashed around the turn at the
swinging door. Smothers passed
Marshal Marty Duggan as the law-
man came charging through from the
front of the saloon.

“Hey, what in thunder’s goin’ on
back there?” roared Duggan.

“Stay back, Duggan!” warned the
Rio Kid. :
But Duggan kept coming. The Rio
Kid hesitated. He would not shoot it
out with the law. But ‘even as he
paused a bullet ripped through Mas-
terson’s shirt, and Bat cursed, turned
and fired at the open windows.
Olsen’s sentries were coming in, thick

and fast, to get into the scrap.

Marty Duggan slid to a stop, brand-
ishing his gun.

“Yuh focl!” he snarled, reaching
for the Rio Kid. “I don’t give a hoot
if yuh are a special depitty, I'll have
yore hide!”

Slugs were tearing through the
window as Olsen’s gang opened fire.
The Rio Kid jumped aside, but Dug-
gan caught a bullet in the left fore-
arm. Shrieking and cursing, Marty
Duggan began shooting at the win-
dows, at the dark forms bunched out-
side in the alley.

Grinning, the Rio Kid joined the
marshal, as did Masterson, Evers and
Celestino Mireles.

“Yuh see, Marshal?” called Pryor
over the crashing guns. “It’s the only
language they savvy!”
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The accuracy of the crack marks-
men inside the room quickly discour-
aged the hirelings outside. Several
felt the lead thrown at them. The
ones in back quit pushing, and turned
to sneak away.

As the heavy revolvers ceased their
snarling uproar, the ringing ears of
the men began to distinguish the
yells of the startled people in Dinty’s
saloon. Powder-smoke drifted acrid
to the ceiling, filling the air,

“Strike a match, cuss it!” bawled
Marty Duggan.

Bat Masterson obliged. He found

a candle on a shelf, and lighted it.

Duggan, scowling at the Rio Kid,
turned and counted the dead,

He stooped over Bull Olsen, who
was sprawled on the floor. Two other
gunnies were lifeless in a corner, and
another was groaning on the floor,
with a torn side. In the hall lay the
fourth of the guards who had been
in the room with Olsen, Hart and
Smothers.

Duggan counted them. Then he
looked out the window, and counted
several more outside, wounded and
killed.

The Rio Kid took a chair, and lit
up a smoke. His friends clustered
about him, slapping him on the back.
In the doorway, the alarmed faces of
Dinty, owner of the place, and of
some of his customers showed. The
hall was rapidly filling with people
as the fight ended.

“About fifteen, dead or wounded,

I'd say,” growled Marty Duggan,
frowning at the Rio Kid. “How many
of you gun-slingin’ fools was there?”
“Just us four,” Masterson replied.
. “Cuss it,” Duggan said, “I knowed
yuh’d come over here. How'd yuh get
in without me seein’ yuh?”
“That’s a perfessional secret, Dug-
gan,” the Rio Kid grinned.

AYOR HORACE TABOR

came shouldering through the

crowd. He had been summoned by a
frightened citizen,

“What goes on here?” the big man
cried. “Rio Kid! So yuh made it!”

His pop eyes swung, viewing the
carnage, took in Bull Olsen and the
others.

“There’s more outside,
Duggan growled and swore.

“What yuh got to say for yoreself,
Rio Kid?” Tabor demanded.

The Rio Kid shrugged. ‘Tabor,
Harris Evers seen Bull Olsen kill Ne-
vada Charlie, an old friend of mine.
I come over here to chide Bull -and
I’ll be blowed if he didn’t pull a gun
and start at me. That’s all.”

Suddenly Tabor grinned; then he
began to laugh. He laughed until the
tears rolled down his fat cheeks and
dripped off the waxed ends of his pre-
posterous mustache,

He slapped the Rio Kid on the

Tabor,”

‘back.

“Come along with me,” he ordered.

The Rio Kid winked at Bat Master-
son and, trailing the big mayor of
Leadville, left the excited crowd in
Dinty’s. Bat Masterson, Celestino,
and Evers followed in the wake of
the crowd which swarmed along after
the now famous Rio Kid, whose gun-
fighting ability had become known.

The number of those dead by the
guns of Pryor, Masterson and the
other two partners swelled to a pro-
digious score, increasing with each
recounting.

CHAPTER IX

Bodyguard

LORYING in the
prowess of the Rio
Kid Mayor Tabor
led Pryor over to
the Giltedge and
into the saloon,
bawling for way
in his loud voice.

As they went to
the rear of the big
place, a man stood
up, singing out a
greeting to Tabor. The mayor
paused..
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“Why, George!” he exclaimed.
“When’d you pull in?”

“This afternoon, Horace. Thought
I’d stop off and see how the old town
is boomin’.”

Tabor introduced the Rio Kid.

“George, this here is Bob Pryor,
called the Rio Kid. Rio Kid, shake
with George Pullman, one of the
Gulch’s first prospectors. Made a nice
stake up Gregory Gulch. Yuh still
foolin’ with them cars, George?”

Pullman smiled, “I sure am, Hor-
ace.”

Tabor laughed heartily. “George
was hipped on inventin’ a fancy car
he calls after hisself, a ‘Pullman’!
Yuh let" down a shelf and sleep on
the seats. If that ain’t a funny one!”

The Rio Kid smiled. “Why, it
mightn’t be so bad, Tabor. A man
could sleep acrost the kentry and be
fresh when he got where he was go-
in’.”

“Yeah,” objected Tabor, “but it
costs money. Who’s goin’ to pay extra
money to lay down on a train when
they can just as well sleep in the
seats?”

“They’re doing it, Horace,” Pull-
man said, laughing.

Tabor nodded and went on, He led
the Rio Kid to a private parlor in the
- rear, where an obsequious waiter hur-
ried to fill their orders.

““I want to talk turkey, Rio Kid,”

began Tabor, when they were alone.

“I've heard a lot about you and noted
how yuh have behaved here in Lead-
ville. Yuh ain’t what I'd call a quiet,
retirin’ sort, but in such a wild town
men like yuh’re needed. Yuh’ve hurt
nobody decent. Yore guns have fired
only on scum like Bull Olsen and his
gang. Fact is, I like yuh. Yuh're a
man after my own heart, and I want
yuh to work for me.”

Tabor beamed, lifting his frosted
glass to drink to the Rio Kid.

“How so, Mayor?” inquired the Rio
Kid curiously. “What’s yore proposi-
tion?”

Tabor wiped his great mustache

with the back of a hairy hand that
sparkled with diamonds, and leaned
forward confidentially.

“I got political aspersions, between
you and me, Rio Kid. T'm goin’ to be
governor when Colorado is admitted
to statehood, and after that I’'m goin’
to Washington as United States Sen-
ator!”

Horace Tabor leaned back in his
chair as though he had just delivered
a bombshell, watching the effect on
the Rio Kid.

“Where do I come in?” asked Bob
Pryor, secretly '‘amused at Tabor’s
manner.,

“I’'m startin’ for Denver, and then
goin’ on to Washin’ton to see what
I can do about workin’ for Colorado
statehood in a couple of days,” ex-
plained Tabor, “and I want you to
travel with me, Rio Kid. Officially
yuh’ll be my bodyguard, savvy? It
will make a big stir in the East to
have yuh struttin’ along beside me,
won’t it, dressed fit to kill and wear-
in’ yore guns?”

OR a moment, the Rio Kid felt
that he must refuse. Then he
nodded. It would be amusing, and he
would see plenty of excitement, fol-
lowing Horace Tabor’s flamboyant
trail. :
“I’ll go, if I can first make shore
Smothers and the rest of Olsen’s
pards are on the run, Mayor. Young
Evers may be in danger from ’em.
He’s already spoilt Smothers’ game
in Leadville and is responsible for
the fun we had tonight, since he saw
Olsen murder Nevada Charlie. Fact
is, Smothers hates all that bunch of
wagon train folks, and if I savvy that
kind of snake, he’ll take a stab at get-
tin’ even. Smothers and his gang was
after Charlie’s wealth, but now—"
Tabor shrugged. “Main reason I can
leave now is thanks to yore work to-
night, Rio Kid, I been afeared to
leave Leadville with Olsen and that
Smothers sidewinder kickin’ up their
heels. Now yuh’ve settled their hash
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and I don’t figger they’ll come back
here after tonight.”

The Rio Kid finished his drink,
then left the mayor. He found his
cronies waiting in the main bar for
him, and they went out on the street.
With the Rio Kid in the lead, they
began to patrol slowly through Lead-
ville.

The first place the Rio Kid headed
for was State Street and Dinty’s. He
went inside, and there was a sudden
silence, then gasps as he was recog-
nized. Men pointed him out and
nodded to him, They were chiefly
admiring, for his fame had skyrock-
eted after the big fight.

There was no trouble at all, for the
Rio Kid. The survivors of Olsen’s
gang, as well ae George Smothers,
Squirrel Hart and the rest of Smoth-
‘ers’ gunnies were out of sight.

Finally the friends turned in to
sleep, back at the camp.

In the morning, the Rio Kid rose,
cleaned up, as spruce as usual, and ate
breakfast. Then saddling Saber, he
started for town. He meant to keep
his eye peeled for signs of Smothers,
but the sunny day was peaceful and
he saw none of the gunmen about
Leadville.

Later in the morning, Bat Master-
son and Celestino Mireles, who had
been circulating about just as the Rio
Kid had, joined him at the corner of
Harrison and Main,

“T hear that Smothers, Hart and the
whole passel of ’em rode out of town
last night, and they say it’s for good,”
reported Bat.

Mireles nodded. “Si. So zey say,
General. You have bluff zem out.”

“Huh—hope so, for Evers’ sake,
anyways,” muttered the Rio Kid, and
glanced up the street. “Now what
the devil is that bunch up to, with
the mayor?”

Tabor, resplendent in morning coat,
striped pants and a silk hat, came
down the sidewalk, carrying with him
a double-barreled shotgun.

“Hi-yuh, Rio Kid!” sang out the

mayor in his loud voice,  “Join us,
will you?”

The Rio Kid fell in with the doven
prominent citizens solemnly parading
along Harrison Avenue.

“What’s up?” the Rio Kid mqu*red

“We just got word a mighty prom-
ernint U. S. citizen is on his way to
Leadville,” replied the mayor. “Name
of Horace Greeley. Ever hear tell of
him?”

“Yuh mean the newspaper feller
from New York—what’s the name of
that paper of his?”

“That’s him.” Taber consulted a
paper from his pocket. “Tribune,
that’s his.”

HE Rio Kid tagged along with

the delegation until they reached
the outskirts of the town. Up the
Gulch were the big mines of Lead-
ville, where men were swarming in
the dirt like ants:

“This is far enough, Horace,” said
a puffing, stout councilman, “Nobody
will want to go 'way off. It’s too dry.”

“All right,” agreed Tabor,

He picked a bit of bare dirt and,
raising the shotgun fired both barrels
into a spot. Turning away as though
he had accomplished a great mission,

”

‘the mayor nodded.

“Let’s retire to the Giltedge, gents.
I need stimulation.”

The mystified Rio Kid waited for
an explanation, but none was offered.

“What’s the idea, Mayor?” he de-
manded, as they hurried back into
Leadville.

“Huh? What yuh mean?”

“Why’d yuh shoot that buckshot
into the earth?”

“Oh —why, yuh savvy how these
newspaper fellers are,” explained
Tabor. “Yuh got to show ’em, that’s
all. We don’t want to disappoint
Greeley, do we? That wasn’t buck-
shot, it was gold and silver in them
shells, Yuh’ll see this afternoon.” In
a low voice he added, “Told yuh yuh'd
done the trick! Olsen and Smothers
faded!¥
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‘After lunch, three men rode into
Leadville on mules, from the steep
trail to the outer world. One was Hor-
ace Greeley, the great newspaper edi-
tor, and the Rio Kid joined in the
throng which came out to greet him.
Mayor Tabor, clad in elegant dress,
did the honors in his loud, florid way.

Greeley was getting along in years.
The Rio Kid stared at his odd get-up.
The editor, puffing in the rarefied air,
and from the hard ride, had a pink,
baby face fringed by white throat
whiskers. He wore a broad-brimmed

" black hat, a white overcoat, shapeless

A

trousers, and white sox. His eyes
blinked in the bright sunlight, as he
shook hands all around,

Eccentric, absent-minded, Greeley
was a national figure, a political
leader as well as a great editor. He
had brought his Tribune to the top
of the crest, made it a power in the
land.

“How do you do, sir,” Greeley
greeted the mayor in his squeaky
voice. “I have come to Leadville to
see for myself if the stories of its
fabulous wealth be true. My readers
have a right to know.”

“Yuh've come to the right place,
hombre!” a citizen shouted.

After refreshments, the Rio Kid,
hanging along with Tabor and Gree-
ley, heard the editor say in his high-
pitched voice:

“Could you show me some of the
precious metals of which stories have
reached the civilized world, sir?”

“Shore as shootin’, Greeley,” cried
Tabor, clapping the editor on the
back. “Foller me, Jed, fetch that
pan and them tools. Cmon — this
way.” :

Everybody trooped after Tabor and
Greeley, as the editor was steered to
the spot in the hillside of the canyon
where the shotgun had been dis-
charged that morning.

“Why, say, there’s a likely lookin’
spot,” exclaimed Tabor, seizing Gree-
ley’s arm. “Try diggin’ there, Mr.

Greeley. Fact is, ‘most anywhere yuh
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dig in Leadville yuh strike metal.”

- A short-handled miner’s pick was

shoved into Greeley’s hand. Men

grouped around as he laboriously dug

out some dirt. ,
“Got to pan it,” Tabor said. “Lem-

me show yuh how it’s done.”

ATER was ready in pails. Hor-

ace Greeley inexpertly washed
off the dirt from the pebbles and, sure
enough, among them could be seen
particles of gleaming gold and sil-
ver.

Greeley straightened up with a
grimace.

“T believe it, for I have seen it with
my own eyes! Leadville is rich as
the mines of the Pharaohs, If a young
man should ask my advice on his
career, I should say to him, ‘Go West,
young man, go West'!”

“Let’s all have a drink on me!”
Tabor bawled.

While they were refreshing them-
selves after the hard labor of pros-
pecting, Harris Evers rushed breath-
lessly into the Giltedge to which they
had returned. He stopped beside his
friend, the Rio Kid.

“Rio Kid! Rio Kid!” he shrieked.
“We've struck it rich! We've hit it!”

“What?” demanded Tabor, turning.

“We’ve hit the main second vein!
It’s a yard wide and a mile deep!
Worth a million dollars!”

Evers was in the throes of the
highest excitement.

“I'll bet Nevada Charlie knowed
that vein was there,” was Pryor’s
quick thought, “and he give it to ’em
on my account, pore old feller.”

The report brought down by Evers
electrified Leadville, used as it was to
big strikes in the Gulch, Everybody
trooped up to the Potato Hole, as the
mine had been named by its discov-
erer, Nevada Charlie.

In the afternoon light, the heavy,
wide vein of silver and leaden metals
gleamed dully. Sam Wilton, Old Mac,
and the rest of the owners stood
about, faces red with excitement over
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the strike which promised them,
surely, riches and fame,

“Yub’re rich, folks!” cried Mayor
Tabor, cengratulating everybody
about him. “Good luck, and hurrah
for Leadville!”

Next morning, the Rio Kid rode out
of Leadville with Horace Tabor, and
his trail-mates. He left behind him
the people he had helped. They had
had, thanks to him, a surprising
stroke of good fortune. As joint own-
ers of the new mine they would all
be wealthy, And too, thanks to the
Rio Kid’s mighty guns, they were ap-
parently safe.

Tabor’s reports, and advices ob-
tained by Bat Masterson and the Rio
Kid, told that George Smothers and
Squirrel Hart, with the gunnies who
had worked fer Bull Olsen, had taken
to the tall timber. They showed no
signs .of coming back to face the
deadly music written for them by the
flaming Colts of the Rio Kid.

Because of the Rio Kid’s swift diag-
nosis of the trouble in Leadville and
his smashing victory, Horace Tabor
felt able and safe to leave the town
and his many interests there. Unlike
Nevada Charlie, Tabor had heirs to
his holdings. He had partners and
other strings to his fortunes.

To have seized his wealth would
have been a cemplicated procedure,
whereas old Charlie had been alone.
But the Potato Hole had become the

- property of Evers, Wilton and their
friends. The Maiden’s Prayer and
Charlie’s town lots, however, were
being held for some possible future
claimant. If not claimed by distant
connections in due time they would
pass to the state.

“Olsen was boss of them gunslicks,
Bat,” remarked Pryor to his partner.
“Killin’ him was a good stroke. It
sort of discouraged the others. As
did yore bullets, as well.”

“I don’t reckon Smothers
Hart’ll dare  come back,”
agreed, nodding, as he listened. .

The Rio Kid was pleased enough.

and
Tabor
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He had brought the wagon train
through and got the folks in it a
splendid start, besides crushing their
enemies. At the same time, he was
carving out new adventures for him-
self.

As for the average citizen of Lead-
ville, each was intent on his own pur-
suit of wealth and saw little of what
went on behind the curtain. Miners
worked their tours, drank up their
wages, died or left for other fields.
There were those who preyed on the
workers. But the common man un-
marked by luck in Leadville cared
about nothing that did not directly
concern himself.

Out of this mad world, lawless save
for the impulses of decent leaders
such as Tabor, headed the Rio Kid,
to the heart of America’s gilded, post-
war civilization, the capitol at Wash-
ington, D, C.

CHAPTER X
Interlude

VERYTHING that
was touched by
the florid, good-

“humored Tabor
turned to gold—or
silver—as the Rio
Kid had heard
many times during
his sojourn in
Leadville. The
most amazing
streak of luck had
suddenly hit the
man, when middle- -

aged and a failure, he had grubstaked

.those two ragged prospectors to whom

he had smuggled a bottle of whiskey
when he had fixed up their outfit for
them.

It read like the most unbelievable
fiction tale that they, after consuming
the whiskey Tabor had magnani-
mously given them from his small
stock in his little backwoods store
in the Gulch, should have become too
intoxicated to proceed to the spot to-
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ward which they had been heading,
had dug where they finished up the
bottle, and had struck it rich. From
the moment they had cut Tabor in
for a third he had made one fortune
after another until he had become
known as the “Silver King.”

Now, worth millions on millions,
Tabor was heading for Washington,
to splurge among the big fish.

The Rio Kid had left Mireles and
Bat Masterson back in Denver. After
a brief stop in the town which was
to be the future capital of Colorado,
Tabor had caught the transcontinen-
tal railroad train and at what to them
was stunning speed Pryor and his
new friend were whisked across the
miles.

Bob Pryor, the Rio Kid, had been
in Washington, the nation’s capital,
on previous occasions when he had
been an officer in the Union Army
during the Civil War, He had known
President Lincoln, and U. S. Grant,
now occupying the proud office of
the nation’s chief magistrate,
Grant had been Pryor’s former com-
mander-in-chief.

On arriving in Washington, Tabor
with his retinue hurried to the big-
gest and most famous hotel, the Wil-
lard, where he engaged the most ex-
pensive suite. Then, taking the Rio
Kid with him, he started on a shop-
ping tour, throwing money to the
four winds in a fashion that made
Pryor gasp.

“I want yuh to have the best, Rio
Kid,” Tabor shouted, slapping him
on the back. “I’ll pick it out my-
self.”

He insisted on fitting the Rio Kid
out in Western clothing of the most
flamboyant type. A huge white Stet-
son cost two hundred dollars. There
were great boots with spurs, the finest

of riding trousers, and a leather coat

of startling hue and texture.

“New guns, too!” Tabor cried, not
yet satisfied. “Pearl-handied, and in-
Jaid with virgin gold.”

“T’11 look like a.fool in them duds,

for

Tabor,” objected the Rio Kid.

“My bodyguard must have the very
ultra-best!” insisted Tabor.

Late that afternoon, Tabor went

‘out on parade in Washington, his

“bodyguard” with him. Tabor wore a
new black frock coat, fine trousers
and boots, and white ruffled shirt. In
his stock a huge diamond stickpin
scintillated.

The cuffs of his shirt were over-
long, to show the inch-square onyx
cuff links, set with big diamonds. On
his blunt fingers, which until a few
years before were used to the pick and
dirt, shone many rings, also set with
diamonds of prodigious size. He
flourished a gold-headed cane that
was studded with jewels, and his
long, preposterous mustache was
newly and stiffly waxed, the ends up
beside his shining eyes.

LIGHTLY in the rear and trying
to hide his deep amusement at
Tabor’s antics, came the Rio Kid. The
huge white hat with its curved brim
shaded his tanned, handsome face. He
wore a yellow jacket with a diamond-
clasp pin at the throat where a red
silk bandanna with yellow spots
showed. Yellow doeskin pants were
tucked into high, polished boots on
the heels of which were clanking
spurs,

At his waist rode a cartridge belt,
and in the two holsters were large .45
revolvers, their stocks inlaid with
real gold and diamond chips. But
under his shirt, the Rio Kid carried
two Army Colts, plain, tried pistols.
For he had no faith in the fancy
weapons he had donned at Tabor’s in-
sistence.

Even in Washington, used at the
time to Gold, Silver and other
“Kings,” Tabor attracted attention.
Citizens turned to stare with dropped
chins at the two-man procession,
while others snickered openly.

Tabor had introductions to promi-
nent people, congressmen and lobby-
ists. His money was an open sesame
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in many quarters, On the night of
his arrival he gave a dinner for two
hundred guests in the private ball-
room at the hotel, and the finest of
foods and wines were served.

Tabor basked in the limelight, his
voice ringing through the halls. He
was slapping senators on the back,
and the Rio Kid, in his fancy duds,
watched the game, smiling indulg-
ently. For no one could dislike Hor-
ace Tabor, The man was open and
good of heart. His charities, his help-
ing hand to those who needed it,
were well-known.

“It ain’t my kind of life, though,”
mused Pryor. For the moment, he
was off to ene side, for Tabor was sur-
rounded by others,

The party lasted until dawn. Be-
fore it was ever, the Rio Kid slipped
away and turned in. He never over-
drank and the Tabor party was turn-
ing into an orgy. :

It was not until next evening that
the Rio Kid again saw Tabor. The
Silver King had slept all day and was
breakfasting when most people were
ready for supper. Tabor grinned at the
Rio Kid acress the white-clothed table
set in his private suite.

“How’d yuh like the party, Rio
Kid?”

“Oh, fine.”

“Guess what! Next week we’re go-
in” to meet General — President
Grant!”

The Rio Kid started. Grant had
been his old cemmander-in-chief—

“Yuh don’t mean to drag me along,
do yuh, Tabor?”

“Oh, shucks, don’t be bashful. I
ain’t. Just watch—I'll slap Grant on
the back!” :

“I’1l bet yuh will.”

. “And”—Tabor lowered his voice
slightly—“one of these days I/l be
President of the United States, Rio
Kid!”

“I wish yuh luck.”

No one, not the Rio Kid, and cer-
tainly not  Horace Tabor himself,
could forsee that within a few short

years his hundreds of millions of dol-
lars would evaporate far more rapidly -
than they had accumulated, that he
would be a pauper, once more digging
in the Colorado dirt, an old, broken
man. But before that happened one
of his lifelong ambitions was to be
satisfied. For when Colorado did be-
come a state he was State Senator—
for one month, to fill out the unex-
pired term of the senator who was
elevated to the Federal Branch,

“How long,” inquired the Rio Kid,
“yuh figger on stayin’ in Washington
this trip, Tabor?”

