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4 RATTLING FINE YARN OF BREATHLESS

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
An Old Foe!
HE grey mustang shied, and the
Rio Kid drew rein at once.
Something in the thickets had
startled his horse. The Kid's
gun leaped into his hand. In the heart
of the trackless stretch of serubs he had
not looked for a foe, but the Kid was
uever off his guard.
_ But there was no sound, no movement
in the thick vegetation bordering the
Barrow path by which the Kid wes
viding.
Pecans and live oaks.
vines and thick masses of Spaniards’
beard, rose like a wall beside him. Save
for the buzzing insects there was no
sign of life, till the Kid discerned a
vulturg sitting motionless on g Lranch,
watching the thicket below. Like an
mage carved in ebony the vulture
perched and watched, taking no heed
of the passing horseman; and the Xid,
45 s00n as he saw the black vulture,
kriew what had caused his mustang to

laced with

shy. A man or a beast lay in the
tlucket, hurt—but not dead,y or the
arrion bird  would have swooped.
While 4 Sign of life remained  the
vul"cure would not dare to touch his
prey. With untiring  patience the
obscene bird waited, watching  with

-Antring eyes,
The Kid shrugged his
prﬁently. C o
#0018 - was following an
throtigh the s'crubs,g
Trz

shoulders im-

o artelope path
seeking water, Hig
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horse was thirsty and his own water

bottle was. empty. Whatever it was
that lay hidden among the thickels, it
was no business of his.  If it was a man,
there were few men in Texas who wore
not his foes. The Kid was tempted to
ride on his way, leaving the black
vulture to wateh for the last spark of
life to flicker out of his prey. Never-
theless, he dismounted and plunged into
the thickets, the staring, fixed eyes of
the hideous bird above him following
his movements.

Had it been sqme wounded beast that
lay helpless in the thicket, the Kid
would have finished it with a mereiful
shot.  Bub it was a man that lay
stretched there, only a few feet from
the trampled track the Kid had been
following.

The Rio Kid lsoked down at him.

The man lay on his back, his eyas
closed, his rugged, bearded, bronzed
face turned upward towards the
branches and the watching vulture. He

tocked like a dead man; but that he’

was not dead the Kid knew, because
the obscene bird had not touched him.
There were two guns in the holsters
slung low to the insen ble man’s helt.
ne leg of his buckskin breeches was
drenched in bhlood. The Kid did not

need telling what hag happened. The

two-gun man, wounded in the leg, had
fallen exhavsted, and  sunk into’ in-
sensibility from fatigue  and loss of

blood—and, withont h B._ 1t was un-
likely that he would ever have opened

ADVENTURE IN SOUPHERN
EIO KID, BOY QUTLAW!

With sueh a  ter rible
reputation azs  the Rio
Kid has in Texas, it

may seem sirange that
he should act the Good
Samaritan to awounded
foe. But that's because
the Kid ic nect so black
as he’s painted !
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“THE GOOD
SAMARITAN!”

TEXAS, FEATURING TEE
his eyes again. Tha vnltare had only io
walt.

The Kid sm grizly as he Jocked
down at the 4 i, rugged, black-

bearded faco, with

a sickly pallor show-
ing through the bronze.

The Kid had
seen that face before, more sthan once.
Two-gun Casey was woll known on the
border.

For some wmoments ihe Xid stood
looking down at ihe gunman, un-
decided. He was again teinpted to ride
on his way. His glance fixed on a
scar that ran across the gunman’s
rugged cheek from jaw to iemple, o
scar left by o bullet that had gone
very close.  Two-gun Casey had had s
narrow escape on thab occasion, as no
one knew better than the Rio Kid, for
it was the Kid who had fired the shot.
Back into his mind, as he stood staring
at the senseless man, came the scene—
a cattle-camp on  the Pecos, where
Casey had claimed a horse on which a
tenderfoot had ridden into camp, and
pulled a gun to enforce his claim, The
Kid, who, as he often told himself.
never could mind his own business, had
dropped Casey before he could puil
trigger. The tenderfoot was nothing
to him; he had never seen ihe follow
before, and never expected to seo him
again. Bui he had chipped in to save
thie fellow’s life—and spoiled Casey’s
good looks for ever.

The man was 2 bad egg, a hard case,
a builying gunman with a long black
record against him. Jf he died there
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in the thickets there would be no one
to mourn him; many, probably, to re-
joice, if ever they learned that L'wo:
gurt Casey had gone over the range.

