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8 YOUNG WILD WEST

ON

THE BIG DIVIDE.

could barely discern the little stage at the farther end of
the hall.

There were probably fifty men of all classes sitting on
rough board seats drinking and smoking and Watchlng the
performance that was going on.

An orchestra of three pieces furnished the music, and though
it was not very classic, it was inspiring to the rough cowboys,
miners and prospectors who were gathered there.

Wild led the way as far to the front as they could get.

They took seats. and as the smoke was so thick, the only
thing they could do to offset it was to smoke themselves.

This may sound a little queer to those who have not tried
it, but it is the fact, nevertheless, that if a man enters a
place where the tobacco smoke is so thick that it is objection-
able, if he lights a pipe or cigar and begins to smoke himself,
he will not notice it in the least.

When our three friends had been there a few minutes they
could see more clearly through the smoke, too.

The orchestra struck up with renewed vigor and a Dutch
comedian came out and amused the audience by doing a
dance with a pair of wooden shoes.

Then he got off some very funny sayings and everybody
laughed heartily.

Just as the comedian started to do some more dancing half
a dozen men who were under the influence of drink entered.

They were a very reckless lot, and they crowded right up
to the front, regardless of those they disturbed or upset.

.+ When they got as far as they could go and found no vacant
seats, they came back and paused directly in front of our
three friends.

“Git up off that bench!” said one of the men, looking at
Jim Dart.

“What for?” asked the boy, coolly.

“We want that bench. There’s room enough on it for the
four of us.”

At this one of the employees of the place appeared and
mildly protested.

Then one of the drunken roughs picked up the employee
bodily and threw him upon the stage at the feet of the dancing
comedian.

“Get off of that bench!” roared the fellow who had addressed
Jim. “Git up, or we’ll begin to spill lead! We paid our way
in here, and we want a seat.”

“Well, T'll give you a seat!” and with that Jim sprang at
him and dealt him a blow with his fist that staggered him.

Then Young Wild West’s right and left shot out in quick
succession, and two of the rough’s companions went up
against his staggering form so suddenly that all three went
in a heap to the floor.

“Whoopee!” yelled 'Cheyenne Charlie, and before the re-
maining fellow knew what had happened, the scout picked
him up and slammed him down upon the three with a thud
that knocked the breath from all of them.

“Whoopee!” he repeated. “I reckon us three kin take care
of any amount of such fellows as you are.”

A burst of applavse went up. from the audience, and seeing
that he was no longer the attraction, the comedian ceased
his antics.

As the men made efforts to get upon their feet Young Wild
West called out sternly:

“Stay right where you are till T tell you to get up! 1 put
two of you there, and I guess I've got the call. Take your
hand away from that pistol, you lame coyote!”

The under fellow was making frantic efforts to get hold
of his revolver, and he paid no attention to Wild's com-
mand, but succeeded in getting hold of and drawing it.

Crack!

As the sharp report of Young Wild West’s revolver rang out
the villain uttered a howl and let go of the weapon.

The bullet had merely grazed the back of his hand, but
that was sufficient to make him give in.

“I'm shot!” he groaned. ‘“Boys, don’t make any fight; if
you do, we're all goners!”

A yell of laughter went up from the crowd at this.

They could see everything that was going on, and the men
enjoyed it immensely.

“When you all tell me that you will behave yourselves, I
will let you get up,” went on Wild, as though it was merely
a farce he was taking part in. “Now, then, who is wiliing
to say that he will behave himself first?” -

“Me!” cried the fellow Jim had hit.

“Me, too,” came from the other three, all speaking at once.

“Good! You can all get up.”
Four more crestfallen mortals were never seen than they

were when they arose to their feeg.

The handling they had received had sobered them up some-
what, and sheepishly they started to go out of the hall.

“Hold on!” interposed Wild. ‘“There are some geats back
there. 8it down.”

“We want to go out,” answered one.

“Sit down, I say.”

They sat down, and then the audience laughed again.

The manager of the show now came walking up the aisle.

“I should like to shake hands with you gentlemen,” he said.
“You are just the men I would like to have around here to
keep order. The way you took those fellows down was great.
Why, if you hadn’t been here there would have been a gen-
eral row in no time and my bhenches and things would have

| been broken up and the stage curtain riddled with bullets. And

then there would have been a lot of blood to wipe up.”

“Well, if that is the case, I am glad we were here,” Wild
replied. “But I don’t think those fellows would harm any-
body. They are about as innocent a lot as I've seen in a
long time.”

‘“You don’'t know them, young man. They could have
started a general uproar in no time, and then the business
would have been done. I would like to have your name, if
you will give it to me.”

“Young Wild West.”

“And your two friends?”’

“Cheyenne Charlie and Jim Dart.”

Wild nodded to them as he spoke, so the man could dis-
tinguish one from the other.

“Thank you. If either of you ever want a favor, come to
me. I am Bill Evans, and I own this show and the building
it is in. I hope you enjoy the rest of the performance,
gentlemen.”

He walked away with a bow, and then the orchestra struck
up, and a young woman took the place of the comedian and
sang a song in a cracked voice.

But the song was a sentimental one, and it pleased the audi-
ence, so when it was over the incident of the taming of the
four roughs was almost ‘forgotten.

But Young Wild West and his partners were keeping a
watch on the quartet. 3

They knew the men would want to be revenged, and there
was no telling at what moment they might take it into their
heads to open fire on them.

But they remained very quiet until the show was over.

Then. when they saw Wild and his companions get up to
go out they got up also and went out ahead of them.

The men had their horses hitched outside, and as soon as
they got to them and untied them they mounted and rode
off, without so much as looking at our friends.

Young Wild West and his partners were looked at admir-
ingly by nearly every one who had been to the show when
they started for the hotel.

But the four men who had left without a word were not
through with them yet.

It so happened that they belonged to the very organiza-
tion Ripping Rube had become a member of that day.

But as they had never seen Young Wild West, they did not
know him when they started the row in the hall.

But they knew him now.

CHAPTER V.
RIPPING RUBE IN DISGUISE.

“Get to cover—quick!” Ripping Rube had shouted when he
saw Young Wild West walking along in the company of his
partners and the boss of the mine.

“This way, then!? answered Captain Morley.
snug hiding-place.”

He darted across a small open space, and pulling a flat
piece of rock aside, disclosed the entrance to a narrow fissure.

Rube followed him quickly, but he looked over his shoulder
and saw that Young Wild West was looking right at him.

He noticed how surprised the boy was when he saw him,
but that was all. He wanted to get out of his gight as qmcklv
as possible.

Into the fissure he dashed and then Morley stepped in after
him, pulling the piece of rock over the opening as he did so.

“Go right on through,” whispered the captain. “They may
take it in their heads to follow and pull the rock aside. If
they do they can’t catch us, for this fissure runs into a good-
sized cave back here, whlch has an outlet the other side of
the ridge. I found this place since we took the cave at the
back of the cow-shed over at the Irish twins’ place.”

“Maybe it is a better place for us to hang out than ther
other ome, thew. :

“Here is a