“Oh, a month, maybe two or three.
Might make it all summer if need be.
1 got to set up my influence, Rio Kid.
Colorado has got to be a state, and
Pve got to see to that.”

“Huh! Who wants to be a poler-
tician, Tabor?”

“Me, for one.” Tabor lowered his
voice again, his eyes bulging. “Tell
yuh a secret, Rio Kid. The boys back
in Denver are goin’ to run me for sen-
ator just as soon as ever they can—
which is one good reason why Colo-
rado has got to be a state.”

HAT night Tabor threw another
big party, hiring a troupe of beau-
tiful dancing girls to entertain his
guests, To the Rio Kid it was amus-
ing, a different world from the wild
frontier with its violence. And yet,
beneath the gilt, beneath the attitud-
inizing of the power- and wealth-
seeking multitudes who swarmed in
Washington, the Rio Kid sensed the -
same predatory scheming, the same
life-or-death struggles that went on
in the wilderness. But here it was
done by lies and words instead of
being settled with honest Colts.
“Guarding” Tabor in Washington
was a different matter from the job
in Leadville. Here the Rio Kid was
part of Tabor’s political color scheme,
an adjunct to call attention to Tabor’s
person. He was gaped at when he
strode, swaggering as Tabor wished,
along the main streets of the capital.
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Urchins followed him, eyes wide, beg-
ging to touch the fancy Colts he wore,
shouting at him,

There was no danger to Tabor from
bullets. The violence here was of a
different nature and much more dan-
gerous.

When the great day arrived that
Horace Tabor was to be received at
the White House, in his resplendent
garb, he broke into the reception room
where the President awaited him.

This was the focal .point of the uni-
verse, and the rather stubby man in a
rusty-looking black suit, with his
bearded chin sunk on his chest and a
cigar clenched in the corner of his
mouth, was the hub of it all.

U. S. Grant, hero of the Civil War,
was in the White House. Every man
in Washington sought the President’s
ear, begging for the power that meant
wealth, Grant, honest and sturdy
himself, was a great soldier but not
a trained politician. He was being
fooled, behind his back, by rapacious
officials.

“President Grant!” bawled Tabor,
running to him with a fat hand out-
stretched. “This is the greatest pleas-
ure of my life!”

He seized Grant’s hand and pumped
it, grinning from ear to ear. And, with
the expansive gesture of - frontier
good-fellowship, he clapped the
President on the back.

“I done it!” cried Tabor.

Grant’s eyes took in the flamboyant
Tabor whose gems glistened in the
light from the high windows. The
eyes were narrowed, but suddenly
they fell upon the Rio Kid, standing
there in his full glory, according to
Tabor’s ideas, and they widened.
Grant started in surprise.

The Rio Kid came to attention and
saluted, and the President recognized
him. He had known Bob Pryor as a
fine young captain of cavalry during
the war.

“Yuh savvy my bodyguard, Mr.
President?” asked Tabor. “Meet the
Ric Kid, fastest man on the draw

west of the Missouri and a square-
shooter.”

The Rio Kid had read the amaze-
ment and then the amusement which
Grant tried to conceal, as the Presi-
dent took him in. The fancy duds and
guns gleamed.

“I knowed it’d give Grant a laugh-
to see me,” thought the Rio Kid,
pleased with his effect. “I reckon he
can do with one, too. He looks mighty
tired. Bein’ President is worse than
fightin’ through the Wilderness.”

“Captain Pryor,” murmured Grant,
“this is indeed a surprise.”

OB PRYOR grinned, and Grant’s

taciturn face suddenly broke
into a wide smile, One eye winked at
the Rio Kid, and he was laughing
with his friend Bob Pryor.

“He savvies,” mused the Rio Kid.

Grant waved a hand holding his
cigar, to invite his guests to be seated.

“Yes, Mr. Tabor,” replied Grant, “I
know the Rio Kid. We met in the
army. Now what can I do for you?”

“I come to pay my respects,” Tabor
told the President, “and offer my
services to the party. We're back of
yuh in Colorado, General, back of yuh
to the limit.”

“Thank you, I hope to see the fa-
mous Leadville one of these days—
perhaps when you are senator.”

Tabor stopped grinning for a mo-
ment, gawking at the President.

“What did yuh say, General?”

“Why, I merely mentioned, _sir,
that you quite likely will one day be
senator. I understarid you are inter-
ested in working for Colorado state-
hood, a matter which is interesting
many at the present moment. I have
also heard that you have been selected
by general acclaim by your friends
back in Denver to stay here in Wash-
ington a month or two, to lend your
energies toward what the citizens of
Colorado so much desire.”

Tabor gulped. His eyes were bulg-
ing from their sockets,

“I ain’t heard about that, yet,” he
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mumbled. “Been out all afternoon.
I reckon the wire’s at the hotel.”

“Washington is going to enjoy your
presence, Mr. Tabor, I can see that.
Isn’t that so, Captain Pryor?”

“Yessir,” replied the Rio Kid. “It
shore is. And rightly so, Tabor’s a
square-shooter, General—I mean Mr.
President.”

“I like General better,” murmured
Grant, “especially with old friends
like you, Captain.”

After the interview, Tabor walked
on air. The Rio Kid escorted him back
to his big suite in the Willard and
there Tabor found several wires
awaiting him, among them the one
from Denver announcing that he had
been selected to stay in Washington
and work for Colorado’s statehood.

Tabor was deeply affected. It was
some time before he recovered his
brash egoism, Then he opened the
other telegrams which had come.

“Look at this one, Rio Kid,” he or-
dered, tossing a wire to Pryor.

The Rio Kid read:

HAVE COMPLETED DEAL ON THE
LAST CHANCE AS YOUR LATEST
TELEGRAM ORDERED. YOU’RE A
DANGED FOOL, HORACE. I RESIGN.

FRANK,

“Frank’s my Leadville manager.
The Last Chance is my best-payin’
mine out there. I don’t savvy what
he means. I better wire him.”

Tabor wrote out a communication
to Frank White, his Leadville agent.
A day later it was answered, not by
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White, but by a subordinate. It read:

FRANK LEFT TWO DAYS AGO FOR
DENVER. LAST CHANCE SOLD TO
SYNDICATE AS PER YOUR WIRED
INSTRUCTIONS.

“I don’t savvy what it’s all about,”
growled Tabor. “I ought to head
back to Leadville and pertect my in-
terests, Rio Kid. But I can’t leave
just yet. I got to stick around here
awhile, seein’ as I’'ve been chose to
stay here and work for Colorado. But
I got a funny feelin’ inside, Bob.”
Tabor was deeply troubled, as he
watched the Rio Kid. “Tell yuh what.
I figger you better head for Leadville
hotfoot and see what’s up.”

The Rio Kid resumed his more
usual garb and caught the first train
west out of Washington. He was glad
to see the last of the “civilized” capi-
tal in the throes of its Gilded Age.

By the time he arrived in Denver
and located Mireles, who was caring
for Saber and his own horse at an out-
lying livery stable, he had been away
from Leadville for weeks.

“Where’s Bat?” he asked his trail-
mate as Celestino’s lean, dark face
lighted on seeing him.

Saber ran over to the fence to nuz-
zle his master’s hand and complain at
having been left behind.

“Senor Bat, he go back to Dodge
Ceety,” explained the Mexican lad, “I
am glad to see you, General.” ;

Fate was rolling its perilous dice,
life and death. The Rio Kid saddled

[Turn pagel
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up and, with his comrade, hit the trail
for Leadville.
CHAPTER XI
Death Strikes Hard

“IN THE meantime,
i after the depar-
ture of the Rio

son and Horace
Tabor, Evers and
his friends had
worked from dawn
to dusk on their
Potato Hole mine.

It looked bigger
and bigger as they
uncovered the second vein, deep in
the ground.

“We need machinery, boys,” Sam
Wilton announced when they met one
evening. “We can get some on credit,
I reckon, with our prospects.”

Men had been around, making
offers on the mine but they had stead-
fastly refused to sell, preferring to
hold on and win the full riches of
the lead carbonates and silver ores.-

Everybody was vastly excited, and
pictured themselves as millionaires.
News of the new strike had spread
like lightning and all in Leadville
had heard of it at once, while the bon-
anza was exaggerated with each re-
counting.

Lead and silver were different from
gold. They took refining, capital to
invest in machinery, time to pay un-
less a prospector sold out for cash.
In the meantime, the miners needed
food, clothing, and shelter.

Wilton, Evers and other leaders
were delegated to visit the bankers,
and a loan was negotiated on the
strength of the vein they had hit. The
money was immediately invested in
necessary food and other personal
needs, and machinery was ordered. It
would have to be shipped up through
the Royal Gorge of the Arkansas to
Leadville by wagon, an arduous, ex-
pensive task, and it would be some

Kid, Bat Master--

time before it could arrive,

Evers had been sorry to see the Rio
Kid leave. He missed his friend, but
the exciting strike and hard work:
kept him occupied. Besides, there was
Dorothy Wilton. He saw her regu-
larly, and the girl smiled on him, but
whenever he tried to bring up the sub-
ject of marriage, Dorothy would turn
him aside. :

“Now look, Dorothy,” Evers said
one evening, managing to find her
alone, “yuh got to talk to me.”

“It’'s a lovely evening,” the girl
murmured. “Father wants to take a
little stroll, so—"

Evers seized her hand, would not
let her return to the smoky light of
the camp where several crude shacks
had been thrown up, made of raw-cut
timber from the mountain slopes. One
of them belonged to Wilton,

“Yuh got to admit yuh’re wrong,
Dorothy—I won’t let yuh go till yuh
do. I mean, about minin’.”

“You’ll have to hold on a long time,”
she said coolly, looking straight up
into his eager, handsome young face.

“That suits me. I’ll hold yuh for-
ever. We've struck it rich. Will yuh
marry me now?”

But she only shook her head,

One evening, some days after the
Rio Kid had left town, Old Mac
slipped away and Evers hurried after
his partner in the dark.

As he was hunting for Old Mac,
Evers saw a handsome equipage draw
up in front of the Giltedge, and a
couple of men got down. Evers
paused, staring as the lamplight fell
on the face of the big man crossing
the walk.

“George
“He’s back!”

The small figure that trailed the
thief he remembered he also knew.

“Squirrel Hart with him, of course!
They got nerve, comin’ to Leadville.”

Smothers!” he gasped.

UT Evers failed to count on the
thoughtlessness of the general
public. With Tabor gone, the polit-
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ical organization which had kept some
control over the mad mining center
was falling apart. Nevada Charlie was
dead, and Tabor and many of his aides
had gone to Denver or to Washing-
ton. The rank and file of miners cared
for nothing except to get what they
could and spend it on wassail and raw
whiskey.

“Duggan’ll take ’em,” figured Evers.

Smothers and Hart disappeared in-
side the Giltedge. Troubled, Evers
resumed his hunt for Old Mac, finally
locating him in a saloon on State. He
dragged his friend to camp and re-
ported to Wilton that George Smoth-
ers was back in Leadville,

“That hombre’s like a bad two-bit
piece,” he declared. ‘“Always turnin’
up. But I don’t reckon he can harm
us now.”

Evers was not so sure. Smothers
hated them all, and especially Harris
Evers, whose exposure of him and
whose participation in the gunfight
which had cleaned out Bull Olsen and
his gang had caused Smothers somuch
weoe. Evers kept a wary eye out for
trouble but everything was quiet for a
few days.

Then word came that Marty Dug-
gan had been seriously wounded in
a night gunfight with unknown as-
sailants.

Rumors also began floating up as to
activities in the town. Smothers had
money and was splurging. Armed
‘men walked at his side and nobody
had tried to call him. -And one day
when Evers went to Leadville after
supplies he saw Turkey Craw with
Smothers on Harrison Avenue.

In a saloon, the spots where all the
news and gossip flew in such centers
on the Frontier, Evers heard more.
Tabor had decided to stay for a time
in Washington to work for Colorado’s
statehood, since he was so determined
to be U. S. Senator. Tabor’s manager,
Frank White, had sold Tabor’s big-
gest mine to the Colorado Syndicate
and behind that syndicate, it was said,

was George Smothers. .

“They say,” the bartender went on,
“that Smothers may be mayor in Ta-
bor’s place.”

“Smothers—mayor of Leadville?”
cried Evers. “Why, he’s a dirty thief
and killer!”

The barkeeper blinked.

“Better not throw such accusations,
hombre,” he said in a low voice, “un=-
less yuh’re ready to back ’em with
bullets. Smothers has got power in
Leadville now. They say he was
framed by that Rio Kid gunny whe
was here afore.”

“The Rio Kid? He’s a straight-
shooter who only gave Olsen and
Smothers what they had comin’! Wish
he was here now.”

“Well, Smothers has got some valu-
able mines. The Maiden’s Prayer is
bein’ run by his Syndicate, and the
Last Chance is worth ten thousand a
week. ’Sides that, he got all Nevada

Charlie’s town property.”

“Dang my hide! How in time did
he do that?” Evers was stunned with
amazement.

The bartender shrugged. “Dunno.
They say a will was found makin’
Smothers heir to all Nevada Charlie
owned.”

Back at the Potato Hole, Evers re-
tailed all this information to Sam
Wilton. -

“I don’t fancy how things are goin’,
Sam,” said Evers. “Smothers has his
foot in, all the way. S’pose he takes
a notion he’d like the Potato Hole,
now we've struck it so rich, along with
Nevada Charlie’s other holdin’s, which
I bet he got crooked-like. Smothers
has it in for us.” -

“Shucks, our papers are signed and
sealed legal-like. If Smothers bothers
us, we can spike his campaign for
mayor.”

“He ought to be run outa town,
Sam. He’s gettin’ more and more con-
trol. Everything’s fallin’ into his lap.
We ought to come out ag’in him.
There’s enough of us to cause him
plenty trouble.” :
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UT in the morning the second

vein in the mine suddenly
tripled in size. It looked tremendous,
and in the excitement Smothers was
forgotten.

One evening after supper, Ewvers
made ready to turn in. The camp went
to bed early, for they rose at dawn to
work the mine.

Around nine p.m. there was a light
on in Wilten’s little shack. It had a
main room, with a lean-to for Dorothy
at one end. The floor was dirt, but
before cold weather set in it would be
necessary for all to build warmer
quarters and obtain stoves, for the
mountain winters were murderous.
Hundreds froze to death in the icy
spells.

Most lights were out, but Wilton’s
stayed on, and Evers, sleeping under
a brush shelter Mac and he had
thrown up, lay awake watching the
single little window square. He was
aware that Wilton had gone down
into Leadville that afternoon to talk
to the bankers about another loan,
but thought he had come back.

They had made a few attempts to
spike Smothers as the next mayor.
Wilton, Evers and others had spoken
against Smothers and his gang to
miners they knew, and to acquain-
tances, reviving the known criminality
of the man.

Evers saw the cabin door open, and
Dorothy stood in the lighted rec-
tangle. ] -

“Harris!” she called softly.

Evers pulled on his boots, jumped
up and hurried to her. She looked up
into his eyes anxiously.

“Father’s awfully late.
ried.”

“He ain’t come back yet?”

“No. He left about three this af-
ternoon and promised to be home for
dinner.”

“Don’t worry,” Evers said comfort-
ingly. “Prob’ly he had to oil up them
fellers some and took ’em to drink
and eat.”

Dorothy shook her head. “I don’t

I'm wor-

think so. Will you do something for
me, Harris?” S

“Yes, anything at all.”

“Ride down and find father.”

“All right, I’ll1 go right away.”

Evers went back to his bivouac and
strapped on his gun-belt, for the sake
of ordinary precaution. Holdups were
as common as dirt after dark in Lead-
ville. Thousands had come to the
wild town expecting to get rich quick,
but finding not even work so they
could buy food, had turned to the road
as the only way to exist.

The owners of the Potato Hole had
mules which they used to drag scoops
from the mine, and Evers saddled one
and rode out of camp toward town.

The mule plodded steadily along
for half the distance. The brush and
pines cast dark shadows on the trail,

- while above, the stars and a slice of

moon gave a faint illumination.

Reaching a curve, the mule sud-
denly stopped moving and refused to
go on, despite Evers’ urgings.

He got down and tried to pull the
animal forward, but the mule would
not budge. Evers cursed the beast
and tried to discover what had got
into him. The mule had his ears up
and was staring at a dark clump of
bush to the left.

S EVERS, his eyes accustomed

to the dimness, followed the
mule’s point, he saw a couple of dark
objects lying on the grass, sticking
from the brush. Curious, he went
over, They were boots, men’s boots,
and his heart gave a quick turnover in
his chest, for he recognized them.

The boots were filled with flesh and
bone, but the body was lifeless, as
Evers dragged out the man.

As he had guessed and feared, rec-
ognizing the footgear, it was Doro-
thy’s father. Sam Wilton was dead.
There was a big bullet-hole in the
back of his head and he had evidently
been waylaid. His pockets had been
turned out, and he had been tossed
into the bush.
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Harris Evers swore as dizziness hit
him, He would have to tell Dorothy,
and the enormity of the tragedy hit

- him hard. He had grown fond of Sam
Wilton and had counted him as a good
friend.

. He didn’t know whom he was curs-

ing, who had killed Wilton. It looked
like an ordinary highway robbery and
plenty such occurred around Lead-
ville.

The mule sniffed, not liking the
dead body. He pulled up his head and
kicked as Evers seized the reins to
keep him from retreating.

“Stand still, curse you!” Evers
growled. =

The beat of heavy hoofs came to
him, approaching from Leadville.

“Sounds like an army!” he mut-
tered.

Stepping around the turn, Evers
could see for some distance down the
moonlit trail.

Many riders were coming up,
toward the camp. There were several
out in front, and a large bunch, too
many to count at a glance in the dim
night,

“Hey, gents!” sang out Evers, think-
ing them miners returning from a
party in Leadville. “This way! Mur- "
der!”

They came straight at him, pound-
ing in. ‘

“Who'’s that?” a man in the lead
called.

“My name’s Evers. I'm from the
Potato Hole Mine, and I've just found
my friend Sam Wilton dead in the
bush. Robbers must’ve—"

Evers broke off with a startled
curse, He could see the faces under
the hats now, and realized the riders
were all masked.

As he jumped back, his hand drop-
ping to his pistol, a high-pitched
voice shrieked:

“Give it to him! It’s that young
skunk!”

“Turkey Craw!” Evers thought, as
he caught the whxmng intonation of
the voice.
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CHAPTER XII
Kill ’Em All!

RIDER, the one who
had yelled and
whom Evers be-
lieved to be the
thief who had once
been a member of
their party, threw
up a pistol and
fired quickly at the
moving Evers.
The bullet cut a
swathe through the
flesh over the miner’s left ribs, shock-
ing him, and he felt the spurt of hot
blood from the wound. At the same
moment he pulled his trigger, and a
horse was hit, throwing its rider over

- into the trail and causing several more

to pile up.

Evers ran back, shooting at the
masked men as he went. They had
stopped for a moment to untangle
themselves in the narrow trail turn,
and he made a couple of more hits.
One of the masked men fell from his
saddle.

A fusillade came too late to finish
him. He heard the spattering of slugs
in dirt and brush and, leaping on the
excited mule, swung the beast and
kicked its ribs. The mule was stung by
a flying piece of shale, and with a
snort dashed up the rocky way at
amazing speed, toward camp.

The masked gang reformed swiftly
and came after him. It was rough go-
ing, however, and the mule was able to
stay well ahead, keeping his start.

Evers’ great natural strength and
his youth enabled him to bear the
shock of his wound. He gritted his
teeth, sending long shots back at the
bunched foe who were coming up the
slope after him. The excitement
buoyed him. The fact that Turkey
Craw was among the gang, that they
were masked and on the side trail to
the Potato Hole forced him to guess
they were actually heading toward
camp to raid and kill his friends.
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“A thousand to one they waylaid
Wilton!” he decided, as he flashed
into the home stretch. :

“Potato Hole!” he bellowed at the
top of his veice. “Everybody out!
Grab yore guns! Bandits! Murder!”

Dorothy’s light still burned. The .

girl rushed to her door, and Evers
pounded up and threw himself from
his saddle.

“Run, Dorothy—run for the bush!
Get up in them rocks and hide! It’san
attack—I got to fight!”

“Oh, you’re wounded, Harris!”

He was covered with blood, teeter-
ing on his feet.

“No time—no time. Run! Yuh'll
only hold us back. Take the women
and kids into the rocks!”

Men were springing to arms at his
alarm, Old Mac was up, his gun-belt
on, pistol in hand. The Smythe
brothers were out, with shotguns and
Colts, as were Johnny Burnett, the

Hansons, and all the rest of Evers’.

friends.

“Robbers—they’re comin’ to kill
us!” shouted Evers. “Douse all lights
—get yore women and kids back into
the rocks!”

He jumped into the Wilton cabin
and blew out the single little lamp.
Dorothy had obeyed his orders, and
was running to help with the children
and older folks, while the men gath-
ered with Evers and Burnett, lining
up to fight.

“Where’s Sam Wilton?” cried Bur-
nett.

“He’s dead, boys, killed by them
skunks, I believe,” gasped Evers. “I
found his body below in the bush.
Then when they come ridin’ up, I
reckernized Turkey Craw’s voice. In
my opinion, Smothers and Hart and
Turkey Craw are fetchin’ their bunch
of gunnies to wipe us out! Smothers
has it in for us, anyways.”

“Burnett, you take command,” said
Fred Olds.

“Line out then, boys,” shouted
Johnny Burnett. “Keep space between
yuh and take what cover yuh can!

Make every shot count!”

VERS’ breath was rasping in and

out of his lungs. His wound hurt
a great deal, but he reloaded his Colt,
and crouched down.

“Here they come!” shouted one of
the Smythe boys.

The startled miners could see for
themselves. A line of masked riders
broke over the crest of the rocky
slope, and spurred at the camp.

Within two hundred yards, the at-
tackers whooped and opened fire. Bul-
lets tore the night air, striking the
shacks, ricocheting from stones. It
was heavy fire, and the miners, count-
ing only three dozen effective fighting
men, sought to break the charge.

“Fire!” bellowed Burnett.

His men let go with shotguns and
Colts, their tearing lead ripping the
charging line.

Three of the gunnies went down,
crashing from their horses, but the
rest came on.

“Back, boys!” Burnett ordered.
“Them wings’ll swaller us all in a min-
ute!”

Shooting as they ran, the defenders
retreated to another building from be-
hind which they sought to hold back
the furious attack. Pausing at the
Wilton shack, the riders smashed the
kerosene lamp, and set fire to the
house. It burned quickly, the red
flames licking the dried timber and
flimsy walls.

Fighting from shack to shack, out-
numbered three to one, the stunned
riders delayed the gunnies. But the
attackers, dismounting, filtered
around. Burnett had lost two men and
several had been wounded.

“Can’t afford it,” he muttered.

The women and children had
reached the woods and rocks beyond
the camp. They were cut off from
Leadville by the deep, rocky gulch
and wild mountain country, the open
way down being blocked by the at-
tackers.