And yet——

The Kid gave another impatient shrug
of the shoulders. There werc a score
ol good reasons \xh§ ke should xide on
his way and dismiss the hapless wreich
from his mind, but all the time the
Kid knew that he would not do it. The
fact that the man was wounded and
helpless seitled the matter for the Kid.

He dropped on his knees beside Casey,

First of all he removed the guns from
the man’s holsiers, and from oach of
the six-gunz he took the cartridges.
Vhen he replaced the guns in the
ho \te s—harmle going to

oy A A

Lelp the man—
but he knew betber than to frust him.
He searched Casey tm‘ cariridges and

found a good supply, which he throw
away ainong the thic kei." Then he
Juked the heavy bowie-knife from the
man’s belt. and tossed it away in the
trees. :
“1 gn vou're safer with vour teeth
drawn, feller,” the XKid remarked
i‘L ¥
attention was given next fo

¥ wouad.

A bullet had pa““d ikrough the gun-
man’s leg, and the loss of blood had
been grenc~——a‘l the more bocause Casey
had ey 1\19m ¥ enmd himself consider-
the wound.

The de Loun ml 11 up x\nu care.

Casey show no sign of recovering
consciousness. was a mrr and heavy
man, but the XKid i
enough,

“Steady, old

The. grey- o stocd

while tho Kid lifted the .insensible
upon the saddls.
Holding him theve with his strong

arms the Kid pursued his way, 2 hoarse
eroak from the disappointed vnlture
following him.

For a good distance the Kid tramped
beside his horse, pushing through the

thickets, till he reached af lo 15t the Jittle
sticam where the wild beasts came to
drink, flowing and gurglis throngh

the chaparral.

There he h.uteﬂ to camp.

He gave his horse a drin
His mustaug was always
Tare,

But before he thought of his own
needs, the Kid attended to the helpless
man who had o strangely fallen upon
his hands.

He made a bed of leaves, wiih his
own blankets added, end laid Casey
upon i, and then removed the bandage
he had placed on the wound, \\a‘:hed
it carefully with watér from ihe Sream.
and bandaged it again. All that could
be done for the man he did, swiling
at hiraseif meanwhile. He knew that
be was saving Two-gun Casey’s life—
the man was hard and tough and would
pull turough under the Kid’s care. He
knew that had the case been reversed—
had the gunman found him wonnded—
he would have laughed and ridden on.
The Kid was quite well aware of that.

“Youre @& durned fool, Xid!” he
drawled as he lmt the wounded man

firsi of all.
Kid's first

at last. “You alwavs was a durned
fool, Kld, and you ¢ abways will be, Here
you ave in the Frio country again,
where there's dollars on you, and
Sheriff Watson would give twice as

wmuch for a sight of you taking this

durned hobo on your hands. You'll
sure end your da}: on a rope, Kid,

strung up to a cofwm»ood—wou gme
will 1

And the Kid Iau"ned an
the” hijoles for Ik 1

nd nnpac?-;ed

lomeh, and sag

munching Lx tiie side of the inzensible
gunman, who, 43 every man on the
Pecos knew, had sworn to “get” him.
That did not worry the Kid Many
men had sworn to get the Rio Kid, but
1o one had got him vet,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

in Camp !
WO-GUN  (CASEY
eyes,
The sun, 1
over the Lills, glow
the trees and bushes. 'The
solc

under the trees like a stre
Qluhu\\s were darkening i

opened  his

westward
ved red on
stleam ran

7

the thukeira.

The grey iustang W contentedly
CLoppmrr within the radius of the tr“ul
L0, uu W Au‘b tuar @b bada e
handsome Kid sat, whistling softly the
merry tune of a Mevican . fandar
Clases lurred eyes turned oun him,
dazed, v, amazed.

The Kid gave him a ¢ 0o,

“T}w Kid " breathed C

“ Correct
The rru'mmp'.: hond  groped feeble

Lhe fitst thought iu
the sight of the Kid
The K

dovn to his
niz dazed mindg at

bold

A% to ge of a gun
watched him with an amused sile.

Cas groaued. He wuas foo weal
even to reach his gun, let alone to
pull i

€ Lu up, feller!™ zaid the Kid, lavgle
ing. ¢ &Od sure don't want your gun!
You're in good hands, feller !’

Casey stared at him blankl

He knew the Kid at once ¢ hand-
some, reckless, sunburnt ce, the
Stetson hat  adorned by o haod of

shining silver nuggets.

He could not understand.

He lay silent for a tinwe,
placed a pannikin of water to I
(Ja ey drank eagerly.

“1 guess I've got nothing better,” suid

the Kid .LpO(O“C’I(‘aHV “Tm sure on
hard pau just now, i

and the Kid
lips.

Casey !
“What's this g'une Kid?

Casey huskily. * How did

And wheve did you spring from?”
“I reckon I picked you up way

in the thickets and bloutvht vou

anssered the Kid.

77 muilered
1 get here

{

“You've got me beat!
plumb lou} l guess 1

sp

Cascy

leg,
P

\m I going up 77’ hc ask od ntn.
“Not on your life !” answered the Kid

cheerily. “Youll sure limp sowe, but
you'll pull throigh! In a week fréem
now you'il Le C.R. 1

“Aweek I mutiered Cascy.

He stared at the Kid.

“A galoot amight as well go up! I

shall sure pm,tbf out, left 1101 in the
serubs!” he muttered.
But you ain't left,” said the Kid.

little man about my size is riding

herd 0‘(31 you, feller, till you get
going.

SV hy ?” breathed Casey.

“S:on keep on asking a galoot
riddies I” grinned the Kid. ©“I sure

don't know why, except that I'm a pil-

grim that never can mind his own

Dusiness ! Any galoot with hoss-zense

would have left vou to the peskr vulture

that was watching vou way back !V
(,acev shuddered.

“You're not for Jordan this time!”
assured the Kid. “You keep still and
giiet, and T'm going to grub-stake vou

s again! You

said Casey faintly.
Take a resp !

was Lrying

\(‘
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to pmzle out the siran

;

ers he was, wounded a«z”(/hcig;gho?
:ne meir' n}f tha Kid whose life he Bl
gworn to take. Why did not the Kid
{‘m?b him with g bullet, or at leass
eave \1}1*}1 f{o the vvltu"es and  the
coyctes T (lasey did not comprehend,
and he was rever lxlmlj to comy end.
Indeed, Rio Xid hardly knew wh
he was ta !

sing trouble and runoing risk
for a man who would gladly huve
him down at sight. He laughed at
&{ﬁ in the xloie of Lwood qam%mtau
ut hre did n aiter rlig ad
ey ie di ot falter in whar he had
The next day.

Two-gun

:hOI‘,
lHIIJ‘

and the rext, ke LE]](LQ(I
er ass mlum aird svhen
y 1 was able to eat ?‘1e Kid
‘t1hll’l food. Tho Kid was, as he
i ‘ He iras back

ere he was known,
could not venture into
For food he had tu

LAL&( J | 5
(OL‘ntl“\ W
+ he
G Camy.,

depend on what he carried m hiis sack
and what he could add to it be gunning
't the wounded man el

and {n 2 0011910 of

into «
shoulder, 563
2 Iorr and he eyed Ibe Kid stre nwel

Y Feeling beiter, feller?” asked i‘n\‘}

a.mp ari unte‘ope

titing Pp ag

I\ld cheerily.
Jay ‘uoudhu
“Loo here, Xid,
fie asked ouce mmore.
keemnr" me hver for

’;-hzy' this zame?

You ww ain’g
At there

no’mmw

isu’t any nvw on my head like theve i3
on your

R Tou v T
dollars to the Sher io Ii
reckon I shouldn’t m,H on the
to pony up, Casey!” said

€© I sl

quietly. Llood-moncy ain’t
line 1

o ed.

i yours, though, 1 reckon!
“Youd sure hnud me over
Sherilf Watson for the reward 17
“Not afrer what vou've done for me,
Kid ! protested C
The Kid nodded,

and mvr\eu away to

bmld to cook antel ope mcal, it
he l\llb\\ ihat Casey was sliding  his
hand to a gun in his belt he gave no
.(7‘\1‘

(,11 ck !

The v:.x 1

4 il LAl pUrilol,

“Ha, ha, ha!” he roared.