Harris Evers was growing weaker
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as he fought savagely back, with his
friends, at the pressing gunmen. He
was certain that Smothers had at last
struck them, and meant to kill them
all,

In a lull, he communicated this idea
to Burnett, who finally agreed he was
right.

“We better run our folks back fur-
ther, in that case,” growled the new
leader of the miners. “Evers, yuh're
wounded, and yuh been fightin’ right
through. Take half a dozen of the boys
and get goin’. We’ll hold these jaybos
till yuh’re clear.”

Evers hated to quit the firing line
but he knew Burnett was right. Sev-
eral mules had run up into the rocks
from their picket line, and Evers and
his men caught them and hurried to
locate the women and children.

As he pressed up the steep slope,
through rocks and thick brush, the
firing reopened with full-throated
fury.

A terrible, stentorian voice echoed
in the night:

“Kill ’em, men—kill ’em all!”

o #® * 5 %

P THROUGH the tremendous,

high-walled Royal Gorge of the
Arkansas River rode the Rio Kid, on
his return to Leadville. Celestino Mi-
reles, his faithful partner, was with
him, as they headed for the mad min-
ing center perched in the Rockies.

Fate had rolled those dice, to send
‘the Rio Kid to Leadville again, all un-
knowing the tragedy and death that
had struck his friends during his
absence.

Disquieting rumors were going the
rounds in Denver, though. It was said
Tabor was slipping, up in Leadville,
and that a new boss of the town was in
the making. But the Rio Kid had not
waited to check what he had heard. He
had saddled up and hurried through
the passes as soon as he had been
given an inkling that trouble might
lie ahead. . -

Nearing Leadville, he could not say

what caused it but some innate warn-
ing came to him. The old war wound
in his side began to itch, as it often
did when danger threatened.

His clear eyes alert and ahead, and
with Saber’s head down as he strained
up the slope, the Rio Kid hit Leadville
and Harrison Avenue at its far end.

“She’s grown twice as big since we
left-a few weeks ago, Celestino,” he
remarked.

The mines were going full-blast in
the warm sunshine of the late after~
noon. There were hundreds of horses
and teams crowded at the hitch-racks
and in the corrals of livery stables and
open spaces. Those out of work or not,
desiring it for other reasons, thronged
in the shade outside the saloons and
honky-tonks.

Proceeding into the heart of town,
the Rio Kid, suddenly pulled up short
in the middle of the road,

“Well, dang my hide!” he ex-
claimed. “Look up there, Celestino!”

The Mexican’s dark eyes raised to
fix a piece of white canvas stretched
from roof-pole to roof-pole over the
avenule. In huge black letters it read:

OUR OWN GEORGE SMOTHERS

FOR MAYOR!

“More over zere, General,” muttered
Mireles, pointing.

The whole town was plastered with
signs, demanding that Smothers be
elected in Tabor’s place, that the lat-
ter was to live in Washington, and a
new election would be held. There
were other candidates, but Smothers
evidently had by far the most pub-
licity, and while the Rio Kid and Mi-
reles paused, they saw a couple of
armed men in Stetson and leather, tear
down another aspirant’s signs.

“So that’s how he’s hoggin’ it all,”
mused Pryor, “This is mighty inter-
estin’, I'm glad I come back., Let’s see
what Marty Duggan has to say.
Smothers! A bad egg always turns up,
ain’t it so?”

“Si—eef zere ees one bad apple, it
always comes to han’”
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They rode slowly on, weavmg in
and out of the traffic.

“There’s the Giltedge—and hanged
if Smothers ain’t right out in plain
sight!” growled the Rio Kid.

George Smothers, in elegant new
clothing and a dark, narrow-brimmed
derby hat, stood on the porch of the
big saloen en Harrison Avenue, sur-
rounded by friends. The ubiquitous
Squirrel Hart hovered close at hand.

Leadville had changed, as rapidly
as it was growing. Hopefuls were
pouring in from other fields, from the
east, north, south and west. ;

“I'm goin’ to speak to Duggan,
first,” growled the Rio Kid. “He’ll
tell me what’s up.”

CHAPTER XIII
Return

>, ULLING up, the Rio
% Kid dismounted in
front of the city
marshal’s office, in
a building near the
| Giltedge Saloon.
; The door was
§ wide open and he
stepped inside, ex-
pecting to see the
rough but honest

T == Duggan. A man

was sitting at the desk, with his
booted feet up, and he wore the
marshal’s star—but it wasn’t Marty
Duggan.

“Turkey Craw!”
astounded Ric Kid.
der are you deoin’ with—"

The bony horse-thief .opened his
eyes, staring with disbelief at the Rio
Kid. He was as amazed to see Pryor
as the scout was to see him. He was
not his old tattered self. Instead he
was wearing blue trousers, tucked into
new boots, a blue shirt with the badge
pinned on it, and his sandy hair had

_ been recently trimmed. The weak chin
and washed-out gray eyes were the
‘same, however, and they showed his
abject fright as he recognized the man

exclaimed the

“What in thun-

he feared most in the world.

“The Rio Kid!” screamed Turkey
Craw at the top of his lungs.

Then he pulled his legs in so fast
that the chair tipped over backward
and he sprawled under the desk.

“He’s goin’ to kill me—Murder!”
shrieked Turkey Craw. “Help—Out-
law—XKiller!”

“Shut up, yuh blasted fool,” snarled
the Rio Kid, kicking him in the slats.

Heavy steps sounded in the back
room, and a bunch of men, wearing
deputy badges, leaped to the office
door- from the rear of the building.
They had come at Turkey Craw’s
shrill calls, and they were all armed.
Among them the Rio Kid recognized
a couple of merrymen who had be-
longed to Bull Olsen’s gang, and they
dug for their Colts on sight.

“Kill him!” bawled one. “That’s the
Rio Kid! He’s outlaw here!”

“General — General — pronto, more
come!” cried Mireles, sticking his
head in the door, as he stood holding
the horses.

A pistol exploded from the adjoin-
ing room, the slug narrowly missing
the Rio Kid and tearing splinters from
the doorway. The Rio Kid, seeing
half a dozen guns rising to blast
him, made a lightning whip of his
Colt, the hammer spur back under his
trained thumb which, rising, allowed
the hammer to fall on the cartridge.

A man in front, one of Smothers’
bunch, took Pryor’s first bullet in the
hip. The crack of bone was as sharp
as that of the explosion, and the man’s
screams as he fell, bleeding, to the
floor, rang deafeningly in the office.
Turkey Craw, flat on the floor, was
begging for mercy, and made no at-
tempt to use the guns he wore.

The Rio Kid, busy with the bunched
killers only a few paces across the
office, had no time to deal further with
the cowardly horse-thief. He was mov-
ing back, face to his opponents, alert,
swift, bullets from his Colt roaring
into them as he fired with terrific
speed.
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Appalled by his desperate, unerring
gun courage they felt the lead of
death cutting them, singing close, the
smashing fire right in their faces. A
couple were hit, and the rest dis-
charged their revolvers too soon, so
that they missed the moving Pryor
entirely.

E JUMPED back out of the

door. Mireles was already
mounted, holding Saber ready. The
Rio Kid sprang to the saddle without
touching iron, starting along the side-
walk close to the building wall.

“There he goes! It’s the Rio Kid!”

Squirrel Hart, on the walk in front
of the Giltedge, pointed frantically
toward the two riders, urging on a
dozen more gunnies who had dashed
from the saloon. Smothers was up on
the veranda, watching the scene. He
was giving orders to the men who
obeyed him.

Bullets came after Pryor and Mi-
reles. They swung in their saddles to
throw lead back at their enemies. The
Rio Kid tried for Smothers and Hart
also, but they were well-covered, and
Smothers’ gunmen were piling up on
the fugitives.

“This way, Celestino!” ordered the
Rio Kid, cutting down a side alley.

They rode at a mad gallop through
to the back street, turned south and
tore past the piles of garbage and tin
cans which chronically surrounded
the buildings of Leadville. The wind
was coming in from the smelters,
whose stacks belched heavy, grayish-
black smoke, fouling the clean moun-
tain air with sulphur dioxide and
other unpleasant odors.

The sun was crimson over the peak,
Mt. Massive, which cast its tremen-
dous shadow for a long distance.

Saber and the swift, long-limbed
gray mustang which the horse-loving,
expert Mireles had picked up in Den-
ver, flew out of town.

“We’ll head for the Potato Hole!”
panted the Rio Kid. “Wilton and
Evers’ll tell us what the devil’s up!”

He broke off, as a swift thought hit
him. “That is, if they’re there.”

The various odors were identified
by his olfactory senses as he rode. A
big saloon gave off the damp, beerish
odor common to such establishments.
Next came a restaurant, where food
was cooking. Then as the Rio Kid in-
haled, he caught the warm, sweet odor
of a bakery, an odor unmistakable.

The door and windows were open
in the afternoon heat. As he galloped
past, for an instant glancing in, he saw
a girl standing near the door, her
rounded arms white with flour and
her hands covered with the dough she
was working at a nearby table.

He had but a quick glimpse of her
startled face. He thought he recog-
nized her, but wasn’t certain.

“Dorothy—no, couldn’t be—” was
his swift thought. .

A bullet ventilated his Stetson, and
a howling pack of gunmen, reinforce-
ments who had been started after him
by Smothers and Hart, ripped through
into the alley, spewing from several
openings and shooting wildly -after
the two riders.

There was no time to waste on any-
thing. The Rio Kid took another side
turn and came out on State Street,
that squalid street where the poorer
miners toek their pleasures. He
dashed past Dinty’s, where he had
gunned Olsen, Smothers and the rest
that night which seemed so long ago.

Heading for the Potato Hole, and
gaining easily on the pursuit, the Rio
Kid and Mireles made it in record
time up from Leadville. They took
the shortcut, avoiding the canyon
proper, and went through the bushy,
rocky trail up to the site of the camp
of their friends.

Hitting the spot where the shacks
had been they saw the burned ruins
of the litt]e homes. There were miners
around—but they were strangers to
the Rio Kid, these bearded, rough fel-
lows now working the claim. Ore was
being taken out, crushed, and being
made ready te go to the smelter, but
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among the men handling it there was
not a familiar face.

COUPLE of foremen appeared

and swung as they caught the
sound of the clicking, pounding hoofs
approaching. The Rio Kid recognized
those two men all right. They were
both friends of George Smothers, fol-
lowers of the defunct Olsen. The Rio
Kid had fought a gun battle with
them, and their partners.

“Hey, there’s the Rio Kid!” one of
them yelled instantly.

“This way, boys—fetch yore guns!”
bawled the other. “There’s a thousand
dollars reward for that skunk of an
outlaw!”

Snatching up shotguns; two fore-
men blazed away at the approaching
Pryor. The scattering buckshot was
dangerous, covering a wide area as it
spread. One tore into the Rio Kid’s
leather-clad right leg and made a pain-
ful flesh wound, and Mireles cursed as
another bit his dark-skinned high-
boned cheek.

The Rio Kid’s Colt snarled back. He
downed the two foremen with as many
shots, for he was trained, from long
years in the Army and on the Frontier,
to shooting from a moving horse’s
back. The pair of killers folded up
under their weapons, while a horde of
workers, miners hired by the com-
pany, taking their bosses’ word for it,
dug for their pistols.

Let’s get outa here!” ordered Pryor.
“Smothers has control and he’s lied us
into outlaws!”

Before they could suit action to the
words, however, shouts rose from the
trail along which the Rio Kid and Mi-
reles had just ridden. The gunnies
from Leadville were coming after
them, urged on by Smothers and Hart.
Now, on one side they had the miners,
whooping and cursing at the two they
believed to be outlaws, and preparing
to send a volley at the Rio Kid, and
Smothers’ gunnies on the other,

Pryor, stunned by his welcome back
to Leadville, urged his sure-footed

dun over the brink of a rocky slide.
Saber dug in his hoofs, and threw
back his head, nearly falling, but
reached the bottom safely and ran
across a rough stretch to the narrow
opening of a cut.

Behind him, as he glanced around,
the Rio Kid saw that the skillful Mi-
reles, born to a saddle, had negotiated
the dangerous drop without crashing.
He was coming at the dun’s heels, low
over his animal’s neck, talking sooth-
ingly to the gray.

For the time being, due to this
move, they were out of sight of the
ravening gangs, and the bulge of the
hill protected them from bullets. Then
the advance guard of the pursuers
reached the brink, shooting after
them. The Rio Kid tore into the cut,
and after him came Mireles. There
they again had protection from the
rocky walls. Howls of baffled fury
came from the throats of their foes,
and the lead sent after them shrieked
harmlessly into dirt or through the
darkening air. ‘

The worst of it.was over, as the Rio
Kid-and his friend made distance, re-
treating out of Leadville’s vicinity.
An attempt was made by the pursuers
to keep after them, but in more open
country, on the back-trail to the Royal
Gorge, they could not be overtaken.
At last night threw its velvet blanket
over them and the scratched, weary
men and horses could rest.

Taking stock, by the side of the
Arkansas, which mighty river here
was only a good jump for a horse, the
Rio Kid found he was one hundred
per cent aroused.

“Smothers has shore sewed up Lead-
ville while we been away—me with
Tabor — Celestino,” he growled,
squatted on his haunches as he fixed a
smoke. “He’s made me an ¢=tlaw and
turned decent folks agin me. But he
savvies I'll fight him, hard, and he
wants me dead.” :

The horses had been unsaddled,
picketed where they could graze.
Pryor washed and bound up the Mexi-
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can’s flesh wounds, and Celestino did
the same for his comrade. They had
cold food in their saddle-bags. Making
a little fire in the shelter of a rock,
coffee was fixed.

“What happen to zee people of the
wagons?” Mireles asked, as they
rested themselves after their meal.

“Huh! That’s what I got to find out.
Smothers has jumped their claim,
that’s plain, and chased ’em to the
devil and gone. Duggan’s quit as
marshal, Tabor’s in Washington, and
Leadville looks like it was Smothers’
plum, cuss him. That was as close a
squeak as we could have, this after-
noon. Them sidewinders have bought
and shot their way in, and they’re here
to stay.”

“What now?”

“Sleep, first. The hosses need a
breathin’ spell, more’n we do. Then
I’m goin’ to check up and if I can I'll
cook Smothers’ goose for him ... Say,
did yuh see that young lady when we
passed the back door of the bakery?’

Celestino shook his dark-haired
head. He had taken off his peaked
sombrero and the straight black hair
beneath it was matted with sweat. In
the gloom his eyes shone like twin
red coals.

“I am too bus-ee, General. I look
only at zose hombres.”

“T’ll take my oath it was Dorothy
Wilton, but what in tarnation would
she be doin’ there?”

The Rio Kid was unable to explain
his self-asked question. He was deter-
mined, however, to discover the an-
swers to all the riddles he had come
upon.

Sleep was necessary, and while the
horses were recuperating, the two
rolled in their blankets and quickly
drifted off, untroubled by the terrific
fight they had gone through.

In the first gray touch of the dawn,
with the cool mountain air fragrant
with summer’s breath, the Rio Kid
and Mireles rose. They cleaned up at
the stream, watered the horses, and ate
breakfast.
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It was not yet light, and the mists
were still hanging on the mountain
nmieadows, but there was enough illu-
minatien to pick the way back to the
main road that led to town. Cautiously
approaching Leadyville, while the day
slowly but surely grew, the Rio Kid
found most of the mad city still in
bed. Only a few early risers were
about.

They met none of their enemies, as
they rode by back ways to the alley
and the bakery where Pryor believed
he had seen Dorothy Wilton. Bakers
rose early, to get their wares ready
for the day’s trade, and this was no
exception. For this one was up and
about.

Now to find the answer to at least
one question.

CHAPTER XIV
Hidden Camp

“UST as the Rio Kid
| drew up nearby,
the door of the
bakery opened and
a man in shirt-
sleeves and a white
apron came out.
He unlocked a
shed across the
alley, and began
rolling out a bar-
rel of flour.

Pryor handed his reins to Mireles,
dismeunted, and strolled over.

“Miss Wilton up yet, Mister?” he
asked.

The baker paused, looking at him.

“Huh?”

“Miss Wilton, the young lady who
works here. She’s a friend of mine.”

“Go on—beat it,” the baker growled.
“She don’t like mashers.”

“I’m no masher! Keep a civil tongue
in yore head.”

The fellow bristled, but seeing the
look in Pryor’s eye, and the guns at
his hip, shrugged and turned away.

“Bob!” ;

Dorothy Wilton had come to the
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door and called to him softly.

She wore a white dress, clean and
freshly starched, and looked as pretty
as a picture. She had a white ribbon
around her taffy-hued hair, and her
large violet eyes and peach-bloom
complexion had never been lovelier.
~ “Dorothy!” exclaimed the Rio Kid,
seizing her outstretched hand. “I'm
mighty glad to see yuh. Did yuh rec-
ognize me when I flew by last eve-
nin’?”

“Yes. I was afraid they’d catch you
and kill you. I'm glad they didn’t, Rio
- Kid.” She spoke quietly and steadily.

“I rode in yesterday and right into
trouble,” he told her. “Smothers has
taken over yore mine and the town,
far as I can make out.”

The girl nodded. She was about the
most beautiful girl he had ever seen,
thought the Rio Kid.

“TI heard about it later,” she said.
“That is, how you escaped from those
fiends.”

“Where’s yore dad?”

“He was shot and killed one night
not long after you left,” the girl mur-
mured.

The Rio Kid jumped. Anger flushed
him,

“Smothers’ bunch done it, I s’pose?”

“I'm not sure. Nobody is. But I
think so.”

She had recovered from her first
grief and had accepted Fate’s terrible
blow with resigned fortitude.

“And Evers, and all the others?”

“Harris was wounded in the fight
that followed. He found Father’s body
on the trail to camp, and while he was
there, masked gunmen came along and
fired on him. The rest of us managed
to escape in the darkness, though sev-
eral of our men were killed and
wounded.”

“Where are they now?”

“Hidden, somewhere in the moun-
tains.” She glanced around apprehen-
sively, whispering her information. “I
came to Leadville for my Father’s
funeral. No one bothered me, and I
hate living out in the camps, so I
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found this job. It’s nice here, and they
treat me well.”

“And—Smothers jumped yore
claim! The Potato Hole, that Nevada
Charlie gave yuh all!”

Dorothy told him
freely, succintly.

“He did,” she said. “Smothers hates
us. He was afraid of Father and
Harris and all of us, because we were
against him and trying to make the
people here realize how bad a man he
is. He’s running for mayor and I be-
lieve he thought we would spoil his
chances if we kept talking. And then,
the Potato Hole got bigger and worth
more. Smothers took over all Nevada
Charlie’s other property, and I sup-
pose he wanted our mine, too. He’s
running the Maiden’s Prayer through
his Syndicate and they have the Last
Chance, which Horace Tabor sold
them.”

“Tabor’s agent and manager here
sold it, not Tabor,” the Rio Kid said

‘tightly. “I figger fake wires were sent
to White. I ain’t been able to contact
him yet.”

“I’'m afraid you won’t be, either. He
was killed in the mountains on his
way to Denver. Smothers produced a
will in his favor, supposed to have
been made out by Nevada Charlie. He
also had notes for big sums he said
Charlie owed him.”

“Forged, like them telegraphed
orders to White,” growled the Rio
Kid. “Smothers’ll stop at nothin’. But
—well, he’s got to get rid of me ’fore
he can eat his plums!”

Dorothy nodded. “I don’t doubt all
the claims produced by Smothers were
forgeries, Bob. He had notes he swore
Father had given him, and that was
his excuse for taking Potato Hole,
after running us into the mountains
with his masked gang. Smothers’ men
are watching all the time and I know
that if any of my friends show in
Leadville, they’ll be instantly killed.
Smothers has made you an outlaw, too,
with his false charges. He bought over
some of the city council and had Tur-

everything,
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key Craw made town marshal. Money
does it and more and more has rolled
in as he takes over.”

“Huh!” gritted the Rio Kid. “T’ll
shere have plenty te say to Mr.
Smothers!”

“Be careful—please do!” Dorothy
begged. “I’d hate to have you hurt.
One man can’t do anything much.
Smothers has a large gang working
for him now, the worst elements in
Leadville, outlaws and grafters galore.
Everyone’s afraid of what will happen
if he doesn’t do as Smothers orders.”

“Yuh can’t tell me exactly where to
find the boys?”

“No.. They've moved camp several
times and are far back in the moun-
tains.”

“And Evers—is he recoverin’ from
his wounds?”

“Yes, enough to ride. He came to see
me two nights ago, and said he’d be
here again.”

‘(When?”

Dorothy hesitated. She eyed the RlO
Kid speculatively.

“Im trying to get him to leave
Leadville,” she said slowly, “and find a
steady job somewhere else. I don’t
like prospecting.”

“Yuh expect him tonight?”

After a time she nodded.

“Perhaps—if he can make it. Some-
times our folks come for provisions
during the darkness. But you had bet-
ter not let yourself be seen in town,
Rio Kid. I'm afraid Smothers’ men
may see you. ...’

T WAS well after dark when the

Rio Kid slipped back into Lead-
ville, and reached the stable behind
the bakery where Dorothy Wilton
worked. A faint light shone in the
rear window.

Leaving Mireles to guard the two
horses in the shadows, the Rio Kid
took up his post where he could watch
the bakery exit on the alley.

About 9 p. m. a rider came slowly
along the narrow way and paused. He
dlsmounted shoulders hunched, face
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indistinguishable in the night. Going
to the back door of the bakery, he
rapped three times, quickly. The door
opened and Derothy looked out. -

With the panel of light, the Rio Kid
was able to recognize young Harris
Evers’ tall figure, and heard the low
greeting that Evers gave to the girl

Pryor stepped out softly.

“Evers!” he said.

Harris jumped around, \hand drop-
ping to the gun he had strapped about
his cloak.

“It’s the Rio Kid,” Pryor told him,
“Don’t shoot.”

“Jiminy!” gasped Evers, a broad
smile breaking over his face. “Yuh
shore startled me, Rio Kid! I'm
mighty glad yuh’re back!”

Pryor pushed him inside the room
where Dorothy was waiting for Evers.
The Rio Kid shut the door and faced
his friend.

“I got in yesterday, Evers. Was
shot up on Harrison Avenue by
Smothers’ bully boys. A lot’s hap-
pened since I left.”

“It shore has!” growled Evers.

He looked a bit pale under his coat
of tan but he had nearly recovered
from the injuries sustained in the
night fracas when Wilton had been
killed and the rightful owners of the
Potato Hole chased off by force of
arms,

“I want yuh to take me to yore
mountain camp,” the Rio Kid said.

“That’s just what we been waitin’
for,” Evers declared. “Heoped yuh’d
come back, Rio Kid. We made some
complaints te the law in Leadville but
Smothers has sewed everything up,
and ’course we just wasted our breath.
But we’re watchin’ our chance.
Smothers is gettin’ stronger all the
time, though. We’re low on provi-
sions. Some of the boys come in to-
night, to buy what we could afford.”

“Bueno. TI'll ride back with yuh.”
. An hour later, after Evers had
visited with Dorothy, the Rio Kid and
Mireles rode the dark mountain trail
from Leadville with four men of the
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hidden camp. Johnny Burnett, the
new leader, was with them, and Fred
Olds, tough and wiry, serious of mien;
Phil Hanson and Evers. They had
purchased some bags of flour, tobacco,
coffee and a side of bacon with their
slim diminishing funds.