Casa oy, with a_startled and sheepis I:
face, sai there with a gun in his hand-

and the Kid roared with Iaurrhlel.
“You sure take me for a simple
jasper I roared the Kid., “Did you

figure out that I lefi you with anything
in your guns and turned my back on
you? Ha ha, ha!” )

The Eld was genuinely entertained.
The black treachery of the attempt did
not seewn to affect him; he expected
nothing betier from the wretch he had
befriended.

Casey dropped the gun.

T'or & moment or two his face was
convulsed with fury. The Kid did not
draw on him, however, as he expecied.
He resumed building the five.

“d guess I wasn’t guaning
Kid,” said Casey at last.

“Some liel” said the
turning his head.

“1 was jest trying the

“Cut it out, (,raaev
had been 2 bullet in that gun,

af you,

Kid, without

it wou
W h:u 3

have been ﬂ’lb long trail for me !

the good of Iying 7" said the Kid good-

humouredxy B » ; ,
Casey lay silent. Bui be broke out
last:

W kuov; T wwas

Locﬂ here, Kid. vou
Tan L:

ar Porr
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trying to gef you—you know T swore
“¥’d get you after you gave me this scar.
What’s your gaing 7”7

The Kid turned to him then.

“Yowll never savvy,” he said. “I
picked you up when you was food for
the buzzards, and I'm saving your life.
As soon as you can walk I'm going to
start you off, and I shall sure be giad
to see the last of you! That's ail.  But
chew on this, Misier Casey I added the
Kid, with a glint in h blue eyes.
“Chew on this serious! You try once
more to get me while T'm iending you,
and yow're & gone coon! Tve let you
off this time, after yow've tried to shood

me in the back! That’s the limit! You
lry on any gun-game with me after
this, and you're 2 dead wman—ii you

don’t get away with it! You ges me?
Next time will be last time !

“I'll sure remember that, Kid!”
Clasey. .

" Youwd better!” said the Kid signifi-
cantly. -

And then he
meas, and gave
supper, dismissi
mind.

sald

cooked the anielope
Two-gun Casey his
ng the incident from his

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Punic Faith!

AY followed day by the sbream in
the bush,

Each day Casey grew stronger.

At last he was able to limp
about the camp with the help of a stick
that tne Kid cu$ for him.

Had he been armed the gonman
would probebly have repeated his
attempt on the Kid. Gratitude had no
place in the composition of Two-gun
Casey. Indeed, he felt no eall to grati-
inde, for his hard and savage nature
was incapable of realising what the
Rio Xid was deing for him. The Kid
was playing some deep game ihai he
could not eomprehend was all that Two-
gun Casey could believe. His hatved for
tiie young puncher who had dropped
§1i111 and left a scar across his face
burned as ficrcely as ever. The know-
ledge that he was helpless, at the Kid’s
merey, added to his hatfed. Not' a
gleam of compunction would he have
ielt had he been able to pull 2 zun on

AFTER NIGHTFALL?
gripped hard in his hand.

The seriﬁ of Frio
‘* Hands up, Kid ! " he shouted.

the Kid. But he remembered the warn-
ing he had received. e knew thas the
Kid bed meant every word of it, If he
tried again and failed, he was o dead
man.

And Casey was very careful.

He made himself useful in camp; he
tended the camp-fire, and cooked the
antelope meat that the Kid bronght in
from the woods. Once, while the Kid
was absens hunting, it crossed Casey’s
ind to steal the grey m ng and ride.
the Kid’s mustang was not to be
stolen: teeth and hoofs were ready for
any vider but t X
covered to his cosr. Casey would gladly
have shot the anima! down in revenge
had he liad 2 gun with a carrridge
in it.

Day followed day.

Casey limpod abont the lonely camp
with his stick; but- as his strength
returned, and he felt capable of greater
xertions, he did net tell the Kid so.

Whenever the Kid saw bim, he was
Hmping painfully when he moved.

The week was up; but Two-gun Cas
was soill, to all
The Kid was patic

“What sre yon doing here in the
Frio country, Kid?” asked him
over the camp-fire one night. 1% sure
ain’s a safe country for wyouw.”

The Kid shrugged his sheulders.

“I reckon 1 wanted a look
country again,” he answered. §
raised here. on ihe Doubie-Bar ranch;
I used to ride into Frio with the bunch.

O
I guess 1 waonted {o ses the ol

Kid, as Casey d

was
where a
leap from
of hinx )

“And you?” said the Kid, “You was
in the camps way down the Pecos when
»

I saw you before.
Casey scowled.
“T was after 2 galoot,” Lo suid, “A

man I wanted to get.”
“And he got you?” grimned
“He sure did, Por

laid for me on the ivail,

that went through my leg

i ¥d have got him all

killed my
the same,

leaped to his feet, his gun

And as the figure

did not stir, the sheriff opened fire, point blank. (See (hapter 3,
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i border, Two-gun C

ot. Bui be
reekon Id

ered out in

if he'd stayed afier
lit out 2nd left me
awled miles hefor

2 I pe

the chaparral—sher - 3 e
Kiq s parra here yon found me,
“With a buzzerd watchi * said
o k o watching you,” said

the Kid. ’
“Look heve, Kid, yon could sure
rustle me a hoss,”  said Casey.

“Youw've looked after me like a waite
man, L allow. T can's drag this leg
very far, but if vou conld rustle me a
hoss I could his the trail and save yon
trouble.”

The Kid's face hardened.

“I've never rusiled a horse ov a cow,
Casey,” he answered. “You don’t
want to talk that-a-way. Buab I reckon
I might get you a cavuee somewheres,

1 in the

L made money oun o deal 10 eow
Blue Pine counwry, and I guess I'm
heeled. Only it ain't easy for me io
walk into a camp—in this country to
buy & hoss—-7?

The Kid reflocted.

“I guess I could ride to the breeds’
camips up in the Huneecas, and get you a
critter,” he said. “Bub that means

leaving vou here for a whole

Casey’s eves
“That will
Kid!” he e
will be weeks
get away on i
with a cayuga——-

wo-gun (]
slanket.

tlimes,
miner of the -
V¥ d his

Bubt he k
rizk it.
The Xid won!
il he did
sur |
lio
wian,
Once
swallowed :
vengeance, and
eves in sleep.
The next day ihe Kid, instead of
colng oub to hunb for game as usual,
epared bkis horse o rid

hatred !
closed  his

i

e,

"Pm lesving you heap grub for =
ay, feller,” he s “1 veckon L can
30001 Sulld{)“"n \'\fi‘.h &
om the half-breeds camp in the
You sure reckon vou'll be

vour own {ill then?”

“Sure!” said Casey cagerly.

“It's a cinch, then.”?

And the Rio Kid mounted and rode.
Two-gun watched him  with

asey

gllittering eyes as hie disappeared into
the tangled chaparral.

)

O

The Kid was gr
Keen as he was,
as any man oif ¢

ie—flor a whole day!
said to be as wary
wice his years on the
sey had fooled him.

He fancied that he had left a helpless

mping man—a man who could not
mip half a mile from ecamp. Casey
showed his teeth in 2 savage grin,
The Kid was making a mistake; and
in dealing with Two-gun Casey, a man
could not afford to make mistakes.

But the Rio Kid was not so easily
fooled as the gun-man believed.

Heo rode away cheerily through ihe
chaparral; but & mile from the camp
by ~ihe stream he halted, and dis-
mounted. > his  mustang
i , the Kid

.

Ll

e,

S
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.dangsrous enemy to have.
make a great pal.

Esvery Tuesday.
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There was a smile
s handsoms
,but the glint
eyes nmight
aave terrified Two-
gun Casey had he
reen it.

With the caution
of an Apachs on the
war-path, the Rio
Kid approached the
camp by the soli-
-ary stream.

From the thickets
he observed it for a
time, before he
came out inte the
cpen.

He knew ths

ieserted, w
at last he left cover,-
and eame into-the
mp. The fire
was dead; and there
was no _sign of
Two-gun Casey.

The gun-man was goue.

By the dead fire lay the the
Kid had cut for him to
walk with., The gun-man
no longer needed it.

The Kid laughed softly.

What he had suspected
he knew now fo be tiue.
While he was absent on
a day’s ride, not to return
$ill sundown, the gun-man
was losing no time. He
had left the camp—ior
what destination? The
Kid could g !

In a few minnies the
Kid’s keen eyes picked up
the track left by the gun-

man. One heavy fooi-
print, and one lighi—

Casey was taking cars of
v his damaged leg as he
h went. The trall wound
# away through the chap-
arral, and the «direciion
was that of Frie.

The Kid laughed again.

He looked to his
to make sure they
i in gocd order. Then
a light step, he foilowed
the trail of the gun-man.