-“We ain’t found any justice in
Leadville,” Burnett informed the Rio
Kid, as they left the lights of the city
behind and plunged into the dark pine
- forests. “They say Smothers has the

legal end tied up, with forged deeds
and so on. And then he has the men
to do anything he orders. We were

lucky to save our hides, and nobody in
these parts cares much what happens
to anybody else. They’re too busy
tryin’ to make their fortunes in the
mines.” :
That, the Rio Kid knew, was true
of all mushroom mining settlements.

There was no established law and

order, and each man was an individual
bent on his own selfish pursuits, in-
tent only on grasping the wealth un-
“derfoot. Those who were weak or un-
lucky fell and were forgotten.

HEY rode over rough country,

into and through deep canyons
and across wooded, rocky slopes. It
was slow going, and there was little
light to ride by.

It was near dawn when they turned
off a high ridge, descended at an angle
down a sliding mountainside, and
dropped to the level of a small, swift
torrent, a feeder of the Arkansas.

Following the little brook, tre-
mendous boulders formed an almost
continuous giant fence, looming over
the narrow trail. At a gloomy turn
they were challenged, with the click-
ing of a cocking rifle.

“All right, boys,” sang out Burnett.
“We're back!”

Drew Hanson, bearded of face, in
cap and dungarees, appeared from be-
hind a rock to greet them. He was
Phil’s brother, and had been on sentry
duty, Another man, a stocky, middle-
aged fellow named Vern Brown, was

on the other side of the way.

They proceeded, and suddenly the
canyon walls widened out on the right
into a grassy, sheltered little park.
Here, in the rocks, were spread tar-
paulins and equipment. It was the
hidden camp of the fugitives from
Leadville.

The tired riders turned in for what
was left of the night.

Refreshed after a sleep in the hid-’
den camp and a wash in the cool
waters of the mountain brook, the Rio
Kid sought a bite to eat, as the people
greeted him with joy and visible re-
lief. He felt they had been looking
forward to his return, that they
counted entirely on him to lead them
out of their trouble.

The sun was up, entering the park
to warm the bodies of the luckless
fugitives. The women and children
were there, and a few pack animals
which had carried what they had been
able to snatch up. They had also ob-
tained further supplies by secret runs
to Leadville in the night. Several
wounded men were still laid up. Game
could be found in the peaks, although
food was short and was rationed.

The Rio Kid, sensing their reliance
on himself, braced himself, his clever
brain seeking an idea. Smothers was
waxing ever stronger, and more firmly
established in Leadville with every
passing day, while the people he had
robbed were growing weaker and
could not augment their forces.

“I’ll have to hit fast and hard,” he
muttered. :

After breakfast a conference of
leaders was called, and the Rio Kid,
squatted on his haunches, a cigarette
in his fingers, spoke to them, to Bur-
nett, Evers and the rest.

“Boys, it’s plain yuh can’t stick here
forever! Smothers is diggin’ in, and
we got to rout him out, one way or an-
other, ’fore he’s too deep for us.”

“We can muster ’bout twenty-five
or thirty fightin’ men, in a pinch,”
Johnny Burnett growled, watching
the Rio Kid’s keen features. “From
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what I understand, Smothers has a lot
more.”

The Rio Kid nodded. “True enough,
Burnett. But most of ’em are paid
gunnies—and that’s our best bet. It
means they ain’t goin’ to risk their
hides too far, in a scrap. I savvy that
sort. They’ll fight hot and cruel when
winnin’ but let ’em take it on the
short end and they’ll wither up and
fade away.”

“That’s the way to talk!” cried Har-
ris Evers. “Let’s go after ’em and have
it over with.”

“Wait, now,” ordered the Rio Kid.
“I got a better idea.”

He was playing for big stakes, the
lives and fortunes of his friends
against the evil machinations of the
powerful George Smothers, and he
threw his own existence in with theirs
as he told them his plan.

The struggle for control of Lead-
ville’s millions, with the evil Smothers
on one side, and the Rio Kid, repre-
senting Tabor and the decent element
on the other, was fast approaching its
furious peak.

CHAPTER XV
The Avengers

MOTHERS, opu-
lently dressed, with
jewels flashing from
his hands, sat in the
private room of the
big Giltedge, Ta-
\\ bor’s former head-
y quarters.

Men were about
him, trusted lieuten-
ants, among them

: Squirrel. Hart and
Turkey Craw, his bought law officer.
There also were shady politicos who
had been only awaiting Horace Ta-
bor’s departure before seeking control
of Leadville, with its lucrative vice
establishments and startling wealth.

Smothers’ thick black hair shone
with oil, and his beard, shaping his
strong jaw, was freshly.clipped. His

keen black eyes were fixed on a politi-
cian with whom he was discussing the
division of speils from a crooked
enterprise.

Squirrel Hart, his wiry form en-
cased in a new blue suit, his gray eyes
intent, was close to his master, whis-
pering now and then in Smothers’
ear. Armed guards were in the corri-
dor, and at the entries, for Smothers
took few chances. The windows, too,
were covered by alert men.

Smothers had wedged in by promis-
ing everyone everything that was
asked, aware that once he had consoli-
dated he could break his word without
fearing reprisals. He would by that
time have power to smash any opposi-
tion and his strong-arm gunmen gang
was already formed and ready for
action,

Forged documents had given him
control ‘of several other Ilucrative
properties than those he had taken
from Tabor and from Nevada Charlie’s
estate. Money with which to pay his
fighters had been hard to get at first
though. He had been using his capital,
brought from the East. But now graft
and income from crooked games rang-
ing from cheating gambling devices to
plain highway rebbery plus the ore
taken from the Last Chance, the
Maiden’s Prayer and the Potato Hole,
were pouring cash into his ceffers.

In the first flush of his power,
Smothers found the snowball rapidly
growing in size, and meving with
gathering speed.

Tabeor’s and the Rio Kid’s departure,

the murder of Nevada Charlie, the

forceful. jumping of the Nevada
Charlie claims, and other circum-
stances, had been seized upon by
Smothers with instant and shrewd
judgment, He was chopping away at
other of Tabor’s holdings, with crimi-
nal temerity.

Having taken care of any contin-
gency he could foresee, such as the
Rio Kid’s return to Leadville, Smoth-
ers was not worried over the street
fight in which Bob Pryor had so nar-
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rowly missed being shot down or ar-
rested. According to the local law,
the Rio Kid was now outlaw and with
all his friends, was subject to death
on sight. Smothers had made sure of
that, with his lying charges.

A week had passed since that sud-
den, boiling gun battle at Turkey
Craw’s office, and nothing had been
heard of the Rio Kid, though a reward
was standing for his capture.

It was about ten o’clock as Smothers
and his men now sat in the private
room of the Giltedge. The evening

was warming up as the saloons, filled .

with half-intoxicated miners, and
those who preyed on them, roared at
full-blast.

Some quick, heavy steps sounded in
the corridor leading from the main
part of the Giltedge. The tramping
boots shook the flooring, the noise
carrying over the squeak of music and
the hum of voices up front.

“Hey, what’s up, Hal?” an armed
gunman at the doorway said.

“Lemme see the boss!” a plug-ugly
panted, dashing up.

AL BURNS was a thick-bodied,

powerful fellow from Texas. He
had been a cowboy for a time, and had
turned rustler, had killed a range de-
tective and fled. In his apparel,
though, he was still a man of the
range, for he were leather pants and
jacket, a sweeping cowboy Stetson, a
reversed red scarf and—most impor-
tant to his calling—a pair of big black
Colts whose smooth handles showed
how much they were used.

He needed a shave, for his face bris-
tled with a black stubble. His nose
was swollen from constant drinking,
and his eyes were bloodshot. Now
those eyes were frightened though, as
he stepped into the room, his chest
heaving from his run. -

“Say, Boss! Two of the boys just
been found in the side street, shot to
death and branded!”

“Branded!” snarled Smothers.

“Yessir, branded,” insisted Burns.

“Who are they?” inquired Squirrel
Hart.

“Harry Fleet and Lew Roberts.”

“Two of Olsen’s favorites,” mur-
mured Hart, '

There was a commotion at the back
door, and two bodies were carried into
the rear of the saloon. Smothers, Hart
and all the other men crowded around
to stare down at the corpses.

Fleet and Roberts had been among
the lot-jumpers who had formerly
been led by Bull Olsen, deceased now
thanks to the Rio Kid. They had been
cruel, blustering killers, but their
guns were silenced forever. In fact,
the guns had been taken by whoever
had killed the men, along with the
double cartridge belts which held am-
munition.

The death of the two gunnies did
not affect Smothers. He felt not the
slightest twinge of pity. He could get
plenty more where these came from,
in the riff-raff of Leadville.

However, he was somewhat worried
about one thing. On the forehead of
each dead man an “A” had been
burned in the flesh by the touch of a
hot knife-point. It was about three
inches in height and perhaps two wide
at the base, and plain in the center of
the brow.

Squirrel Hart’s quick eye noted
something white sticking from the
shirt on Harry Fleet’s body. He
pushed closer, stooped, and drew forth
a folded sheet of paper, which he
read, then handed to George Smothers.

Smothers read it aloud, before
thinking of its possible effect:

THIS IS THE MARK OF THE
AVENGERS!

YOU WILL SEE IT AGAIN, ALL WHO
DESERVE WILL FEEL IT, AS WELL

“The Avengers!” Hal Burns ex-
claimed. “That’s what the ‘A’ stands
for, then. I never heard tell of ’em.
Did any of you boys?”

“Not me,” growled a big gunny,
shaking his head. His eyes were round
as he stared at the brand on the fore-
heads of the dead.
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Smothers and Hart quickly realized
how stupid, and only too often super-
stitious gunnies would take such a
matter. He sought to play it down.

“Just some fool playin’ tricks;” he
growled, crumpling up the note and
stuffing it in his pocket. ‘“Marshal
Craw’ll soon settle their hash. All
right, boys, outside. Drinks are on me
this round. Help yourselves.”

“I need one, I reckon,” muttered
Hal Burns.

MOTHERS, Hart and the inner
circle retired into the sanctum.

“What do you make of it, Squirrel?”
demanded Smothers.

Hart shrugged his slight shoulders.
His face, if that were possible, was a
shade redder than usual.

“I ain’t shore, Boss. But—I got a
hunch I don’t fancy this game.”

He’s got one of them ‘A’ brands on his
forehead!”

“Curse you, I've got to sleep!”
snarled Smothers. “Get out of here
and keep your trap shut. I'll see you
tonight.”

But, returning to his elegant bed in
the suite of Leadville’s best hotel,
sleep would not again come to his
weary lids. He tossed, almost dozing
off, only to start awake. Nightmare
visions startled him alert—now a great
brown “A” on a skeleton’s brow, or
other phantasia conjured up in his
excited brain.

He got up early, and consumed half
a bottle of whiskey. It braced him,
and a hot meal helped further.

Walking over to the Giltedge,
where he had his office in that big
back room, Smothers found Squirrel
Hart already there. The little man’s

Ed Schieffelin, Broncho Charlie Miller, Billy Breakenridge and other famous
Western characters in VALLEY OF VANISHED MEN, coming next issue!

“Two men are nothin’,” Smothers
snapped. “Brace up.”

- Squirrel Hart frowned at the man
he followed.

“I figger we’ll hear more from these
Avenger hombres, Boss. We’ll see how
far it goes.”

“Do you suppose—" began Smoth-
ers.

Hart nodded. “I had the same idee
myself. If the Rio Kid’s in it, we'll
have to nip it fast. A thing like this’ll
spread like wildfire.”

“Offer another thousand for the Rio
Kid’s hide. Curse him, if he’s thought
this up to devil me, I’ll tear him to
pieces! Tabor sent him back here, I'll
bet my neck. But he can’t beat us.”

Smothers’ fist was clenched, his
teeth gritted in his vain fury, while
his dark eyes snapped and slitted. . ..

At daybreak, Smothers was awak-
ened by Hal Burns, _

“Look here, Boss—they just picked
up Kansas City Pete in the gutter.

eyes showed that he, too, had had
trouble sleeping.

“Well?” asked Hart.

Smothers was in a vile humor.

“The more I think of it, the surer I
am that the Rio Kid’s in on this
Avenger business,” he snarled.

“What good does that do us? Who’s
ridin’ with him?”

“He must have connected with those
Potato Hole fools,” snapped Smothers.

Squirrel Hart nodded. “That’s what
I figgered, too. But we ain’t been able
to locate ’em.”

Smothers was standing by the table.
He turned, hearing a sound in the
corridor,

“Who’s that?” he.
“Where are all the boys?
my bodyguard?” '

“I’}) see.” Squirrel Hart slid swiftly
to the door, and glanced into the long
hall, “It’s just the Mex boy sweepin’
up,” he announced, ‘“Here comes
Burns, now.”

demanded.
Where’s
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Hal Burns came, unsteadily, to the
office door. His greeting was thick,
sullen. He had already been drinking
and there were deep lines in his ugly
face. As he passed the cleaner, he
booted the Mexican so hard that the
lad fell on his face. Two of Burns’
gunnies, coming along behind him,
laughed, and kicked at the ragged,
bare-headed young fellow who cow-
ered in fear against the wall, shrilly
begging mercy in Spanish.

E CLUTCHED his broom and

pan to his bosom with bony
hands. His feet were bare, his overalls
and old shirt torn. Dirt stained his
dark face and his black hair was bound
with a ribbon. :

He was a typical Mexican of the
peon type, in act and dress. There
were thousands like him hanging
around the camps of the Southwest,
working as saloon boys who emptied
cuspidors and swept up after the
nights of wassail, or ran errands for
important citizens. Few people both-
ered to glance twice at one of them.

“Come in here!” Smothers bawled to
his men, and they ceased deviling the
Mexican and hurried to the office.

“Now leok here, Burns,” began
Smothers, “I want you to organize the
men better, savvy? You’re to form a
patrol ready to ride at an instant’s
notice. Post guards at every important
street intersection and have ’em signal
the moment they see anything suspi-
cious.”

“Yuh mean this
Avenger hombres?”
Burns.

“Yes, just what it is. Shoot to kill!
If you down a couple of innocent citi-
zens by mistake, I'll cover you, but
smash this up, and prento.”

“Bueno!” cried Burns.
that’s what I like.”

He hustled away to marshal his gun-
nies.

As the day passed quietly, with no
alarms, Smothers began to get hold of
himself again. He had a nap in the

is agin them
inquired Hal

“Action—

late afternoon, and after supper and a
drink he felt better. He retired to the
Giltedge for the evening, with Squiz-
rel Hart at his side.

It was close to midnight when a big
gunman known as “Tex” ran through
the saloon to the parlor.

“Hey, Boss! They got Hal! Right
at State Street and Cross!”

Smothers leaped to his feet with a
curse of fury. His eyes snapped and
he swore in a dither of baffled rage.

“Where is he?”

“They’re fetchin’ him in,” Tex quav-
ered, backing off before the intense
emotion of the boss.

“The fools—they’re carryin’ him
right through the front!” cried Squir-
rel Hart.

Hal Burns’ crumpled form, with a
bullet-hole between the left eye and
the hairline, was toted up by two
members of his patrol. The freshly
branded “A” of the Avengers was
plain on his brow.

“Where in thunderation is every-
body?” sheuted Smothers. “Why
didn’t they stop it?”

“The patrol’s tryin’ to find them
there Avengers now,. Boss,” Tex in-
formed. “They seen three masked and
cloaked hombres down Hal, right
under their noses. They wasn’t more’n
fifty yards away ! They’re chasin’ ’em.”

“Only three men! Recognize any of
’em? Was the Rio Kid with ’em?”
Smothers spoke eagerly.

Tex shrugged. “They got their
faces blacked and keep their ban-
dannas up, Boss. Black ponchos or
cloaks hide their figgers. I glimpsed
’em myself.”

“Maybe the patrol will take ’em,”
Smothers muttered.

He signaled the half dozen heavily
armed gunmen who were on duty as
his guard, and strode out to the street.

“Curse it all!” he said to Squirrel
Hart. “The whole town’ll know of
these Avengers now!”

“They do, anyways, Boss,” replied
Hart. “Everybody’s talkin’ about it.
It spread like wildfire, all right.”

”»
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CHAPTER XVI
The Human Chain

RURIOUS at the turn
of events, Smothers
hurried to Cross
Street and thence to
State, where Hal
Burns had died. A
#4 narrow, dark pas-

| sage showed how it
had been possible
for the three Aveng-
ers to creep up on
the gunny lieuten-
ant and down him, then escape. No
doubt they had had their horses in the
alley and ready to get away by rear
routes.

In the distance, toward the wild
mountains, gunshots sounded, dimly,
over Leadville’s noise of revelry. But
the thoughtless city roared on, oblivi-
ous to death and violence.

After half an hour the patrol, made
up of fifty picked men, came riding
back to the Giltedge. The armed gun-
nies, labeled with tin badges marked

DEPUTY

dismounted and came into the bar.

Several of them were bleeding from
bullet nicks. And outside, three
wounded men, groaning and swearing,
were being helped into a house, to
await a doctor’s ministrations.

The leader who had entered the sa-
loon after downing a couple of quick
ones, went with Tex to report to
George Smothers.

“Well?” demanded Smothers.

“Well,” growled the gunny, *we
follered ’em a-skyhootin’ outa town,
Boss. Thought we had ’em, ’cause
they was just ahaid, but as the trail
narrowed down at the turn, we was hit
by twenty rifies from both sides and
riddled. The ambushers killed four of
our fellers and wounded a bunch, more
or less serious.”

“Tex!” Smothers said, eyes snap-
ping. “I’'m goin’ to appoint you fight-
in’ chief in Hal’s place, You'll get a

hunderd more a month and bonuses.”

“Thanks a-mighty, Boss,” Tex re-
plied. “Only trouble is, I ain’t much
account commandin’ men. I'd ruther
fight. So if it’s all the same to yuh,
appoint Popeyes here.”

“Popeyes,” the big gunny who had
led the patrol after the Avengers,
blinked.

“It’s a honor,” he said at last, -
“Reckon I'll take a stab at it.”

Marshal Turkey Craw, his Adam’s
apple leaping up and down in his
scrawny throat, appeared at the door-
way.

“Yuh—yuh send for me, Chief?” he
chattered.

“Yes, curse you” cried Smothers.
“You’re marshal of this town. I want
these Avengers wiped out, and pronto.
Deputize every man in Popeyes’
bunch, and stand by to take instant
action.”

“Yuh mean—agin the Avengers?”

“That’s right. We're going to hang
every one we don’t shoot down.”

Turkey Craw gulped. He was not a
brave man at any time and now he was
actually trembling. He came into the

‘room, and moved close to Smothers,

who waved Tex and Popeyes away.

“Boss, I think the Rio Kid’s doin’
this,” Turkey quavered. “I want to
quit the job. I ain’t suited to it.”

He unpinned his badge and laid it
on the table. Smothers jumped up,
seized him by the throat and bent him
back on the edge of the table. He
throttled Turkey Craw, getting a
little satisfaction out of this violence.

At last he let go, and Turkey Craw
sank whimpering to the floor.

“Get up, curse you! You can’t quit
now. Pin on that badge and go to your
office.” :

It was an hour later that the Rio
Kid, standing beside Saber, holding
the dun’s reins in hand, was peering
down through the chaparral fringing
the mountainside at roaring Leadville.
He could faintly catch the hum of the
wicked town as miners, as usual,
whooped it up in the dives.
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OME quarter of a mils back, rest-

ing and waiting for him, was his
picked crew of a score, under the com-
mand of Harris Evers. Johnny Bur-
nett, Evers and the Rio Kid had been
the three who had been in town and
finished off Hal Burns that evening.
Then they had led the patrol into a
neatly prepared ambush.

Tex’s men had not stood for long.
After a couple of quick volleys they
had turned and galloped in ignomini-
ous retreat back to Leadville.

The sound now of a swiftly ap-
proaching horse made the Rio Kid
doubly alert. He was ready for who-
ever might appear, but he was waiting
for some special person, and the rider
who dashed along the trail, clinging
low over his horse’s long mane, was
the man.

“Celestino!” the Rio Kid called
softly.
“General! Si!”

The Mexican youth slid his mus-
tang to a halt and threw himself to the
ground. :

“How’d it go?” asked Pryor.

“Splendeed, General!” panted Cel-
estine.

The shaft of the moon’s rays
touched him. He wore ragged cloth-
ing and his head was bare, his hair
bound by a ribbon. In this radical
change of clothing, and the other fac-
tors of psychology which the Rio Kid
had skilfully used, Mireles had
changed from the velvet-clad, som-
breroed keen fighting partner who
rode with the Rio Kid, to a hunched,
indistinguishable peon who swept out
the Giltedge Saloon.

The Rio Kid had sent his willing
~ friend straight to the heart of the
enemy quarters. Celestino had bribed
the Mexican who had had the job to
quit, and had presented himself a
short time later, getting the little de-
sired position as cleaner.

Already Celestino had brought valu-
able information to the Rio Kid, con-
cerning Smothers’ patrol and street
~ guards. And, too, Bob Pryor wanted

to identify every member of the great
gang infesting *Leadville, for the
Avengers’ attention.

The Avengers had been the Rio
Kid’s idea. Trying it out, Mireles had
reported how well, even beyond ex-
pectations, it was working.

“They are loco, like cheecken weetlt
head cut off,” Mireles told his friend.
“Turkey Craw try to queet, I hear
heem now, before I lef’, Tex refuse’ ze
job of vaquero chief. But a stupeed
one name’ Popeyes tak’ eet. Zey weel
covaire every in-trail now, on ze out-
skirt’ of town, at dark tomorrow, Gen-
eral.”

“Bueno. We’re headin’ back to
camp for a rest and feed now. You be
careful, savvy? Don’t take any chances
yuh don’t have to, and meet me here
three nights from now, soon as possi-
ble after dark.”

“Ze only one I fear may savvy me-
ees Turkey Craw,” Mireles said. “But
he ees so frighten’, he can see noz-
zing.” ;

“Keep yore face turned away if yuh
meet him, and yore hoss ready to make
a run for it if yuh have to. I’ll see
yuh in three days. Adios.”

“Adios, my General.”

HE Mexican mounted and turned

back to Leadville, where he was
spying on Smethers for the Rio Kid.
Bob Pryor, on Saber, rode to where
he had left Evers and the rest of the
Avengers. They had their faces
blacked where the masks did not cover
them and some sort of flowing gar-
ment to hide the outlines of their
bodies.

“C’'mon, gents,” ordered the Rio
Kid. “We’re headin’ in for a fur-
lough.”

The Avengers were worn out, their
horses ragged. They had been lurking
in the brush of the mountain gorges
for several days, eating cold food, get-
ting none too much sleep. Swinging
back for the hidden camp in the hills,
the Rio Kid led the way, and they
rode all through the dark hours....
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Three days later the Rio Kid led his
Avengers back to the outskirts of law-
less Leadville on time, Faces blacked,
cloaks on again, and guns and knives
ready for action, they concealed them-
selves in a wooded ravine while the
lithe Pryor went to connect with his
town spy, Celestino Mireles.