FTHE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mot the Kid! -
SHERIEF WATSON, of Fric,

shack on the edge of the

arral. Ii was s miserable one-
roomed shack, a mere jacal built of
leaves and branches, standing amid un-
cleared thickeis, shaded by a great
cotton-wood tree.  The sheriff of ¥rio
hitched his horse to a tres, and stood
staring towards the shack suspiciously,
his hand on a six-gun. He had ridden
in hot haste out of Frio town, and he
had ridden alone; but he was on his
guard, as he knew that he had need
to be when he was taking the trail of
the Rio Kid.

A Dblack-bearded man wi seny
face limped out of the leafy jacal. He
saluted the Frio sheriff with a nod.

“I guess you gobt my message.
zherifl.” -

“That’s why I'm here,
tlazey,” answered Watson tersely. “If
this 15 & gun-game you wanb to watch
ont.”

C“It's a square deal, sheriff,” said
Casey. I reckon I mean business, or
I wouidn’t have hopped iles through
that gol-darned chaparral as far as
this. TI tell the world, I was dead

beat when I got this far. I gave that

Fwe-gun

WHAT THE KID OVERHEARD !

3

and carry my message

't have

wombered

was a charcoal-burner’s shack

verabouts, and hij it It’s & square
deal, sheriff.”

Sheriff Watson stared at
zearred, rugged face, worn now with
exertion and fatigue and pain. Two-
gun Casey was scarcely ecqual to the
fong tramp through the tangled chap-
arral that he had undertaken, though
he was much more recovered than he
had told the Rio Kid. Hate and
vengeance had spurred him on to the
cffort. but he had resched the car-
bonero’s jacal exhausted. In his hard,
worn, teuse face, the Frio sheriff read
his carnestness. i

“Soill it1” said Waison. “I reckon
the name of the Rio Kid would make
me mount and ride any time. I want
that man, and I want him bad. 1 got
vour message by the greaser. You sure
allowed that if 1 came out to see you
here, you would put me wise to the
Kid.”

“Bure!”

“The Kid’s back, in the Fui
then?” asked the sheriff. “I
of him up in Blue Pine.”

“He’s back.”

“You've seen him?” asked the sherift
cagerly.

“T left him this durned merning.”

“ Where?”

Watson’s eyes gleamed, and he
breathed hard. 1t was a sore point
with Watson that he had never been able
to rope in the Rio Kid—only cnce, when
the Kid had slipped through his fingers
again. Sheriff Watson wounld have
given the fingers of one hand, to lay
the other hand on the Kid.

“1 sure reckoued yow'd hustle when
you heard that the Kid was around
agin, sheriff I said the gun-man, with

the man’s

o country,
last heard

a hard laugh.  “But i a trade,
sheriff, There’s five hundred doilars on
the Ki Do I touch it if T hand you

the Kid?”?
“Vou sure do,” said the s
word’s good enough for yo

101
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“ Yau mosey alona to the cam fter ni .
iall, and you’ll find the Kid sitting by the firs,”’ said '!‘wo—gun'(3;:1;;);:3| b Ny
vou want 1o be sudden on the shoot, too, zheriff!?

said Sherifi Watson grimly.

‘fAnd
: * Leave that to me,”
(See Chanter 4.)

1 the

assented Two-gun
: 1 j !

ur word is better'n

gun. His camp’s in
three miles from th
“(Rlory be!” said
N FAEY
& i

ey told his tale.

The sheriff lisiened in s
commient. What he
desperado, who was selling
who had saved his Jife, be did not say;
his business was to rope in the Rio
Kid, wanted by the laws of Texas on
many coun

He listeled with
Casey described
streamm in the. ch
the minutest degail

“I guess I shall hit that camp easy,”
said Waison. “And you say the Kid
will he back soon arter sundown.”

“Sure!” answered Casey. “You can
get there with your men soon after
nightfall, sheriff. There’ll be a camp-
fire to guide you besides. You don’t
want to get there before the Xid; he's
spry enough to spot you and keep clear.
You want to surround the camp when
the Kid’s there, and close in on him—
and the Kid's your meat, sheriff.”

Watson nedded. ’

“Rut if he mi vou frem the camp
fie will sure get w to it that there’s
something on,” he said. i
e won't miss me from the gamp;"
answered Casey. 1 reckon I shail be
there. FHe would spot the racket
in once if 1 was & ng. He reckons
that I can’t toiter a hundred yards, buf
he would get wise to it if he found me
missing. I shall bhe thers—in my
blankets. 1f 1 wasn't there the Kid
sure wouldn’t be there. And 1 guess
I'm not letting him get out of thxs.d
Two-gun Casey gritted his 1{.g~eth anl
touched the deep sear on 118 cheek.
«T swore I'd get him when he gﬂ,vcfin'e
this, and I reckon 1 want thﬁtm ve
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. Vou mosey -along an
hour aftor nightiail, and you 1 find the
Kid sitting cool and easy hv the camp-
Ave—and you want to be sudden on the
shoot, too, sheriff.” . .

¢y guess I'll give the Kid a chance
io put up his hands,” answered Watson.
S But if ke don’é put them up instanter,
he gets his. I reckon I know him too
well to give him a chance to pull a

hundred, too

gun.” i .

1 he pulls & gun Frio will waat a
new sheriff,” said Casey.

“Teave that to me snapped the
sheriff. 1 reckon this iz a sure cinch,
and the Rio Kid has goi to the end of
his frail at last.”

There sas a grim satisfuciion in
SQhoriff Watson's face as he rode away
to frio after his interview wiil ihe
gunmai. .

Two-gun Casey stood leaning ou the
wall of the hut, watching him il he
was out of sight.

Then he turned away and Hmped into
ihe chaparral, to make his way bs
to the camp by the stream. The
was nob to know that he had left it—
not to suspect for a momené that the
gunman had betrayed Lim and scld
him io his enemies.

After the gunmau was swallowed by
the tangled chaparral, another figure
emerged from behind the hut into the
sunlight. ’

The Rio Kid lavglhed lightly.

e glanced in the direction the sheriff
had taken, towards Frio town. He was
#ar out of sight. Then the Kid followed
on Two-gun Casey’s track into the dim
chaparral.

There was a smile on his face as he
went, a grim smile.

He trod without sound:; bubt often,
anead of him, he heard the noises of
crackling underbush, and a muttered
curse from the gunman as he trailed
his injured leg.

Two-gun Casey hmped at last from
the thickets into the camp by the
stream and sank down on a log.

The sun was deep down now, and
shadows were lengthening in  the
chaparral.  The gunman rested for a
iimae, and then ho rebuilt the camp-fire
and lighted it. When the Kid came
back from his long ride he was fo
discern nothing amiss in the camp—
nothing to put him wise. The gunman
litile dreamed how much the Kid
already knew.

“Bay, feller.”

Clasey started convuleively and
tound.

The Rio Kid stood almosé ab his side.
His mustang was not to be seen, and
ithere was a gun in his hand. He had
come into camp on foot, and it was not
vet sundown.

Casey pulled himself together.

“You sure startled me, Kid,” he said.
“ Where's your cayuse?”

“1 left bim staked oul way back,”
answered the Kid.

“You ain't been up to the hills??

e« Nope.”

Casey repressed a tremor. There was
a light in the Kid's eyes that scared
Lim. and the gun in the Kid’s hand
surely meant that the Kid was sus-
picious. And why had Le not been up
to the hills?

“Where have you bheen, then, Kid?”
asked the gunman, trying to speak
casually.

“1 sure took a little paseo on foot,”
answered the Kid carelessly. 1 took
a little rest by the charcoal-burner’s
shack.” - :

Casey's hard face whitened.

Ho knew now!
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“You dirty dog!” went on the Kid
in measured tomes, “I picked you up
a dving man in the chaparral, with a
buzzard watching vou, and brought you
here and nursed you. I warned you
that if you tried to get me again it
would be the last time. You dog-goned
galoot, you thought you had fooled me
~and you was plumb glad to get clear
of me for a whole day. Why, you
gink, I trailed you to the charcoal-
burner's shack, and I was lying there
in cover while you was talking to the
sheriff of Frio.”

Two-gun Casey set his teeth.

“Shoot, then, and be durned to you!”
he hissed.

“1 guess I'm not wasting powder and
shot on a dirty coyote like you, Casey!”
said the Kid disdainfuliy. “And 1
ain’t shooting any man in cold blood,
even if he's tried to sell me to Judge
Lynch. You've sept for the sheriff of
Frio. and, by the holy smoke, you can
take your chance with the sheriff.
You've warned him to be sudden on
the shoot—and maybe he'll be a little
too sudden to please you. Take your
chance with what you've fixed up for
me.”’