Over the city, shadowed by Mt.
Massive, the immense peak on whose
flanks it was set, hung a roseate haze
that colored the low-flying clouds. Its
wolfish howl penetrated the miles to
the Rio Kid’s position as he waited for
Celestino to come. It was about
nine p. m.

For an hour, he hung around, always
alert, Then he caught the sound of an
approaching horse. It was Mireles,
and the Mexican reported to him what
Smothers was up to.

“Zey are mucho worry, General.
Ten queet and leave Leadveele. Si.
Othairs are wait’, Zey covaire ze
trails. Zis one ees guard’ by three of
Smothers’ hombres a half mile back.
Smothers has sent out a dozen scouts
to hunt ze camp where you hide.”

“He has, huh! He’s clever, at that.
H’'m. There’s a good chance one of
’em may smell us out, if he’s really
trained at trailin’. I'll have to watch
sharp for ’em.”

He turned this information over in
his mind.

Where’d yuh say the sentry post is
on this back trail tonight?” he in-
quired after a time.

“You savvy ze beeg fleent rock
where she sweeng to south beyond ze
brook? Zey hide zere. Three. Now,
today, ze gunnies zey feel safer. Noz-
zing happen for three nights, and zey
talk loud how zey hav’ scare ze
Avengers.”

“Off guard—that’s fine. I reckoned
they would lose their edge after a few
quiet nights. Yuh worked around that
guard post just now?”

“Si. I savvy where zey were.”

“All right. Go on back, and listen
sharp. I'm goin’ to force Smothers’
hand. Those folks can’t stick up there

in the hills forever. It's make or break
for ’‘em.” e

“How you hope to beat Smothers?”
asked Celestino curiously. “He has
so man-ee gunnies?”

“T’ll tell yuh, soon as I work it all
out. In the meantime, stick close to
Smothers and keep yore ears open.”

The Mexican pressed his friend’s
hand and slipped away, a wraith in the
night. The Rio Kid faded off, picked
up Saber, and joined his band of
Avengers, under Harris Evers.

HEY headed for Leadville. It was

an easy matter for the Rio Kid
and half a dozen picked men to work
up around the big flint rock which
guarded the approach to Leadville.
Afoot—and they had taken off their
boots and substituted leather mocca-
sins—the Rio Kid and his six men
crept in close to the trio of Smothers’
gunnies watching the trail for him.

Three nights with no incident had
made them self-confident, and even
careless. One was smoking a ciga-
rette, the smoke drifting in the crisp
mountain air to the Rio Kid’s flared
nostrils. The red glow as the man
drew on it was plainly visible for
yards, and the Rio Kid, creeping in
inch by inch, drew up within ten
paces without any sound loud enough
to startle the three.

Pressed flat to the damp ground for
a minute, he lay listening and watch-
ing his prey. The smoking man in-
haled again, and the glow lit his evil,
bearded face. He was one of the de-
ceased Bull Olsen’s lot-jumpers, and
the Rio Kid knew him as a member
of Smothers’ gang.

The two were of the same. stamp.
They were heavily armed, carrying
Colts and shotguns, the latter leaning
near at hand against a big rock. Their
horses were picketed some distance
away, in the chaparral.

Evers just behind the Rio Kid
touched the leader’s ankle, asking for
a signal. The Rio Kid twitched his
leg slightly forward, and Evers re-
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layed the signal back to the other
black-faced Avengers. Then began
the last slow stalk, every' inch care-
fully calculated. They were no more
than five paces away when the gun-
man who had been smoking gave a
low cough and threw dewn his ciga-
rette with a curse, stamping it into
the earth.

“This is a no- good job, sittin’ out
here in the dark,” he growled. “Pass
the bottle, Dirky.”

There was a slight clink of glass,
and the Rio Kid could see the flask
tipped up, hear the gurgle. The wind
rustled the branches, while night in-
- sects and tree frogs kept up a con-
.tinuous piping. Leadville’s hum, too,
helped drown out the faint noises
made by the Rio Kid and his friends
as they closed in.

Evers touched the starkly silent
Pryor’s toes. The Rio Kid wiggled
them in his supple moccasins, three
times, the signal to get ready to
jump. Evers sent the signal back on
the human chain,

CHAPTER XVII
The Spy

4 EADY, and in posi-
—% tion, it was the Rio

D Kid who leaped

first, but Evers,

Burnett and - the

others were up an

instant later.

“Reach!” the Rio
Kid snarled.

. The startled gun-
nies dug for guns,
but the Rio Kid’s
Colt muzzle rammed into a man’s ribs

and the report was muffled by cloth

and flesh. The fellow who had been
smoking, the lot-jumper, folded up,
dead.

Evers struck a breath afterward, his
knife piercing “Dirky’s” heart. Two
other Avengers fired into the third
gunny. None of Smothers’ killers
managed to get a gun into action,

though the third man’s gun was rising
when he was hit.

It was grim work. As soon as the
trio was despatched, the Rio Kid
flitted up to the trail to check on
whether any patrols might be close
enough to have heard the racket. The
Avengers swiftly carried out his pre-
vious orders.

After a few minutes, the Rio Kid
caught the thud of hoofs on the trail,
coming from Leadville. He hurried
back, and pulled his picked band into
the chaparral, where they hid above
the flint rock.

A large band of Smothers’ gunnies,
led by Popeyes, the new strong-arm
chief who had taken the place of Hal
Burns after the Avengers had finished
with Smothers’ bodyguard, rode
swiftly up to the flint reck.

“Hey, Dirky!” Popeyes called.

There was no response and the
Avengers could hear explosive curs-
ing, and brush crackling as the gun-
nies cast about, hunting sign. Then
Popeyes gave another command, and
the whole bunch pushed on, away
from Leadville.

“C’mon,” ordered the Rio Kid.

" His men had fastened the three
corpses on the gunnies’ own horses
which they had picked up immedi-
ately after the successful attack.

Hitting the trail recently traveled
by Popeyes, they reached Leadville
without further trouble. On the out-
skirts, a knife point was quickly
heated and the “A” brand placed on
the victims. Sticks tied to the cantle
of the saddles propped the dead gun-
nies up enough so that the Avengers’
mark could be seen.

Leading the three horses to Harri-
son Avenue’s terminus where it turned
into the mountain trail, ‘the Rio Kid
started the mustangs downtown, the
dead killers aboard.

Pulling back, they watched as the
horses galloped and slowed to a trot,
right in the center of town. Men saw
the macabre sight, shouted and
whooped, and a crowd surrounded the
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animals as their reins were snatched
and held.

“The Avengers!” bawled a man with
an especially raucous voice.

“I'd like to snake that Popeyes
hombre tonight,” murmured Pryor,
‘Chief of the Avengers. “But I figger
they’ll be as stirred as a beehive after
this.”

Circling around, they avoided Pop-
eyes’ main patrol as it returned to
Leadville on the double, hearing the
uproar that greeted the arrival of
Smothers’ three sentries. The Rio
Kid took his men to a secret ravine
where, under alert guard, they spent
the rest of the night and the following
daylight hours resting up.

The next night the Rio Kid, feeling
carefully for the enemy, found that,
as he had figured, Smothers’ men were
again alert. He chose Evers and two
other Avengers and leading their
horses, they worked across rough,
rocky stretches without approaching
' the trails until they were able to en-
ter the main part of the city.

IDDEN in the blackness of a

stable in the alley running par-
allel to Cross Street, connecting Har-
rison and State, the Rio Kid patiently
waited for a chance. He saw Popeyes
several times as the big, black-browed
gunny chief went up or down the
street, surrounded by a dozen of his

fighters.

- It was after midnight before Pop-
eyes made a slight error. He had a
lady love who lived in a house on
State Street so, snatching an hour off
duty, he hurried along Cross Street
at full-tilt, alone.

The boardwalk was brightly lighted
and there were hundreds of citizens
and of his own friends within call.
Popeyes felt altogether safe and had
his mind on seeing his friend.

The Rio Kid hit him from the side
like a launched torpedo. The Army
Colt’s barrel clonked hard on Pop-
eyes’ temple and the tall gunman
folded up. Evers caught him as he

fell, and they whisked him into the
alley.

Five minutes later Evers, who was
on guard at the street end of the alley,
tiptoed back.

“Rio Kid, here comes Turkey Craw
and one of Smothers’ hombres!” he
whispered.

Pryor had put the finishing touches
on Popeyes, who was dead.

“Fetch him up here, boys,” he whis-
pered.

Crouched by the corner of the brick
wall next the sidewalk, he could see
the bony Turkey Craw ambling along,
eyes nervously shifting from side to
side. He was talking with Tex, the
stock gunman who had refused the
honor of chief of killers for Smothers.

“Shucks, I reckon the boys’ll make
a sieve outa this Rio Kid skunk and
all his pards,” Tex was growling, as
they approached.

“Yuh don’t savvy that Rio Kid like I
do, Tex,” Turkey Craw quavered.
“He’s all tarnation on wheels! He’s
got it in for me, too. I'm goin’ to
saddle a hoss one of these nights and
light out, that’s a fact. Smothers is
too rough and asks too much of a
man.”

Tex, alongside the sniveling Turkey
Craw, was a courageous man, though
it was fear and native caution which
had prompted him to reject Smothers’
offer. Turkey Craw’s abject cowardice
disgusted him, and he spat into the
gutter.

“Be a man, Turkey. What the heck,
yuh can only die onct. T’ll skin that
Rio Kid and use his hide for a mat—"

“Lo-ook!”

Turkey Craw stopped, rooted in his
tracks by horror and fright. His trem-
bling hand tried to rise, to point at
the narrow, dark gap into the side-
walk. Tex, following his line of vi-
sion, turned his eyes just as the Rio
Kid let Popeyes fall slowly out across
the walk.

“Popeyes!”

“Dead!” chattered Turkey Craw,
trying to turn and run.,
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The startled pair saw their crony
hit the sidewalk, roll over. And on
his forehead showed the mark of the
Avengers.

There were miners up the street
and down the street. But for some
yards the sidewalk was empty, and
the Rio Kid stepped out into view.
Turkey Craw recognized him and his
eyes nearly popped from their sock-
ets. He gave a shriek and fell to his
knees, praying for mercy.

UT Tex was made of sterner

stuff. The gunman swore and
ripped out a Colt, making a remark-
ably fast draw. The Rio Kid’s hands
were loose at his sides, and Tex had
the start on him.

Tex’s blunt gun muzzle was rising.
Harris Evers, three paces behind
Pryor, had a pistol out and raised,
and he let go, firing past the Rio Kid.
But he missed Tex, the slug striking
Turkey Craw in the throat, killing
him,

The roar of Evers’ pistol startled
Tex. The flash lighted the Avengers,
 with their blackened faces.

Two revolvers bellowed, within a
few feet, muzzle to muzzle. The Rio
Kid felt the air as Tex’s missed his
thigh by an inch. His own Colt, as he
took that vital breath of time neces-
sary to deadly aim, suddenly blared.
A surprised glare came to Tex’s eyes,
disbelief, and his knees buckled. A
moment later and Tex joined Turkey
Craw on the walk.

The Rio Kid swung, running lightly
back to the alley where their horses
were held.

“Let’s go, gents!”

To himself, as he rode off, he
thought:

“A good night’s work. We’re whit-
tlin’ Smothers down to size.”

Clsen had died before his trip to
Washington. Turkey Craw, Marty,
Popeyes and other lieutenants of the
murderous Smothers’ gang had fallen
to the skill of the Avengers. Few of
the gunmen would surrender. They

feared the noose, and many had out-
law prices on their heads.

Tabor had delegated his authority
to the Rio Kid, who thus represented
the elements opposed to Smothers’
criminal syndicate. And at the same
time, the Rio Kid sought to save his
friends whom he had brought to Lead-
ville.

He was playing a'most dangerous
game, practically single - handed,
against Smothers and all his killers.
He had his plan worked out, and was
sure it would succeed, sooner or later.
Smethers must be driven to despera-
tion, to a gamble which would place
him in the power of the Rio Kid. The
fight for the wealth of Leadville rose
to furicus pitch.

“And if what has happened tonight,
after all that has gone before don’t
goad Smothers to desperation,” mused
the Rio Kid, “nothin’ will!”

He was considering that the Aven-
gers had been at their job for five
days, during which they had ac-
counted for fifteen gunnies, all known
killers and members of Smothers’ in-
ner circle. Among the men on whom
Smothers most depended had been
Popeyes, Tex, Turkey Craw and the
guards who had been caught at the
flint rock.

Mireles, risking his neck to report
to his General, as he called the Rio
Kid, had told Pryor that Smothers
was in the last stages of fury, and had
offered ten thousand dellars for the
smashing of the Avengers.

Careful not to injure innocent men,
the Avengers had struck only at
proved members of the outlaw ring,
men who lived by the gun and would
die by it rather than answer to the
Law. .

THE Mexican, meeting the Rio
Kid the second night after they
had killed Popeyes, reported that
many of Smothers’ strong-arm killers
had’ quit. They had saddled their
horses and fled from Leadville to es-
cape the Avengers. More were threat-
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ening to go. They were in panic, well
aware that the Avengers would mark
them all, strike when they were not
expecting it.

“Smothers’ll have to act as soon as
he sees the chance,” decided Pryor.

To meet Celestino, the Rio Kid had
climbed a high point from which he
could command the country for many
miles around. It was an Apache In-
dian trick, to get up above and thus
have the advantage. He had stayed
there after the Mexican had left, and
noon had come and gone.

The Rio Kid, lying on a flat rock in
the warmth of the sun, let his keen
eyes roam over the broken country
below. Suddenly he grew alert. He
watched, fixing his vision to a point
- slightly to one side of the movement
he had caught.

This time he glimpsed a man’s fig-
ure. The fellow was leading a small

sniffed, rippled his black stripe, and
the Rio Kid knew the mount had
whiffed the donkey and the stranger.
Dismounting, the Rio Kid went for-
ward on foot and saw the intruder
stooped over a deer trail down a rocky
slope.

He did not recognize the man, The
stranger was lean, clad in worn buck-
skin, with an old coonskin cap on a
head of untrimmed light hair. He was
examining the ground carefully, tak-
ing his time.

He might be a prospector, the Rio
Kid thought. And never would he
hurt a harmless person.

The fellow straightened up, un-
hooked a canteen from the nodding
burro’s pack, had a drink. He moved
with sinewy power, and the Rio Kid
who knew all there was to know
about tracking and trailing saw that
the buckskin-clad man was an expert.
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burro, working through some huge,
spewed boulders, and coming, slowly
but surely, in the direction of the hid-
den camp.

“Huh!” he thought, “mebbe this is
it!”

Like Smothers, the Rio Kid also
was getting impatient. The people in
the hidden canyon were suffering
from expesure and insufficient nour-
ishment. He wished to smash the
criminal gang in Leadville and be on
the move again.

It was net his way to let the grass
grow under his feet. Tabor had en-
trusted him with a great mission, and
he also had to save his friends of the
wagon train,

Going back, he worked down to the
grassy draw where Saber waited. Sad-
dling up, the Rio Kid started toward
where he had seen the man with the

~ burro.

The dun gave him warning, for the
wind blowing toward them. Saber

Pryor stole back, mounted the dun,
and trotted straight up the trail. He
whistled shrilly, a tune of the day, so
that the stranger would hear him.

As he broke out into view, he saw
that the burro was out of sight. The
man was staggering toward him.
When he glimpsed the mounted Rio
Kid, he raised an arm, weakly, and
fell on his face,

‘NTRIGUED by this play, the Rio
Kid approached, though ready for
action. The fellow might be trying
to draw him in, to kill him. He could
see both hands, however, and they
were empty. Getting down, he
stooped beside the stranger. =
“Water!” whispered the gaunt-
faced, bearded man. He rolled his
eyes. “I—I'm plumb done in, Mister!”
“Lemme give yuh a hand, pardner,”
the Rio Kid said softly, certain of
what this fellow was, now.
He lifted him up, making sure that
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he had no hidden guns inside his
buckskin shirt. The spy acted his
part like a master, simulating a per-
son starving and almost dead of thirst.

After a drink and a bit to eat, he
explained:

“Lost my burro—he fell over a
mounting. I ain’t been through these
parts afore. Was huntin’ gold and
silver. I’'m shore obleeged to yuh for
savin’ my life. . . . Why, I don’t even
savvy yore name!”

“Make it the Rio Kid.”

Under his dropped lashes,. Pryor
saw a swift, fierce light flash for an
instant into the scout’s pale-blue eyes.

“Rio Kid? Never heard of yuh.
But I'll never forget now.”

“S’pose yuh come back to camp with
me. Yuh can fatten up and rest, and
we’ll lend yuh a horse.”

“Yuh’re a white man, Rio Kid!”

“What’s yore handle? I'll want to
interduce yuh to my friends.”

“Fanner—Joe Fanner, from Santa
F’ »

The Rio Kid put Fanner up in front
of him and took him straight to the
hidden camp. Hot foot, more liquid,
revived the gaunt scout. He shaved
off the long beard stubble, the growth
of many days.

Harris Evers drew the Rio Kid
aside, that evening.

“I don’t want to question yuh, Rio
Kid,” Evers said, “but some of us are
worried ’bout this Fanner hombre.
S’pose he’s a spy for Smothers?”

‘“He is,” replied the Rio Kid, “but -

don’t let it out, Evers. I'm goin’ to
use him. We’ll turn him loose to-
morrer.”

Fanner slept in the camp. He was
up early, and ate a hearty breakfast.
He was profuse in his thanks to those
who had helped him.

“I reckon I'm strong enough to ride
right now,” he said tentatively to the
Rio Kid. “I’d like to get back to New
Mexico and heme soon as I can.”

“We’ll lend yuh a mount.”

Before noon, Fanner rode off, south,
as though heading for New Mexico.

THE RIO KID WESTERN

CHAPTER XVIII
Mass Attack

HEN four days had
passed, after Fanner
left the hidden
camp, the Rio Kid
knew that big forces
must be gathering
because of the re-
port carried to

Leadville by the
spy.

Trailing to Lead-
ville himself, the

Rio Kid once more met Mireles, who
had proved so invaluable to him.
Celestino reported that Fanner had
been with Smothers and had given
the killer chief the exact location of
the enemies he wanted to crush. And
Smothers had at once given orders to
call out every fighter for an attack on
the camp.

The Rio Kid had kept close watch,
on his return to his friends, and at
last, from the heights on the back-

. trail, he had seen the huge band of

gunmen headed toward the hidden
camp. He had at once dashed back to

join his hard-bitten, grim-faced
fighters.

“They’re on their way, boys!” he
reported.

The Rio Kid had made his arrange-
ments for this. He had everything
timed perfectly., He had himself
forced this chance for a final show=-
down, and there must be no slip.

“Yuh reckon they’ll come through
this evenin’?” asked Johnny Burnett.

“I doubt it,” replied Pryor. “Too
hard work to get through these can-
yons in the dark. However, we’ll be
ready if they do, boys. Evers is watch-
in’ on the trail.”

Soon Evers came stealing up. There
was, perhaps, but another hour of
light before the night fell. .

“They’ve pulled off the trail into
Eagle Canyon,” Evers reported. “Fan-
ner and Smothers’ gunny chief are
comin’ over the ridge on foot.”
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“Everybody outasight,” commanded
Pryor.

Through the rocks, he glimpsed
Fanner and a black-clad devil, one of
Smothers’ minions, as the spy and
gunny took a long-distance peek at
the camp which, following Pryor’s
instructien, was apparently unalarmed
and preparing for bed.

The Rio Kid’s followers were ready,
but the great band of killers did not
move again after dark.

It was not until the first gray mists
of dawn rolled up, the canyons still
deep-shadowed, that the werd came
they were approaching.

The way showed to Fanner by the
Rio Kid was the only route feasible
for horsemen. Great rocks hemmed
in the trail, with the feeder breok on
the left and more stones beyond.

Fanner and the fellow in black
leather, at the head of their forces,
came slowly into the narrows, feel-
ing the way. Behind them the gunnies
lined out, in small bunches, the col-
umn extending back for some dis-
tance.

Not a sign or sound gave warning
that behind certain boulders, higher
than the trail, the Rio Kid had set his
men, Rifles, shotguns, Colts, were
full-loaded.

The Rio Kid was down at the en-
trance end. He didn’t want to spring
it too soon. He had placed Evers at
the camp exit, with strict orders not
to let any gunnies past. And then, as
two-thirds ef them were in the trap
and the merning light grew, shots
rang out and sudden, shrill cries.

“Surrender, gunnies!” bawled the
Rio Kid, his stentorian Army com-
mander’s veice booming in the cut.

But they would not give in so
easily. Instead, guns began roaring
at him.

HE Rio Kid let loose with a shot-
gun, filled with buckshot. He lit
a match, then, ducking down, he
touched the flame to a fuse. Throwing
himself on his face behind a granite

spire, he heard the whoops and yells
as the gunnies pressed forward to the
kill,

A minute later a tremendous ex-
plosion rocked the universe, as smoke,
dirt and broken rock rolled to the
sky.

The rear-guard of the attackers was
enveloped in this, and horses sprawled
on the trail or fell over the steep bank
into the brook, their riders stunned,
shattered. A hail of rock fragments
descended, and the Rio Kid, shaken
in spite of his stout protection, pulled
himself together and came to his
knees.

As the smoke cleared, he saw that
the explosion of mining powder he
had skilfully set had succeeded in
blocking the exit from the gorge.

“Throw down yore guns!” he
shouted again.

Bullets snarled at him in reply, and
his Colts went to work with their
deadly speed.’ As the ringing in his
ears subsided, he heard the fire of his
friends above. From the high rocks
hemming in the pass, the Avengers
had opened up as the attackers sought
to fight it out.

The Rio Kid could see the battle.
The gunnies, slashed by the lead from
the rocks, began to mill. The scat-
tered, concealed miners made poor
targets. Bullets flew thick, and the
shouts of wounded mingled with the
screaming of a wounded horse.

Evers, Burnett and fifteen fighters
were ripping the van of Smothers’
gunnies, throwing a stream of hot
lead into Fanner and the chief of the
attacking fighters. The two leaders
went down among the first, and after
a few ineffective shots, the van
wheeled and tried to retreat. They
pushed and fought in their effort to
escape, but the main gang and the
smashed rear guard blocked the way.

Panic struck, worse than bullets.
A mad melee ensued, as cursing,
frantic hired killers, nerve entirely
gone, thought only of getting away.
They used their guns on one anotler,
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and slashed in their madness at their
comrades. Weaker ones fell under the
hoofs of their comrades’ animals.

As they crushed back, the Rio Kid’s
second line opened on their flank, cut-
ting them down.

Over the canyon rose a red haze, as
the sunlight touched the ridge.

“We surrender!” a quavering, fear-
stricken gunny chief screamed.

The rest began throwing down their
weapons. . . .

Smothers sat in his den that eve-
ning, awaiting the return of Fanner
and “Black Pete” Rush, the men he
had despatched to deal with the Rio
Kid, Evers, Burnett and the rest of
the real owners of the Potato Hole
Mine.

Squirrel Hart was by his side. They
were drinking.

“T feel better, Squirrel,” Smothers
growled. “I reckon this is the end. I
told the boys to let none get away.”

“How soon yuh s’pose they’ll be
back?” asked Hart.