The Kid cut a length of trail-rope
aud bhound the gunman's hands behind
his back. Two-gun Casey sought to
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vesist, Lut his rosistance did not trouble
the Kid. ’

With Lis bands bound behind him the
gunman was forced into a sitting
posture on a log and bound there
securely, urable to move hand or foot.

His eves burned at the Kid.

“Xid, what's thiz game he
demanded hoarsely. “What are you
fixing me up like this for?”

“Yor the Frio sheriff.”

“You dog-goned galoot. the sheriff's
got no trouble with me! I ain’t wanted
in Frio, like you!” hLissed Casey.

The Kid's eyes glinted.

“You sure told Waison
find the Xid sitting on a
fire,” he answered. “I gu Watson's
not going to be disappointed. Take
your chance, you dog—and pray that
Watson mayn’'t be ss quick on the
shoot as you asked him to be!”

The Kid was rolling a gag as he was
speaking, and now he iorced it into
the gunman's mouth and bound it there
with a cord about Caser’s head. His
eyes burning with rage” and hatred,

L2

he would
log by the

Two-gun Casey

move, unable
The Kid stz

iresh logs.

Then he took the gunman’s hat! and
placed his own Stetson on the head of
Two-gun Casey.

The band of silver nuggets, koown
wherever the Rio Kid was known,
glistened and glimmered in the fire-
light.

Then the gunman understood.

“] guess that's yours,” said the Rio;
Kid. “Take vour chance, hombre, as:
you meant me to take muine. I guess
if the sheriff shoots too quick he will
sure drill a worse galoot than he’
reckons.”

A moment more and ihe thickening
darkaess 0f ile Lrees Had SWallowed e

Rio Kid from sight.

sat theve, upable fo
o speak.

rad the fire and threw on

Through the darkness Sheriff Watson
and the men from Frio trod softly and
cautiously. "’

The gleam of a camp-fire afar was o
guide to them, if they had necded oue.
In deep cover, they paused at last on
the border of the glade through which
the rippling strecam ran.

Sheriff Watson breathed hard.

Scarce tweniy yards from him, as hLe
stood hidden, gleamed and glowed the
camp-fire by the stream.

Close by the fire a figure sat oa a log.

t sat motionless, balf-hidden by !
shadow of a heavy-branched ceiba, th
firelight playing on it in fits and siarts..

Every time the. flame gleamed up
it shone on the silver band.of silver
nuggets on the Stetson hat of the man
seated on the log.

The figure sat absolutely still, as stili”
as a man bouund. The face was deep
in the shadow of the hat: bui the
Stetson hat, with its band of silver
nuggets, was enough for the I'rio men.

The sheriff's eyes gleamed.

“Tt's the Kid, sure!” he breathed.

His gun was in his bhand, his finger
on the trigger.

The Kid was taken off his guard for
once; but the sheriff knew well how
swift was the Kid on the draw. There
were six men behind Lim, but once the
Kid was up with a gun in his hand
the game might yet go agalnst the
sheriff’s posse from Frio.

“T'm giving him a chance!” breathed
Watson., “But if paws don't go
up instanter, he gets his. You galoots
watch out.”

His teeth set, hiz gun zi
the sheriff of Frio leaped o

3

his

ipped hard,
of coveu. .

His gun flashed to a level as he
shouted :

“Hands up, Kid?!”

The figure scermed to stir. but the
sheriff’s order was not obeyed. Watison
did not hesitate a second.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

He fired and ran forward, firing

again and again ag he ran, Bullet after
bullet crashed into the figure by the
fire, vet no sound came from i and ii
did not fall—as if something invisible
held it in the same posture. The
sheriff reached him. but it was not till
he had dragged aside the Sietson hat.
with its band of silver nuggets, that be
knew.

s v . . P
Far away in the pine-woods the Rio
Kid was riding, humming a Mexican
fandango tune as he rode, while Sherifi
Watson of Frio, his smoking gun in his
hand, stood staring blankly at the body
of Two-gun Casey, riddled with bullets.
THE END.
(You will find another breathlessly

thrilling long complete tals of the Rio
Hid in mext week's dssve. eniiiled:

“SAVED BY AN QUTLATW !