“Oh, Fanner should send a messen-
ger in before dawn, I guess. I'm tired
of that Rio Kid sidewinder. I'll be
glad to pay for his scalp. Black Pete

said he’d bring it to me. And this’ll -

cook the Avengers, too. I figger this
is the last real fight I’ll have in Lead-
ville. I’ll cook Tabor’s goose next.”

“The Avengers was the thing. The
boys were quittin’ wholesale,” said
Hart. “They had to be checked or
we’d’ve been left alone, I believe—"

He stopped short, and both men
lifted their heads, listening.

“Wonder who that is?”

“Mebbe it’s Fanner come back!”
cried Hart. ‘

“It’s mighty fast—"

WO gunnies were on guard just
outside the hall door of the pri-
vate room in the Giltedge. The por-
tal stood half ajar, and Smothers,
looking through, saw one eye turn to-
ward the back of the hall.
“Hey!” shouted the sentry, and
went for his gun.

He folded up an instant later, as
two shouts banged in the corridor.
His mate quickly joined him.

Smothers leaped to his feet with a
curse. He was standing up, a hand
thrust into his coat pocket when the
Rio Kid jumped over the quivering
bodies of the guards and into the
room,

“We’re here, Smothers!” cried
Pryor. “The Avengers! Yore gang’s
smashed! Yuh fell into my trap
mighty neat, and—" z

“Watch heem, General!”

Mireles spoke from the window..
Crouched by the table, Squirrel Hart’s
hand had slipped to a gun at his hip,
and he was hidden from the Rio Kid.
In the lamplight, steel flashed, as the
Mexican made his throw. The long
knife drove into Hart’s back, behind
the heart. Squirrel flexed back, fell
with a grunt at the feet of the man he
had served.

Smothers knew the time had come
to face the Rio Kid. The hand in his
jacket pocket gripped a short-nosed
revolver and he fired through the
cloth at Pryor.

The Rio Kid’s gun was up, but his
eyes had been attracted for a breath
by Hart’s fall. He felt the slash of
lead in his thigh, and then, with his
feet spread and a smile on his reck-
less lips, the Rio Kid let his Army
Colt speak.

Once was enough. Smothers caught
the lead between his furious, flicking
black eyes. He fell, hit the table,
tipped it and rolled off to join Squir-
rel Hart.

The Rio Kid laughed. Then he
keeled over, blood flowing from his
side.

% % *# % =

“YT am back, Rio Kid,” cried Horace
Tahor, seizing Pryor’s hand and
pumping it.-

The former mayor of Leadville had
arrived, at last, in the Colorado min-
ing center. He had finished his work
in Washington, and was elated that
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Colorado would soon be a state.

The Rio Kid was somewhat drawn.
The wound dealt him by Smothers
had kept him abed for a long time and
he was just up and able to ride again.

Tabor was profuse in his thanks.

“Yuh saved Leadville from the dirt-
iest polecat who ever walked, that
Smothers hombre,” he told the Rio
Kid earnestly. “Incidentally, yuh got
back the Last Chance for me. I un-
derstand Smothers was after my best
properties and everything worth while
in Leadville, and the way he was sail-
in’ he’d have got ’em. Forgery, mur-
der, thievin’—he was willin’ to do

Fake papers, bribery, k1111n
put him in.’
“That’s all right, Tabor,” drawled

’em all.

the Rio Kid. “’Twas a pleasure to
beat Smothers out. And I had to help
those folks I led up here. Did yuh
hear what happened to their mine?”

“Yeah. Too bad the Potato Hole
petered out, after it looked so prom-
isin’.” Tabor nodded. “But that’s the
way it goes. Yuh never can tell with
minin’,”

“They’re decent folks.
see ’em in treuble.”

“I savvy that, Rio Kid.” Tabor’s
honest eyes were serious as he looked
straight into the Rio Kid’s. “I know
yuh took their welfare to heart. They
don’t have to worry, either, not while

I hate to

IVOW ON SALE AT ALL STANDS

Horace Tabor is around. Rio Kid, I
done sold ’em the Last Chance. Traded
it to ’em for the Potato Hole.”

“That’s mighty white of yuh, Taber.
I appreciate it.”

‘ORACE TABOR shook his
hand. The Silver King of Lead-
ville was at the peak of his power.
His mines were paying, and he had
every hope of soon going back to
Washington as a member of the Sen-
ate. Fame had come to Tabor. His
luck seemed never to run out.
And yet, as might a man climbing
to the top of a steep mountain the
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precipice was just a step or two ahead.
Tabor’s luck was at its zenith, but it
was soon to fall, never again to rise.
But not before, the Rio Kid was al-
ways glad to remember, he had had
his month in the Senate.

A step sounded outside and young
Harris Evers entered the room. Doro-
thy was at his side. The girl smiled
brilliantly at the Rio Kid, and came to
him, taking his hand.

“We’ve just been married, Bob
dear!” she cried. “I’m so happy!”

“Congratulations!” boomed Tabor,
shaking hands heartily. “The party’s
on me! KEvers, I've just traded the
Last Chance for yore Potato Hole.
Yub’ll have plenty to take care of
yore bride.”



Evers’ eyes lighted. Dorothy
plucked at his sleeve. She stopped
smiling, looking anxiously at her
husband.

“Well—I've quit minin’, Tabor,”
Evers said. “I got a new job buildin’
the Santa Fé up through the Royal
Gorge. Engineerin’,”

That was what Dorothy wanted
and Evers had surrendered to her
wishes.

“She’s right,” thought the R:o Kid.
“This minin’ game is madness. They’ll
get on fine and Evers’ll be a lot better
off with regular work to do. He’ll be
a fine railroader.”

The Rio Kid had cleared Leadville
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of its criminal killers. His job there
was done.

Soon he rode out of Leadville, with
his faithful mate, Celestino Mireles.
The Danger Trail called to him.

He glanced back at the smoke ris-
ing from the smelters, at the mining
town roaring high in the Rockies.
They were headed for the Royal
Gorge and thence the plains of Kan-
sas.

Life rolled on, and so did the Rio
Kid. Restless of spirit, his urge for
adventure kept him moving along the
vast Frontier, guns ever ready to de-
fend the weak and helpless, those in
need.

Further Exploits of The Rio Kid in
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A MESSAGE FOR THE SHERIFF

A bank robber rides into the wrong lawman’s bailiwick

N INDIAN KID brought the
telegram - to Sheriff Matt
Blake, a few minutes before
noon that morning. Without taking
his big feet off the desk, the lanky,
gray-haired lawman flipped a dime to
the little redskin and unfolded the
sheet of yellow station agent’s paper.
Slowly his gray eyes
widened as they made
out the station agent’s
penciled scrawl. Then
his big boets thudded to
the floor and he sat stiff-
ly erect, his craggy face
a study in amazement
and anger. :
“Wh-why the durned
... Blast it, it ain’t true!
They can’t do this to—"
The sudden roar of a
six-gun shattered the
noon quiet of the cow-
town. Sheriff Blake
broke off his startled
exclamation and half
turned toward the door.
The gun blasted again,
and down the street a
man shouted hoarsely.
Down the street —
toward the bank.
Cramming the telegram into his
coat pocket, its startling message for-
gotten for the moment, Matt sprinted
for the deor. As he reached the bril-
liant sunlight outside, a long-barreled
Colt jutted from his right hand.
From an alley beside the tiny brick
bank building a rider on a paint horse
dashed suddenly. The paint’s hoofs
kicked up a cloud of white dust as
it pounded north out of town.
The range was too long for accurate
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The sheriff boun

d up the wound
man's arm

six-gun shooting. But Matt didn’t
hesitate. The big gun in his hand
leveled and spat flame. He swore as
he saw that he had missed and the
rider kept going.

Men were running toward the bank
now, coming from the saloons, stores,
and the restaurant on the main street.
The sheriff joined them.
As he passed the livery
stable, he shouted at the
peg-legged owner who
was starting to join the
rush for the bank:

“Stay put and get my
hoss saddled! TII be
ridin’ pronto.”

Grim-faced and
angry-eyed, the sheriff
shoved men out of his
way and charged into
the gleomy bank build-
ing. For a moment, he
saw nothing. Then a
groan from - behind a
wicket sent him dashing
through the door that
led into the cashier’s
cage.

A white-haired man
lay on the floor, Blood
welled from a wound in
his scrawny chest. The sheriff knelt
swiftly.

“Who done it, Ed?” he asked., “Did
yuh see his face. Did he get much
dinero?”

The cashier was dying. His pale
eyes fluttered open, recognized the
sheriff. His breath was coming in
wheezing gasps.

“He—he was masked, Matt,” he
whispered. “Don’t know who he was,
Got about—five—thousand—doll—"
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HE faint voice faded. A ghastly

rattle sounded in the scrawny
throat. Then the old man stiffened
“and lay still.

Matt Blake’s big jaw jutted as he
stood up. His gray eyes burned with
anger as he strode toward the street
again.

“I got a look at that jigger on the
paint hoss,” he told one of the towns-
men who followed him. “I’ll get him.
No, I don’t want no posse. There was
only one bandick, wan’t there?
Where’s my hoss?”

The peg-legged owner of the livery
was already leading a black bronc
down the street. Matt hastened to
him, took the reins from his hand and
swung into the saddle.

“Don’t foller me,” he ordered the
crowd. “Don’t want a whole passel
o’ hombres foggin’ the sign, if I have
to trail that jigger far, I'll get him
—or I won’t come back.” :

He touched the black with his spurs
and thundered out of town, heading
north on the narrow dirt wagon track
that ranchers and Trail End citizens
called a road.

Fury gripped the sheriff as he rode.
Old Ed Sharp, the murdered bank
cashier, had been his friend for years.
Night after night, for longer than
Matt liked to remember, they -had
played checkers or cribbage together
~ in Matt’s office, between the lawman’s
regular rounds of the cowtown’s
streets.

And now old Ed was dead—mur-
dered in cold blood by a sneaking,
black-hearted bandit who hid his face
behind a mask,

“Jigger must be somebody that
lives ’round here,” Matt told himself.
“I didn’t get much of a look at him,
but there was somethin’ kinda fa-
miliar about him- or the bronc. I
wonder what—"

The road was a maze of hoof and
wheel tracks. It would be impossible
to follow the sign of the bandit’s
paint horse among them all. So the
sheriff rode easily, his keen gray eyes

watching both sides, alert to spot the
place where the bandit had turned off
—if he had.

The fugitive had about fifteen or
twenty minutes’ start, Matt figured.
And he had the advantage of being
able to ride fast, while the sheriff
had to take it slower in order to watch
for signs. It wasn’t going to be an
easy job, Matt realized grimly.

He pictured the road ahead in his
mind. He knew every twist and turn,
every dip and rise, almost every rock

‘and bush along its length. He had

owned a ranch out this way, before
his wife had died and he and his
daughter, Martha, had moved into
town when he had been elected sheriff.

Jim Fallon, an ex-cavalryman,
owned the old spread now. The
sheriff didn’t think much of Fallon,
but he’d had to see a lot of him. Like
most of the men under fifty on the
Trail End range, Fallon had hung
around the Blake house—and Martha
—most of the spare time.

A wry smile twisted the sheriff’s
thin-lipped mouth. He would stop at
Fallon’s spread and see if the man
had seen anything of the fugitive on
the paint horse. 'And give him some
news—news he wouldn’t like.

Half an hour out of town, the =

sheriff saw a rider coming toward him,
He watched him with narrowed eyes,
then nodded in recognition. It was
Jim Fallon, heading for town.

The ex-cavalryman spotted the
sheriff and reined up, raising a hand
in greeting. The sheriff nedded, his
gray eyes noting the neat, Eastern-
style riding clothes of the stocky,
pink-faced rancher.

i

OWDY, Sheriff,” Fallon called.
“What you doin’ out here, this

time of day? Lookin’ for somebody?”

Matt Blake nodded again. “Yeah,”
he drawled. “Lookin’ for a murderin’
skunk who robbed the bank and killed
old Ed Sharp. Seen anything of a
jigger on a paint hoss, ridin’ fast?”

Fallon’s smooth-shaved jaw sagged.
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“Robbed—murdered! Sheriff, it ain’t
true. Yuh're—"

“It’s true,” the lawman cut in. “Have
yuh seen—"

“Sheriff !’ Jim Fallon’s pale eyes
had suddenly narrowed. “I did see
a man on a paint hoss, ridin’ down this
road about a half hour ago. But he
couldn’t have been the bandit. I can’t
believe Ted would—"

“Who?” Matt barked. “Yuh sayin’
yuh saw Ted Lang ride past yore
place on a paint hoss this mornin’?”

Fallon nodded and gulped. “Just
about half an hour ago,” he said. “I
was workin’ at the corral on my spread
and saw him plain. Recognized the
hoss—and the rider. But—"

Matt Blake stared hard at the ex-
- Army man. He knew there was no
love lost between Fallon and Ted
Lang, a young rancher whose range
adjoined Fallon’s on the north. Both
men had been suitors for Martha’s
hand. Matt had always cottoned to
young Lang. '

“Well,” he said, “if yuh’re shore it
was Ted—"

“Shore I am!” Fallon exclaimed.
“I’ll swear to it. Let’s go out there
and brace him, before he has a chance
to hide the loot.”

_Once more Matt Blake’s eyes raked
the dapper ranch owner, missing no
detail between the stiff-brimmed,
Army-style hat and the polished high-
heeled boots.

“All right,” he agreed. “Let’s go.”

Fallon whirled his horse and
spurred into a gallop back along the
road. Matt Blake followed, his gray
eyes narrowed and thoughtful as he
stared at the rider ahead. He touched
his black with the spurs and edged up
closer to Fallon’s mount as they
pounded over the road.

A mile beyond the gate to Fallon’s
ranch, the road crossed a nearly dry
stream at a ford. They halted their
horses for a moment, to let them
drink.

Matt Blake looked over at Jim Fal-
lon calmly, There was no hint of his

true feelings in his gray eyes as he
spoke. :

“All right, Jim,” he said. “S’pose
yuh show me where yuh stashed the
loot and the paint hoss, 'fore I take
yuh in to the hoosegow.”

Fallon jerked erect in his saddle.
His eyes widened and his florid face
went pale. He stared at the sheriff in
disbelief.

“Sheriff,” he gasped, “are yuh loco?
I ain’t the bandit. Ted Lang—”

“Cut out the bluffin’, Fallon,” the
sheriff clipped, and his voice was no
longer a lazy drawl. “I know yuh’re
the jigger who robbed the bank and
killed Ed Sharp. I seen yuh when -
yuh made yore get-away. Yuh're an
Army man, Fallon, and yuh ride like
an Army man, not like a cowboy. Yuh
post like they do in the cavalry, *stead
of stickin’ tight in yore hull like a
cowman.”

“Yuh’re crazy, Sheriff!” Fallon re-
torted. “Mebbe I do ride Army style,
but that’s no proof of yore accusation.
I_” .

“When yuh was gettin’ away from
the bank,” the sheriff went on dogged-
ly, “I slung a bullet after yuh. I fig-
gered I missed. But I see now that
my slug hit the cantle of yore saddle,
It’s still there, Fallon.”

The rancher’s eyes turned ugly.
“It’ll be the costliest mistake o’ yore
life if yuh take me in for this job,
Blake,” he snapped. “I say it was
Ted Lang who did it. I saw him!”

A cold grin crossed the sheriff’s
face.

“Yuh saw him, eh?” he drawled, and
reached into his coat pocket. Draw-
ing out the crumpled telegram that
had been delivered to him that morn-
ing, he handed it to Fallon, “Read
that, Jim.”

ALLON glanced at the scrawled
message. Suddenly he dropped
the paper, and his hand flashed down
to the six-gun holstered on his left
hip. A curse ripped from him.
(Concluded on Page 113)



A TMillion
PONY EXPRESS RIDERS

By SAM MERWIN, JR.
The Saga ‘of cAmerica’s INeighborhood Leaders

NDER lowering autumn skies, some-
where in the vast prairies of Nebraska,
a light, lean rider, brown and hard as the
whipcord his tanned skin resembled, waited
impatiently at a tiny frontier post beside
an equally impatient horse. The mount
pawed the ground and whinnied in his de-
sire to be off.

“He’s a-comin’ now,” said the hostler,
squinting for better vision. “See that there
speck of dust to the southeast.”

“I see it,” said the rider,

His impatience increased if anything as
the cloud of dust grew larger, finally re-
vealed the galloping horse that was cre-
ating it. Still a quarter of a mile away, the
rider waved his hat in salute.

“He looks all-fired excited about some-
thin’,” said the hostler, chewing a huge
cut of tobacco meditatively. “’Pears to
have somethin’ on his mind.”

Seconds later, the rider had pulled up.
His horse was pantmg for breath and his
flanks were flecked with lather as the sad-
dle-bags were lifted from his back. and
transferred to the fresh mount.

“It looks like war, gents!” called his
rider, whose face was covered with sweat-
streaked dust in a solid layer. “Good luck,
Tim. Easy ridin’.”

“I ain’t a-ridin’ easy,” said the relay
horseman, swinging into the saddle.

With a slap of his sombrero, he spurred
his horse, which was off in another cloud
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O’er Hill and
Dale,
Through Farm
and
Grazing Land,
These Modern
Town Criers
Carry
the News of
America’s
War Effort
to All
Corners of
the Country!

of dust that floated in the dry air long
after the horse that had kicked it up had
passed.

News for the West Coast

This was the old Pony Express, which
carried the news of Lincoln’s inauguration
from St. Joseph, Missouri, the western tele-
graph terminal in 1860, to San Francisco,
taking a mere seven days and seventeen
hours to reach the West Coast. This beat
regular Pony Express time by two days
and seven hours, was more than twenty-
six days faster than the hitherto staple But-
terfield’s Overland Stage Line.

The Pony Express, a government mail
service which was inaugurated in 1860
when the Civil War was threatening, made
an indelible mark on American history in
the brief sixteen months of its existence.
Early in 1862, the telegraph line, by dint
of superhuman efforts, was extended across
the Cordilleras, and the romantic Pony
Express was disbanded.

There are many facts about this famous
means of conveying news and vital infor-
mation which are of extreme interest. In
the first place, its riders didn’t use ponies,
as is generally supposed. Instead, they
rode small, wiry horses, selected for their
stamina and speed. In the second place,
the Pony Express riders had few brushes
with Indians, romantic stories to the con-
trary. The Indians found such speedy
single armed men scarcely worth the risk
of an attack,

Revived—A Great Institution!

And in the third place, the Pony Ex-
press is not dead. It has been revived on

93

such a scale as the postal department of
1860 would have considered strictly out of
this world. The United States Department
of Agriculture Extension Service is oper=
ating today with no less than 1,000,000
Pony Express riders in a fashion designed
to fit the great emergency in which we are
now living.

You may well ask the purpose of this gi-
gantic enrollment of America’s rural citi-
zenry. Its purpose is to spread news vital
to the war effort and spread it fast and
thoroughly to every person in the land.

We like to think of ourselves as an up-
to-the-minute nation. In the thickly settled
areas where daily papers flourish and elec-
tric power permits telephones and radios
in unlimited quantities, we are. It is a
comparatively simple matter to promulgate
news through cities and towns,

But that is only a portion of the Ameri-
can picture. America has 13,000,000 farm
families, a great mass of whom are with-
out modern means of communication,
though vitally bound up in the war effort.
These are the families who produce the
meats and vegetables and timber and plas-
tic ingredients that the United States must
have for her own war effort production
and that of her allies.

A Big Job

When price ceilings are fixed, when
shortages or surpluses develop, it is vital
that these people get the news and get it
quickly. Otherwise, there will be inevitable
bottlenecks both of over- and undersupply
in essential foodstuffs, resulting in short-
ages and waste and loss of farm income,

So, getting news through to every citizen



is a big job. Luckily, the groundwork has
been well laid.” Ever since’ the last, or
first World War, the Agriculture Exten-
sion Service -has been setting up just such
an organization through State and county
officials and local voluntary workers.

The day after Pearl Harbor was bombed
by our little yellow “friends,” Extension
headquarters in Washington was in direct
telephonic communication with its State
Directors in each of our forty-eight states.
These men immediately got in touch with
some 3,000 county Extension oificers.

The latter, in turn, were able to get into
contact with 752,289 men, women and
young people who were accepted and func-
tioning unpaid leaders in their various com-
munities. Without exception, they were
veterans in getting neighborhood coopera-
tion among farm folk, in obtaining rural
response to government suggestions and
passing this response back up the line,

Community Work Vital

The Extensien Service wants two leaders
to every twenty families, This means the
enrollment of an army of 800,000 leaders
in a quarter of a million farm districts and
300,000 block leaders in 150,000 rural non-
farm units. Field officers for this domestic
army will be 90,600 community chairmen
in 45,008 rural communities.

- A community may be highly centralized,
or it may be scattered all over the local
map. Its various “sets” or cliques may
have little to do with one another beyond

- attending the same churches or sending
their children to the same schools. These
conditions are receiving all due considera-
tion.

Local experts are making out the boun-
daries of the various neighborhoods.
Neighbors are considered as such if they
live within easy walking distance of one
another and have at least one social bond
in common., When a neighborhood numbers
more than twenty families, more than two
leaders must be selected. But it must have
{lw;)deven if it numbers less than ten house-

olds. - :

One Woman’s Contribution

Neighborhood leaders, like county lead-
ers, must be a man and a woman., While
the men are in charge of studying how best
te make local crops fit the government
needs as well as local pocketbooks, women’s
work is equally vital. Victory gardens
must be organized and watched, under-
standing of price control orders spread,
and the national salvage campaign de-
veloped.

Mrs. B, L. Allison, a neighborhood leader
cf Giddens, Arkansas, has won citation for

her work in this line. With seventeen farm
families in her district, she has all of them
going all out in their war effort.

‘Her district has promised to raise 1,835
chickens and fifty dairy cows, to can 4,635
quarts of fruit and 3,285 quarts of vege-
tables, to dehydrate 3,455 pounds of vege-
tables and produce, 4,400 pounds of meat.
They’ll undoubtedly top this promised
total if early indications mean anything.

Mrs. Allison, an expert on canning and
horticulture, is constantly on hand for
consultation services, and has set an ex-
ample with a fine garden and a record-
breaking amount of canning herself.

She led her community and a great many
others in the aluminum drive, assembling
sixty-five pounds of the precious light
metal along with half a ton of scrap iron
and fifty-five pounds of rubber.

To help out the rubber shortage, she
acts as a sort of clearing agent for all
farmers in her community, obtaining and
delivering phosphate for fertilizers as well
as doing a large part of the local marketing
and purchasing. She has to]ld her neigh-
bors to let her know when they want any-
thing, and when they do, she gets it for
them,

Mrs. Allison is not only one in a million,
she’s one of a million as well. Under the
guidance of this home army, American
agriculture is doing its bit to win the war
with almost 6,000,000 farm gardens at the
end of 1942, increased health measures and
a much greater drive for self-sufficiency.

The Home Army Marches On

Meeting of neighborhood groups, of
neighborhood leaders, county leaders and
State leaders are in session all of the time,
ironing out local production problems,
listening to suggestions and acting on
them. This army takes orders from the
bottom as well as from the top in a man-
ner truly democratic.

Meanwhile, the United States Depart-
ment of Agriculture uses the radio, news-
papers, magazines, motion pictures and ex-
hibits on a national scale to explain its de-
mands on American farmers in a gigantic
program that puts to shame the most
strenuous efforts of peacetime advertisers.

But where the radio, newspapers, maga-
zines, motion pictures and exhibits fail to
reach, where the Bible and the Sears Roe-
buck catalogue still comprise the family
library along with an occasional tattered
seed or fertilizer catalogue—there the mil-
lion Pony Express Riders of 1943 are do-
ing their stuff. And they’re doing it as
thoroughly and as patriotically as are the
members of our armed services they sup-
port so staunchly.

Follow the Exciting Adventures of the West’s Most Fearless Trio of Lawmen —
Steve Reese, Hank Ball and Dusty Trail — in Gripping Book-Length Novels
in Every Issue of RANGE RIDERS WESTERN—10c at all Stands!
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Ginger clutched frantically af leaves and branches as she felt herself falling

TWO0 HEADS ARE BETTER

By HAZEL STEINSIEK

Ginger Malone went to fetch some cattle rustlers, fell
down hard, and got some sense tnto her pretty red head!

ONTEMPT—that was the
word to describe the way she
felt about Timothy Riling
right now, Ginger Malone decided.
She deliberately moved a couple of
inches along the step away from him

95
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so she wouldn’t be so conscious of his
nearness.

She didn’t look at him. If she
looked at him, she couldn’t be sure
what she might say. So she gazed
sternly at the moon which hung mo-
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tionless above the dark outline of the
eastern range.

Finally she said, “I won’t let myself
love a man who hasn t any ambition at
all, Tim.”

“Meanin’ me?” There was laughter
in his voice, as there always was when
she was trying to be serious with him.

“Maybe.” Ginger kept her voice
steady with an effort. “It’s up to you.
But you do seem so—satisfied with
things as they are, Tim. Sometimes I
think you’re just—"

“Plain lazy,” Tim finished for her,
and laughed again. “But you're in
love with me just the same, You just
won’t admit it, that’s all.”

“I’'m net—" Ginger began stubborn-
ly, but Tim moved suddenly and took
her in his arms, turning her face so
that she must look at him. The moon-
light glinted on his hair and his eyes
darkened strangely as he bent his
head. All her resistance fled,‘as it al-
ways did when he kissed her.

“Now tell me you don’t love me,”
he whispered softly.

“I can’t say that,” Ginger admitted.
“But I don’t want to love you.” Tired-
ly she laid her head on his shoulder.
“Anyway, not yet. Not until I'm sure
of you, Tim.”

“And you’re not sure of me? Why?”
he asked quietly.

INGER glanced at him and her

heart gave a queer, half-fright-
ened jump. Yet she hesitated only a
moment.

“It’s just that—I don’t know what
kind of a man you really are, Tim. I
mean—when I told you about those
rustlers this afternoon, you just
laughed and said I had no business
being off in the mountains alone. You
didn’t even secem interested. And
you're a deputy sheriff, Tim—and
catching rustlers is—" she halted in
confusion because Tim had moved
abruptly away. 2

“It may interest you to know,” he
said slowly, “that I saw those fellas

myself. I saw you, too.” He got out
the makings and began to build a ciga-
rette, “I watched you all the time you
were crawlin’ down the ridge and I
could see you on that ledge you
thought you were hidden on.” Tim
paused to light his cigarette. “You
were a perfect target,” he finished
flatly.

“You saw them? And me, too?
W-where were you?” Ginger stam-
mered.

“In a thicket not far from the van,”
Tim told her impersonally. “I’ve seen
them before, too. Last week, over on
the Circle V and twice before that.”

Ginger stared at him in complete
bewilderment.

“And you let them get away?” she -
asked incredulously. “But—Tim—
thy-‘”

A vagrant breeze rustled the leaves
of the moon vine by the steps, stirred
Ginger’s auburn curls and was gone
before Tim answered,

“Look, honey,” he said slowly,
“there’s things about this situation
you don’t understand. Suppose you
stop worryin’ about it and let me han-
dle it my way.”

“Your way!” Ginger snapped impa-
tiently. “By the time you get through
handling it your way, every rancher in
the Valley will be broke!”

Tim laughed shortly,

“They’re goin’ to be broke, any-
way,” he said, “unless they stop bor-
rowin’ money from Clint Nichols.”

“Is that so!” Ginger’s smoldering
impatience flared into anger. “You're
just jealous of Clint,” she said hotly,
“because everyone likes him—and be-
cause he’s making money !”

“Loan sharks usually do,” Tim re-
turned dryly. “Especially the nice, de-
pendable bankers who collect ranches
as a hobby.”

The sound of hoofbeats cut in on
the quiet night,

“And—speak of the devil—" Tim
went on, “that rider comin’ down the
lane from town has a mighty expen-
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sive squeak in his saddle leather, don’t
you think?”

Clint Nichols himself at that mo-
ment was turning into the path lead-
ing to the ranchhouse.

Tim got up lazily and threw away
his cigarette.

“I think I'll leave him a clear field
for the moment,” he said. Then he
suddenly bent down and kissed Ginger
lightly on the tip of her nose. “But
just for the moment, remember!” he
warned her.

“Wait, Tim.” Hurriedly, Ginger
rose and caught at his arm. “Those
men left eight yearlings in the corral.”

“Yeah,” Tim said.

“They’ll be back after them, won’t
they?” she asked. “If they took the
beef to Canyon City this afternoon,
they can 't make it back before morn-
ing—

“Now listen, Ginger,” Tim inter-
rupted softly, but with a curtness in
his voice she had never heard before,

»

“forget those rustlers! They’re my -

worry, not yours! And don t tell any-
one about them, not even”—he paused
briefly—‘‘good, old, dependable Clint!
And you stay home tomorrow—under-
stand ?”

E WAS gone before she could

. answer him,

Ginger was still standing there,
fuming with anger at Tim when Clint
came up the path and dismounted be-
side her.

“Seems to me Tim left in a hurry,”
he said amusedly. “I didn’t interrupt
a quarrel, did I?”

Clint Nichols was a big man with
a rugged, bronzed face under smooth,
black hair, dressed always in quietly
expensive clothing, always friendly,
always quiet-voiced and courteous.

How silly it was of Tim, Ginger
thought, to hint that Clint was inter-
ested in her! He was nice to every-
one. And as for his deliberately mak-
ing money off the ranchers, that was
even more ridiculgus. Bankers were

e

supposed to loan money. &

Tim was just jealous because Clint
was making himself important in the
community. Why, there was talk go-
ing around that Clint could be elected
Senator if he wanted to be. Of course,
unless Tim changed a good deal, he
probably never would be anything
more than a deputy sheriff.

Thinking of all this now, Ginger
sighed and said absently:

“Hello, Clint. No, Tim never quar«
rels with anyone. He just gives or=
ders in a nice way and leaves before I
can think up an answer.”

Clint laughed and patted her shoul«
der.

“I’d think it was a mistake,” he said
lightly, “to give a redhead orders. Is
your father at home?”

“In the office, I think. ]ust go on in,
Clint. He’s expecting you.’

The screen door closed softly as he
went into the house, but Ginger stayed
on alone in the moonlight.

“Well, it’s a mistake,” she told her-
self grimly, “to give this redhead or=
ders, anyway. If Tim thinks I'm just
going to stay home and not do any- .
thing about those rustlers, he’s got a
few more things to learn about me—
yetrl’

* ® * x *

“If those rustlers don’t get here
pretty soon,” Ginger thought impa-
tiently, “I’ll be dead of thirst when
they do come.”

She had been lying uncomfortably
on a limb in the big cottonwood since
dawn. Now the sun rose leisurely into
a brassy sky and there was still no
sign of the van. Below, in the little
corral, the yearlings milled about rest=
lessly, and although Ginger kept tell-
ing herself stubbornly that she wasn’t
afraid, not really afraid, she couldn’t
help becoming increasingly aware of
the vast loneliness surrounding her.

“Maybe I should have obeyed Tim,”
she thought worriedly. “Or told Dad
and Clint about this last night so they
could have organized a posse.”
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Suddenly her slender body tensed
against the limb as she lifted her head,
listening breathlessly. . ., Somewhere
along the road in the distance, the
sound of an approaching motor pulsed
into the morning air! Panic shook her
for a moment until she remembered
the .44 she had brought with her, and
she pulled it from the heolster.

The feel of the gun was reassuring,
and she relaxed into a watchful still-
ness. “Besides,” she told herself, “if I
think I can’t handle them alone, they
won’t have to know I'm up here.”

HERE were only two men in the

van when it slid stealthily into
the clearing and stopped almost di-
rectly beneath her. Both were middle-
aged, dirty and unshaven, They were
streamlined versions of the old-time
cattle thief, but they wore their guns
in the old-fashioned way and Ginger
realized that it would be a man-sized
job to take them,

“I could do with a little sleep,” one
of them said sullenly, as he got out of
the van. “I'm gettin’ tired of this,
Slim. I think I'd ruther be on my
own—"

“You’d be a danged fool to step out
of this set-up now,” the tall man cut
in impatiently. “Show me an honest
cowhand that doesn’t lose sleep. And
they take orders same as we do, don’t
they? And they don’t git a commis-
sion,” he added significantly. He
slapped the other man on the shoul-
der. “Them yearlin’s are waitin’.”

“. ... time you work at this as long
as I have . ..” the small man’s words
trailed off sourly.

Above them, Ginger’s brown eyes
were puzzled at first, but as they
talked on, the meaning of their con-
versation became clear to her. These
men were enly two of an organized
gang. They had a boss. Which meant
that even if these two were captured,
the man, er men, behind them would
still be unknown!
~ “Maybe this was why Tim didn’t...
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Maybe he . ..” Her thoughts whirled .

confusedly, but as she watched them
slaughter the first yearling, she forgot
everything in her anger. These men
could be made to talk, couldn’t they?
Why hadn’t Tim thought of that?

She waited grimly until they were
lifting the carcass into the van, raised
the .44—and gasped in astonishment!

“Nice work, boys!” It was Tim’s
voice! “Turn around slow and keep
’em up!”

Ginger went weak with relief. So
he hadn’t failed her, after all! He
stood just outside the thicket to the
left and he was grinning in the lazily
careless, familiar way. But she no-
ticed proudly that there was nothing
careless in the way he held his guns.

“Just drop the hardware on the
ground,” Tim commanded pleasantly.

The men obeyed, suddenly tossing
their weapons into the space before
him,

“Okay,” then said Tim. “Now get in
the van and beat it!”

The men were startled. Ginger lis-
tened in sudden furious bewilderment.

“You heard me,” Tim snapped. “Get
goin’ while the goin’s good!”

“No!” Ginger yelled angrily. “You’re
not going to—let them—" She jerked
up quickly on the limb, then her
words ended in a strangled cry. Some-
how she was clutching frantically at
leaves and branches. The gun dropped
and the twigs came loose in her hand
as she felt herself falling. Pain
crashed through her head in a searing
streak when she struck the earth, and
then . ., . darkness.

1

& * * * ®

Someone said, “I don’t like it. I
don’t like it at all. Stealin’ cattle is

one thing, but this is kidnapin’. We

git a kidnapin’ rap hangin’ over us, an’
where’ll we be?”

Another voice laughed, and said
with a kind of harsh impatience,
“Right where we are, Slim. Stop wer-

29
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Ginger opened her eyes slightly and
peered cautiously through her lashes.
Her head ached with a steady, pound-
ing throb, and though the bunk on
which she lay was in a shadowy cor-
ner, the yellow glow of the kercsene
lamp was like a sudden blow across
her eyes. But she kept them open and
looked steadily at the two men whe
sat at a table near the door. They were
the men who had driven the van.
GINGER closed her eyes weakly

as a tired, sick feeling of utter
defeat came over her. Where was Tim?
Why hadn’t he captured these men
when he had the chance? These ques-
tions beat dully through the throbbing
waves of pain. It was all so confusing,
too much for her to figure out, and she
decided to ask the men what had hap-
pened.

But before words could be formed
in the drymness of her throat, she be-
came aware that the men were strange-
ly silent. She opened her eyes and
saw that they were sitting motionless,
tense, as if listening for something.

“May I have some water?” she
asked. They both swung around to
stare at her. Then the tall man got to
his feet and jerked his head,

“Get her a drink,” he said curtly.
“T’Il tend to this.” He went outside
the cabin.

The other man brought Ginger some
water in a tin cup. She drank grate-
fully, and then tried to sit up.

“Take it easy, sis,” the man said.

Ginger lay back and looked up at
him.

“What happened to Tim?” she
asked. Then hesitantly she added, “Is
he—a member of this gang?”

The man stood there a moment,
looking at her without interest or
emotion, Then he said again:

“Take it easy, sis.”

He went out of the .cabin, barring
the door on the outside.

But Ginger didn’t care what hap-
pened now. She thought dully, “If

(Continued on page 101)

4 N.ILA. Training Helps Sergeant
“Make Good” in Writing Field

“That N.L.A. furnished me with
enlightenment is easily seen by a
flock of clippings. Many are
¢ straight stories published locally,
but two are ‘box’ features gleaned
from Army life, and syndicated
by Associated Press. World War
II keeps me busy. I am on the
staff of our camp weekly and fre-
quently do a publicity story for
the Army.”—8gt. Howard Francis
Elliott, U, 8. Army,

- What makes
WRITING ability GROW?

For a number of years, the Newspaper Institute of Amer~
ica has been giving free Writing Aptitude Tests to men and
women with literary ambitions.

Sometimes it gseems half the people in America who are
fired with the desire to write have taken advantage of this
offer to measure their ability.

What the tests show

Up to date, no one who could be called a “born writer”
has filled out our Writing Aptitude Test. We have not yet
digcovered a single individual miraculously endowed by
nature with ell the qualities that go to make up a sue«
cessful author.

One aspirant has interesting ideas—and a dull, uninter-
‘esting style. Aneother has great creative imagination but is
woefully weak on structure and technique. “A third has a
natural writing knack—yet lacks judgment and knowledge
of human behavior. In each case, success can come only
after the missing links have been forged in.

Here, then, is the principal reasen why so many promis«
ing writers fail to go ahead. Their talent is one-gided—
incomplete. It needs rounding out.

Learn to write by writing

EWSPAPER Institute training is based en journalism—contint-

ous writing—the sort of training that turns out more successful

writers than aby other experience. Many of the authors of today’s
“‘best sellers’”” are newspaper-trained men and women,

One advantage of our New York Copy Desk Method is that it startg!
you writing and keeps you writing in your ewn home, on your ewn
time. Week by week, you receive actual assignments just as if you
were right at work on a great meiropolitan daily.

All your writing is mdlwdually corrected md criticized by veteran
new authors. They

writers with years_ of experience ‘breaking in’’
will peint out those faults of style, strue-
ture or viewpoint that keep you from pro-
gressing. At the same time, they will give
you constructive suggestions “for building up

WAR MAKES

and developing your natural aptitudes.
In fact, so stimulating is this associa-
tion that student members often begin to
sell thoir work before they finish the eourse.
e do not mean to insinuate that they sky-
socket into the “‘big money,” er become
prominent, overnight. Most beginnings are
made with earnings of $25, $50, $100, or
mare, for material that takes little time to

WRITERS

Every war has
launehed or marked
he turning goint in
he careers of innu-
reat au-

as
rence Stallings,
Willa Cather, Ern-

write—stories, articles: on business, fads, est Hemingway,
travels, sports, recipes, civilian defenge, Edna Ferber, Irvin
war activities, etc.—things that can easily 8. Cobb, Fannie
be turned out in leisure hours, and often Hurst.

on the impulse of the moment.

For those who want to | owress YOUR-
know—PFree writing LESALA LT

Test. Special terms
and privileges for
u Service Men.

apiitude test

If you really want to know the truth
about your writing ambitions, send for
our interesting Writing Apmude Test.
This searching test of your native abilities is free—entirely without
obligation. Fill in and send the coupon. Newspaper Institute of
America,.Ono Park Ave., New York. (Founded 1925)

- D B PR D Ean SN G EN =R G &R
Newspaper Institute of Ameriea
One Park Avenue, New York
Send me, without cost or obligation, your Writing

Aptitude Test and further information about writ«
| ing for profit.

Miss
Mrg. }
Mr.
Address.
¢AlL

Copyrigm 1941 Newspaper Institute of America
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No salesman will call on you.)
94B433




AMERICA’S SUPREME TASK

A Message to the
Home Front

By
LT. GEN. BREHON
SOMERVELL

HIS WAR is going to be won

I by fighting men—by men on

blazing deserts, on northern
wastes; by men fighting in the air and
on scattered seas. Wherever the
enemy is, our fighting men will attack
and attack until victory is won.

The supreme task of all behind
the battle lines is to provide the guns,
the tanks, the planes, the ships, the
equipment to make our fighting men
strong and irresistible. They can fight
and win, if we are certain that no
second is lost in producing and send
ing them the weapens and the sup-
plies so urgently needed now and un-
til the final shot is fired that destroys
the Axis.

A long, hard struggle faces us.
Some few still talk despairingly of the
need for greater sacrifices, of the little
things that we must forego, of
changes in the everyday habits of
life of the civilian population.

Those at home, in factories, in
fields, in the thousands of jobs the na-
tional effort requires, are demonstrat

ing every day through selfless service
their willingness and determination
to concentrate all energies on winning
the war.

The spirit of America is one of our
greatest assets. It stems from an abid-
ing faith in our way of life which we
shall preserve and expand. This spirit
is an asset which the whip-driven
Axis powers do not possess, and never
can. Only free men and women can
own such a precious treasure.

You on the home front and we in
the Army are a team. Our goal is
victory. Let us not delude ourselves.
We haven’t had too much success so
far. Let us not indulge in the luxury
of wishful thinking. Our foe is strong
and resourceful. This is no Saturday
afternoon football game. It is a grim
and deadly business.

Sweat, fortitude, unfailing devo-
tion to daily tasks, no matter how
trivial they may seem—these are the
ingredients of victory.

Our fighting men are on the march
in farflung regions of the world,
striking with unexampled courage at
the enemy. They won't fail you.

Give "em firepower!

LT. GEN. BREHON SOMERVELL,
Services of Supply,
p Commanding,



TWO HEADS ARE BETTER
(Continued from page 99)

Tim isn’t with them—if he wasn’t,
then he’s dead. They killed him and
brought me here. And if that is what
happened, it’s all my fault. If I'd
stayed out of it, he wouldn’t have been
killed. And if Tim is dead, nothing
else matters at all. . , .”

Tim ... Tim . . . with his darling,
darling impudent grin . ., “you stay
home tomorrow—understand?” Tim’s
voice said in her memory, and
“. ... leave him a clear field for the
moment, but just for the moment, re-
member !”

But not just for the moment, Tim
2. just for forever.; ..,

HEN suddenly, she heard the door

unbarred, it swung open slowly,
and a man stumbled into the room. He
stood there swaying, looking uncer-
tainly about, blinking.

“Ginger, are you—" he began weak-
ly, then sat down quickly in a chair.

“Clint!’ Ginger gasped. “What’s
happened? You’ve been hurt! What
are you doing here?”

Clint Nichols looked up and man-
aged a weak smile. His clothing was
disheveled, and there was a rapidly
swelling, ugly bruise on his right
temple. '

“I’ll be okay in a minute,” he told
her. “Are you all right, Ginger?”

Ginger sat up and stared at him.

“Yes, but I don’t understand. What
are you—"

“l was in a restaurant in Canyon
City,” Clint interrupted. “I heard two
men talking in the next booth about
what happened at the line camp this
morning. I listened, and when they
left, I followed them.” He stopped
and grinned ruefully. “It didn’t occur
to me that they’d have a lookout.” He
rubbed the bruise on his temple and
winced.

There was ene thing Ginger must
know.

[Turn pagel
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“Did you hear them say anything
about Tim?” she asked anxiously.

Clint got up and came over to
the bunk. She felt his hands on her
shoulders, gentle, yet strong and re-
assuring.

“This will be hard, my dear, Tim
was working with the gang, it seems.
But when he refused to be in on this
kidnaping there was a fight. ... Tim
was killed.”

Ginger looked at him for a leng,
stunned moment. Then it was true!
She hadn’t wanted to believe it, but in
the face of this proof ...

Her voice, when she spoke sounded
remote to her own ears.

“What is going to happen to us,
Clint?” she asked dully.

The gentle pressure on her shoul-
ders tightened, but he spoke calmly
enough. :

“A question of money,” said Clint.
“I have it. There’s nothing to worry
about.”

“That’s right!” a voice interrupted
‘mockingly from the door., “There’s
not a thing for Ginger to worry
about!”

LINT NICHOLS whirled, Ginger

sat suddenly upright. Tim stood
in the doorway and his face was grim,
whiter than the bandage around his
head.

Clint said in a queer, taut voice, “So
you weren’t—" and stopped abruptly.

“No,” said Tim. “I’'m not. And you
needn’t expect your men, because
we've got them. I had it planned for
tonight, anyway, so I guess Ginger
being mixed up in it doesn’t make a
lot of difference.” Tim laughed then
and his laugh was not pleasant, *“Your
men weren’t so good, Clint. We just

went around to your &udeouts and col-
lected them.”

“Tim,” Ginger began in a shaky
whisper, “you don’t understand.
Clint’s a prisoner, too. He—

Tim laughed again.

“Good old dependable Clint to the

rescue, huh?
panned out.”

Clint Nichol’s arm moved spas-
modically, but Tim’s gun swept up.

“Don’t try it, Clint!” he warned, As
far as I'm concerned, this .45 is all the
jury you need, anyway!”

“Tim—" Ginger wh1spered but the
room dipped crazily in a swirl of yel-
low light and it was easier to let go
and relax into the darkness,

It wasn’t until the next day that
Ginger got things straight finally. She
and Tim were sitting together on the
ranchhouse porch in the early morn-
ing sunshine. “But Tim,” Ginger
asked, “how on earth did you know
Clint was leader of the rustlers?”

“Oh, I suspected him for some time,
and then when I saw him in town the
other day, talkin’ to Slim and a couple
of other men, I was sure of him, We
just needed a little more evidence.”

He came closer to Ginger, slipped
his arm through hers.

“You almost gummed things up, be-
cause you weren’t willin’ to wait until
I could work things out my own way,”
he said. “Falling out of that tree
nearly wrecked everything. I was
goin’ to let the men lead me to Clint
and round them all up together. But
when you came sashayin’ off that
branch, it got me off balance, and
them two hombres jumped me like I
was a bawlin’ dogey. They thought
they’d cashed my chips for sure.”

He rubbed the bandage that packed
the bullet ridge on the side of his head.

“I guess women just ought not med-
dle in things they don’t understand,”
Ginger said, brushing. Tim’s hair back
with questing fingers.

“That’s plumb smart thinking,” Tim
laughed, “but the way it worked out,
you helped matters. Clint, thinking
he had everythin’ taken care of, came
right out into the open, so now we got
him for kidnapin® as well as rustlin’.”

Ginger sighed contentedly.

“I guess two heads are better at any-
thing,” she said, and added, “Even if

A good stunt if it'd
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they’re all bandaged up.”

“I’'m worse,” Tim bragged outrage-
ously, “I have the bigger bandages.”

It was wonderful to hear the easy,
natural laughter in Tim’s voice again,
Ginger thought swiftly, remembering
the flat, deadly coldness of his tone in
the bad dream which was last night.
The bad dream was over now.

“I’'m worse,” she contradicted
promptly. “I lock sillier.”

“You look beautiful and you know
t,” Tim told her calmly, and added,
with complete irrelevance, “I’ve
bought us a ranch.”

“You’ve bought—us—a ranch?”

“Why, sure. Bid you think I wanted
to be a deputy sheriff all my life?”
Tim grinned.

Yes, Ginger thought guiltily, but
she didn’t think so any more. And
wouldn’t ever again.

“You haven’t asked me to marry
yeu—" she began.

“Nope,” Timinterrupted cheerfully,
pulling her into his arms. “I’'m net
askin’ you—I'm tellin’ you, honey !”

And that was all right with Ginger,
too.
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barbed wire fence was cut in Texas, but it
is known that there was keen and active
opposition to the new device from the very
first. Fence cutting began in isolated cases
and spread rapidly. In 1882 the practice
was being brought to public attention, the
Drovers Journal of Chicago was quoted as
saying that the eriginal fence cutter was an
old Indian fighter, who could not under-
stand that cattle raisers had a right to
fence their lands which he such a short
number of years before helped reclaim
from the Indians.

One Texas newspaper editor stated that
it was a well known fact that the first
fence cut was in Frio county and belonged
to the Hawkeye Cattle Company and that
it was Bigfoot Wallace who worked up
the people to do the cutting.

By 1883 fence cutting was becoming
- more and more a problem, The Adjutant
General of Texas, under whom served the
various companies of Texas Rangers, in his
report for that year, stated that fence cut-
ting was a widespread, deep-seated species
of lawlessness existing along the frontier
and in many of the older and interior coun-
ties.

Done by “Persons Unknown”

The local authorities were powerless,
public sentiment was apparently in favor
of the fence cutter, the lawlessness was
done at night and by “persons unknown.”
Adjutant General W. H. King, made a per-
sonal visit to the northern and northwest-
ern portions of the state where the prac-
tice seemed to be the most violent.

The trouble continued to grow by leaps
and bounds, Large and small pastures alike
were visited by fence cutters in the “wilds
of the West,” and in the populous districts
of Central Texas, according to one news-
paper editor, who stated that such a condi-
tion of disorder and vielence was not the
outgrowth of the settlement of the fron-
tier, neither was it the assertion of the
rights of the poorer classes trampled upon
by the greedy cattle kings.

One paper even stated that the fence
cutters claimed that the governor was in
sympathy with them. ILand or pasture
owners became desperate after seeing their
property destroyed time after time, The
Governor of Texas more than once heard
the appeal, “For God’s sake do something.”
Newspapers daily reported more cases of
fence destruction. Excitement spread
everywhere,

The cattle rustlers showed “great aver-
sion” to barbed wire for it, in a measure,
interfered with their business. A wire
fence was said to be antagonistic to cow
stealing as it obstructed the night trail.

One Travis county cattleman one morn-
ing found his fence cut in several places,
Quite a drove of his cattle had been driven
off during the night and in one place where
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the fence was cut there was affixed to a
fence post a crude note which read, “We
are agin these damned fences. Last nite we
ruined a good hoss, worth more than any
five head of cattle we took. We'll keep
cuttin’ your dam’ wire as fast as you put
it up.” It was simply signed “The gang.”

“Fifth Columnists”

Although at the time of the fence cutting
war in Texas, the phrase “Fifth Column-
ist” was uncoined and unknown, never-the-
less, according to one newspaper reporter,
they seemed to be there in the form of
the cowboy himself. This correspondent
referred to wrote as follows:

“Just now the principal mania of the
‘nester’ seems to be for whittling up wire
fences enclosing the property of his ancient
enemy, the stockman. In this sanguinary
undertaking he receives no inconsiderable
assistance from the cowboy, who with the
cattle behind the wire finds himself in the
desolate condition of Othello. The one
mourns an occupation, the other an occupa-
tion gone. There is scarcely a big pasture
in this entire country that has not been
summarily opened and in some instances
many miles of wire have been cut, literally
shaved to pieces. And to complete the
wreck, oftentimes the posts are pulled up
and burned!”

During the worst part of the drouth in
August and September in 1883, it was re-
ported generally that cattle in the West
were dying for the want of water and
fences were cut to allow them to obtain it.

As an example, the pasture fence of Bart
and Luke Moore on the Tehuacana River,
east of Waco, was cut and a placard signed
by “The Owls” was left on a post at the
gap. The notice stated in effect that if the
owners persisted in fencing that pasture,
which contained the only water on the

_range, that “The Owls” would catch them.

An Epidemic of Lawlessness

The drouth was one cause of fence cut-
ting, but in the majority of cases it seemed
to be rather just a spread of an epidemic of
lawlessness. Rail fences were torn down,
the rail burned and sheep were killed and
the herders whipped. All property owners
became uneasy. The mania for wanton de-
struction of property was shown in the
case of Louis Overhall in Coleman county,
who, fearing that his fences would soon be
cut, publicly announced that he was going
to take down his wire fences and spool
the wire, but before he could do so, his
entire line of fences was cut to pieces.

Another cause for fence cutting was the
desire for free grass. There were some cat-
tlemen who owned thousands of head of
cattle, but no land. They had let their cat-
tle run wild on the unfenced ranges and
with the free range being bought up and
fenced they had no place for their cattle



to graze, and most of this class of cattle-
men having all their money invested in
cattle, had none left with which to buy
land, hence if they continued in the cattle
business they must have some kind of
range at least for a time until they could
adjust their business to meet the situation.

It was what one might call squally times }

in the great Cattle State and with fence

cutting crimes diverting the attention of

the law, other crimes flourished.

Sam Bass

It was ]ust three years after the advent
of barbed wire fences and fence cutting
had just gotten away to a good start when
Sam Bass, the noted Texas outlaw, fell be-
fere the lawmen’s guns at Round Rock, but
Sam could never be accused of fence cut-
ting. Train and bank robbing was his
specialty. He considered himself above
mere cattle stealing, but it is doubtful if
he could have withstood or would have
tried to withstand the temptation of steal-
ing a good horse, especially if the horse
were a fast one. He was a great lover of
fast horses and owned and raced one of the
fastest quarter horses Texas has ever
known. She was called simply, “The Den-
ton Mare,” and Sam won many races and
quite a sum of money racing her in dif-
ferent parts of the state and in the In-
dian Territory, but while Sam Bass was
killed early in the period of the Texas
fence cutting war there were plenty of
other outlaws who took advantage of the
fact that practically every available officer
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in the state was busy trying to do some-
thing about fence cutting, and perpetrated
their crimes without much fear of being
caught.

A Letter from John N. Garner

Among the many letters that poured in
to the Governor and Adjutant General ask-
ing for help in apprehending fence cutters
was one from John N. Garner, then a youn
county judge of Uvalde County, but most o
the latter generation remembered him main-
ly as Vice President of our United States.
Garner in his letter, after reciting the
crimes of fence cutters in many parts of
the county, -asked only if three Texas
Rangers could be spared to ferret out and
run down the guilty parties in an area
much larger than the area that is policed
by more than ten thousand:-New York po-
lice, and such a letter from a man like
John Garner was a great tribute to the
courage and ability of the Rangers.

An idea of the persistence of the fence
cutters was shown in Garner’s letter in
which he told of the fence of Francis
Smith & Co., the fence being cut for
miles almost as soon as it was erected,
then within less than ten days after it
was rebuilt cut again. It was rebuilt and
cut the third time all within a short space
of time,

In Brown County, Texas, the fences of
one cattle company were cut and broken
down, it was declared, at least fifty times
within five months, and the company was
notified by letters signed “White Cappers”
that their stock would be poisoned, the
cattlemen killed and their ranch houses
dynamited if they persisted in fencmg the
grass land.

Worked in Squads

In many instances the fence cutters
worked in squads or groups and openly
depending upon the force of numbers and
the power of their many siz-guns for their
own protection, they cut fences in broad
daylight, shoved their guns into the ribs
of men repairing cut fences and made
them desist from such repairs. They so
awed some cattlemen that they were afraid
to have their fences remain and so took
them down and rolled the barbed wire
upon spools,

Then out of chaos came law and order,
not suddenly, but gradually, and the Texas
Rangers had a great hand in bringing about
that law and order. Rangers playing the
part of cowboys and farm laborers actu-
ally obtained jobs in sections where fence
cutting was at its worst.

They guarded fences at night, and many

{1 were the fence cutters who died in the

act, felled by the rangers’ bullets, while
the rangers shp{md quietly away from the
scene of the killings to retain their jobs
and to keep their identity a secret so that
they might prepare to catch other fence
cutters and gradually they got the fence
cutters, in a measure, on the run,

The law-abiding citizens then took more



courage and were a greater help in stamp-
ing out the menace.

Great Detectives

Those old-time Texas Rangers were not
only brave and rugged lawmen, but while
many of them had hardly enough education
to write a readable letter back to Head-
quarters, they were great detectives, al-
ways on the alert and never too talkative.

Those Rangers who came after those of
the fence cutting era were good men, and
colorful right on down the line to Bill
Sterling, Captain Tem Hickman, Frank
Hammer, Dan Hines and many others
whom I am proud to say I knew well and
always counted among my friends, and I
for one will never forgive the great state
of Texas for taking away the colorful name
of Texas Rangers and making them simply
operatives of the State Safety Department.
In my opinion they have spoiled the pic-
ture, have taken away the color of one of
the most genuinely human and colorful
body of peace officers this country has ever
known.

Well, I am glad you called at the bunk-
house, pards, and I hope you will drop
around again, adios.

—FOGHORN CLANCY.
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army, a fortune in gold, secretly contrib-
uted by Southern sympathizers in the
Nevada-California gold mines, was pre-
gared for shipment to the impoverished
outh,

The money was loaded into a_ wagon
train at Virginia City. and placed under
the command of Big John Cudahy. Three
weeks out of Virginia City and headed
south through Nevada and Utah, the en-
tire wagon train vanished frem the face of
the earth, leaving no track or trail. At
almost the same time a troop of Union
cavalrymen with Captain Bill Hayden in
command, disappeared in Utah Territory.

Seven years later a pair of golden eagles
opened up that vanished trail of bloodshed
and violence—led the Rie Kid and his
fighting pards into the strange destiny that
waited them in the Valley of Vanished
Men.

Hunting the murderers of a Prescott
rancher, Bob Pryor—the Rio Kid—and his
faithful Mexican aid, Celestino Mireles,
ride into the bleak, forbidding wastes of
the badlands that form the lair for the
deadly Lash Murratt gang.

Hounded by Bob Pryor’s relentless pur-
suit, and w:tﬁaut food or sleep for three
days, the two murderers, Drag Rodell and
Gyp Maxon, finally shoot down a strange
golden eagle under the watching eyes of
the hidden Murratt owlhoet bunch.

Tied to one of the eagle’s legs is a small
piece of paper. But before Rodell and
Maxon can read its contents gun chaos
breaks over the badlands as the Murratt
gang attacks and the Rio Kid throws him-
self recklessly into the fray.

The outlaws, intent on gunning down
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Rodell and Maxon and getting the mys-
terious paper spot the Rio Kid and recog-
nize him. Then follows a swift and savage
gun battle:

The gang split under a single deadly impulse,
half smashing on toward Rodell and Maxon, the
other half quartering the belly of the hill towald
Pryor and young Mireles.

A hard grin split the Rio Kid’s lips as he pulled
his heavy guns. There were five in the gang cut-
ting him off, but he didn’t swerve his course. He
smashed stx‘ught toward them, Saber stretching
out in a wild blaze of speed.

But he knew he would never reach the crest of
the hill in time. He saw Drag Rodell and Gyp
Maxon whip out their gung, hurling their slugs
frantically. One of the outlaws jerked under the
shock of lead, loogened in his saddle and went
down, but that didn’t dull the savage charge of
Lash Murratt’s killers. Murratt’s harsh shout
drove out.

“Take ’em, boys! And get that paper!”

Fighting desperately " but hopelessly
Maxon is downed by whining slugs and
his body goes skidding through the glow-
ing coals of the campﬁre. Immediately the
paper in the gunman’s hand bursts into
flame. Bob Pryor sees that in a brief flash
of time before he is engulfed in a wave of
smashing lead, as he charges recklessly
toward Murratt’s hirelings:

And it was this same unswerving charge against
superior odds that unsettled the thoughts of the
outlaw gang. Men of their murderous reed were
not accustomed to such a suicidal attack by two
lone men, They bunched together when they
should have fanned out, and because of that they
offered a target the smashmg guns of the Rio Kid
could not miss.

He saw one of his slugs cut a crimson furrow
across the cheek of one of the outlaws. Another of
the gang lurched in his saddle, his scream of agony
ripping through the racket of pounding hoofs and
crashing guns. Lead was churning the air all
around Bob Pryor, ugly whispers of death that
rasped their futile warnings in his ears.

This is only a brief sample of the breath-
[Turn page]
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STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGE-
MENT, CIRCULATION, ETC., REQUIRED BY THE
ACTS OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, 1912, AND
MARCH 38, 19383, of Rio Kid Western, published bi-
monthly at New York, N. Y., for October 1, 1942.
State of New York, County of New York, ss.
Before me, a Notary Public in and for the State and
county aforesaid, personally appeared H. L. Herbert,
who, having been duly sworn aceording to law, deposes
and says that he is the Business Manager of Rio Kid
Western, and that the following is, to the best of
his knowledge and belief, a true statement of the
ownership, management, ete., of the aforesaid publica-
“tion _for the date shown in the above caption, required
by the Act of August 24, 1912, as amended by the Act
of March 3, 1933, embodied in section 537, Postal Laws
and Regulations, printed on the reverse of this form,
to_wit: 1, That the names and addresses of the pub-
lisher, editor, managing €ditor, and business manager
are: Publisher, Better Publieations, Inc., 10 East 40th
Street, New York, N. Y.; Editor, G. B. Farnum,
10 East 40th Street, New York, N. Y.; Managing Edi-
tor, None; Business Manager, H. L. Herbert, 10 East
40th Street, New York, N. Y. 2. That the ewner is:
Better Pnb]ications, Inec.,, 10 East 40th Street, New
York, N. Y.; N. L. Pines, 10 East 40th Street, New
York, N. Y. 3. That the known bondholders, mort-
gagees, and other security holders owning or holding
.1 per cent or more of total améunt of bonds, mortgages,
or other securities are: None. 4. That-the two para-
graphs next above, giving the names of the owners,
stockholders, and seeurity holders, if any, contain not
only the list of stockholders and security holders a8
they appear upon the books of the company but also,”in
cases where the stockholder or security holdér appears
upon the books of the company as trustee or in any

er fidueiary relation, the name of the person or cor-
poration for whom such trustee is acting, is given;
also that the said two paragraphs contain statements
embracing afffant’s full knowledge and belief as to the
cireumstances and conditions under which stockholders
and security holders who do not appear upon the books
‘of the eompany as trustees, hold stock and securities in

capacity other than that of a bona fide owner; and
this affiant has no reagon to believe that any other per-
som, -association, or corporation has any interest direct
or indirect in the said stock, bonds, or other securities
than as so stated by him. H. L. HERBERT, Business
Manager. Sworn to and subscribed before me this 9th
day of October, 1942. Eugene Wechsler, Notary Public.
My commission expires March 30, 1943.

taking sequence of danger which the Rio
Kid is compelled to face in VALLEY OF
VANISHED MEN by C. William Harri-
son, the exciting book-length novel of the
frontier West in the next issue of THE
RIO KID WESTERN.

Yet, even the peril of whining lead from
outlaw guns is as nothing when compared
to the insidious torture of being staked out
to die in the sun, a prey to thirst, devilish
heat—and the greedy hunger of ants.

Bob Pryor learns what torture that can
be when he is captured by Lash Murratt’s
gang, and we’ll let author C. William Har-
rison describe that scene briefly:

Pryor rolled his eyes, and horror squirmed
through his brain. He was staked out near a hill
of large black antg. Already he could see them
stringing out across the ground like a miniature
black army marching toward him,

One of them climbed to the back ef his rope-tied
hand. He shook his hand, but he couldn’t dis-
lodge the ant. He felt the sharp needle-bite in hig
sweaty flesh, and he knew what lay in store for
him. '"Those tiny devils would be swarming all
over him within minutes, turning his body flame-
hot with their biting.

They would crawl over his face and into his eyes
and earg—they could drive a man stark mad in
an heur, but in that hour he would die a thou-
sand deaths.

It was a terrible beginning to a long and
arduous trail into mystery and intrigue and
danger, but Bob Pryor, whose life is a
succession of dangerous risks was not the
man te turn back in the face of trouble.

And when the charred remains of that
burned note from the eagle’s leg reveal it
to be a scrap of a Virginia City newspaper
dated 1862 with the name “Cudahy” on it
and the suggestion of some other writing
as if it were meant as an appeal for help,
Beb Pryor realizes that he must find that
| vanished wagon train.

The Rio Kid and his friends wish to
locate the missing caravan to save the
men and women and children with the out-
fit—if they are still alive! -But Lash Mur-
ratt wants to locate the caravan te get the
golden booty—and he doesn’t care how
many men will die so long as he can get
his greedy hands on it.

A grim and deadly hunt for the hidden
valley which is also a race against time, and
disaster follows. The story of that hunt
and the deadly pattern of evil and intrigue
that awaits Bob Pryor and his fighting
friends in the Utah wilderness that swal-
lowed up the caravan makes next issue’s
novel,” VALLEY OF VANISHED MEN
a sure-ﬁre fiction bet that no reader can
afford to pass up.

And crossing trails with the Rio Kid in
this thrilling story to come alive again
from the flaming pages of Western his-
tory are such- famous%fgures as Ed Schief-
felin, the prospector who made a fortune
out of' the gold strike he named ‘“Tomb-
stone”; Broncho Charlie Miller, pony ex-
press rxder, cowpuncher and bronc-buster
—a man who busted his last bronc at the
age of eighty-one; and Billy Breakenridge,
renowneéd mule-driver, surveyor, Indian
tfighter -and frontier lawman.

Schieffelin, Miller and Breakenridge all
play important roles in VALLEY OF

VANISHED MEN, making it a thrill-
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packed novel from the opening page, as
they join forces with the Rio Kid in his
never-ending battle against lawlessness.

In addition to the headlined movel the
next issue of THE RIO KID WESTERN
will feature the usual roundup of excellent,
fast-action stories of the old West, and
your old friend, Foghorn Clancy, will be
back again with some more entertaining
features in The Bunkhouse.

If you readers enjoy our magazine drop
us a line. Letters and cards with your com-
ments and suggestions are always welcome,
Address all communications to The Editor
THE RIO KID WESTERN, 10 East
40th Street, New York, N. Y. Here are ex-
cerpts from just three out of the many
letters which have recently reached us:

After reading MONTANA VIGILANTES and
BLOOD ON THE PLAINS, two of your recent Rio
Kid novels, I just had to let you know that I think
your magazine is the best on the market today.
The stories are full of action and the real feeling
of the Old West. While I have only been out West
a few times, it seems to me that your stories with
their colorful backgrounds and famous historical
characters actually marching through the pages
come closer to giving the reader a real picture of
frontier life as it was actually lived than any other
Western magazine.

Baltimore, Md.

Thanks, Garry, for your kind letter. If
our Rio Kid stories impress you as you
-say they do, then they are serving the pur-
pose they were meant to perform. It has
been our constant effort to make these Bob
Pryor novels entertaining fiction stories
which would reflect, in some measure, the
real historical values of the frontier West.

As a regular reader of THE RIO KID WESTERN
I feel qualified to follow through with criticism
of BLOOD ON THE PLAINS, by Tom Curry, and
GUN LEGION, by C. William Harrison, both of
which I read recently. These two stories had too
much action for me. I like a good gun fight and a
good fist fight, but it seems to me the authors over-
did it. Also, I have often wondered why we can’t
have Bob Pryor fall in love. A little love interest
with Bob involved would ge nicely. How about it,
editor? Otherwise, the Rio Kid stories have been
rather good and I enjoy them.

IIastings, Nebr. Jack Koken,

Garry Lester.

Well, Jack, maybe those two stories you
[Turn page]
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mentioned did have a lot of action, but we
don’t agree that it was too much. Most of
our readers seem to like the red-blooded,
swashbuckling type of high adventure.

After all, the West wasn’t really a tame
place. As for the love angle, don’t you
think that a fellow like the Rio Kid whose
life was fraught with peril at every turn,
who is always on some dangereus mission
in which his life may be forfeited, would
have very little time for love? That’s the
way the majority of our readers feel.

They want Bob Pryor as he is, tolerant
and chivalrous, always ready to risk his life
for a woman, but with his first and only
love a stern call to duty and danger!

BLOOD ON THE PLAINS was the best Rio Kid
novel I Kave readin many months, and that doesn’t
mean that I haven’t liked other stories featuring

Bob Pryer and his friends. It’s just that auther

'om Curry really seemed to have a crackerjack
yarn to tell in that one and went to town. You can
serve Tom Curry to me any time with the Rio Kid
and Y1l drop everything to get at your magazine.

Jim Tynes.
Butte, Mont.

Glad to hear you like BLOOD ON THE
PLAINS, Jim. By the time you get to this
department you will probably have read
Tem Curry’s LEADVILLE AVENGERS
in this issue and we hope it met with your
approval. ;

That’s all for now, but we’ll see you all
here next issue, and remember to get into
the scrap with your scrap and keep buying
war bonds and stamps for victory!

—THE EDITOR.

America’s Funniest
Magazz'ne.’

A Thousand Laughs for a Dime!
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A MESSAGE FOR THE SHERIFF
(Concluded from page 91 )

His draw was fast—mighty fast.
But Matt Blake’s was faster by a split
second. The two guns blared almost
together, but Fallon’s slug sailed
harmlessly past the sheriff’s ear, while
Matt’s tore through the rancher’s
right arm and dumped him from the
saddle,. _

Matt found the bank loot in Fal-
lon’s saddle-bags. He reckoned that
when Fallon came out of his gunshot

«cy

daze he would tell where he had hid-
den the paint horse which he B
stolen from Ted Lang’s remuda.

The sheriff bound ur the uncor
scious man’s arm z¢ a nearby 1i-~
shack. Then picking up the telep D°
that had ssused the showdoy ;ram
read it again and smriled. wm, he

Fallon had a good reason{ to accuse
Ted Lang and frame him for the job.
The man figured he would have a
chance with Martha, if Ted were
hanged for murder. But his plan had
backfired when he swore he had seen
Ted that morning. That was a lie and
Matt Blake knew it.

For the telegram was from the State
capital, a hundred miles away, where
Matt’s daughter, Martha, had been
visiting her aunt for the past week,
It was dated that same day and read:

TED AND I MARRIED THIS MORN-
ING STOP WIRE BLESSINGS RANGE-

LAND HOTEL STOP LOVE
MARTHA,

The sheriff chuckled softly as he
read it again.

“Ted may be walkin’ on air today,
like they say,” he muttered, “but even
at that I don’t figger he could get
from there to here faster’n this tele-
gram. A feller can’t be in two places
at the same time—’specially on his
weddin’ day. Now I better hurry and
tend to them blessin’s.”

Read
THE RIO KID WESTERNM
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