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YOUNG WILD WEST AT NUGGET FLATS.

“The cowardly villain!” exclaimed Arietth. “To think that
he would dar_e to come sneaking around us after what hap-
pened last night! I don’t know what ought to be done to
him, Wild.”

. “I know,” said Charlie, significantly. “A rope is ther
thing hg needs ther most—a rope around his neck, with ther
end of it thrown upon a handy limb.”

The cowboy turned deathly pale when he heard the scout
say this.

“Don’t! Don’t!” he cried, pleadingly.
I know I deserve it, but don’t!”

. “Hangin’ is too good fur such a brute!” spoke up the
living skeleton. . “He ought to be drawn an’ quartered.”

“Oh! Oh!” groaned the prisoner in anguish.

Wild remained silent for a moment.

Then he turned to his companions and said:

“I don’t like this lynching business, boys, but I think
something ought to be done to punish the: scoundrel.”

“T’ll tell you what to do,” spoke up Billy Bilkins, the show-
man.

“What ?” queried Cheyenne Charlie.

“We'll brand him and turn him loose as a warnin’ to all
evil-doers.”

“I don’t believe in practicing cruelty, even on cowardly
murderers,” remarked our hero, shaking his head.

“It won’t be so awful cruel what I'm goin’ to propose,”
said Bilkins.

“Well, explain yourself, then.”

“S’pose I heat ther end of ther ramrod that belongs to
[ther old musket I've got till it’s red-hot, an’ then make an
X on his forehead?”

Our hero thought a moment, and then he said:

“I will leave it to you to fix him up; go ahead!”

He walked over and sat down on the trunk of a falien
tree by the side of Arietta.

Billy Bilkins hastened to get the ramrod from his gun.

Then he placed the end of it in the fire to heat.

Buck Cobb did not seem to be so much afraid.

Being branded was a great deal bettér than to be hanged.

A sigh of deep satisfaction came from his lips.

“I don’t care what you do with me, so long as you let
me go,” he remarked.

The iron was soon red-hot.

Then, while Cheyenne Charlie and the living skeleton
’igoked on and smiled grimly, he stepped up before the cap-
‘tive.

“Now, if you don’t hold your head perfectly still you may
git your eyes put out,” he said.

The cowboy winced.

“T’'ve .got nerve enough to stand it,” he answered.

jest think of what you’re doin’!
fur life!”
. “I know that,” retorted the showman. “That’s what I
'mtend to do. | Come to think of it, I guess I’ll put the letter
M on you. M stands for murderer, an’ that’s what you are.
Yes, it’'ll be.an M I’ll burn on your forehead.” ]

The red-hot iron touched the villain’s flesh; there was a
sizzling sound and the letter was put there.

Buck Cobb uttered a low cry when it was over, but that
wa}sI aél. e . .

‘I don’t like that sort of business,” observed Jim D
as“lll\f _i}ﬁmg‘%ed Ih’i’s shplulgers\.] 3 il
; either do I,” replie ild. ,“But somethin
be done, and if that satisfies the rest, let it go at ghail%’d b

The girls had gone into their tent as Bilkins took the iron
from the fire. !

They did not want to witness the branding. ‘

“Let him go now,” said our hero, addressing Charlie. “If
eyer he crosses our path again we will show him no mercy
and shoot him down like the dog that he is.”

. “All right, Wild. If you say so, ther measly coyote goes
ifree,” and with that the scout cut ‘the thongs the yillain
was bound to the tree with.

The instant he was. loose Buck Cobb made a break and
ran as though he was being pursued by a band of Indians
Ithirsting for his scalp. 5
. 'He was soon lost in the darkness, and then our friends
settled down into quietness again, though Cheyenne Charlie
did not relax his vigilance a bit.

Meanwhile, Buck Cobb hurried back to his companions
Ibreathing vengeance on those who had marked him for life.

The seared letter on his forehead burned into his very
brain, it seemed, and he vowed if he ever got the opportunity
he would make the man who did it suffer.

“Don’t hang me!

“But
You are goin’ to brand me

“What’s ther matter, Buck?” asked La Vere, when he
reached the camp.' “You act mighty queer, it seems to me.”

“You’d act queer, too, if you’d had done to you what has
jest been done to me.” '

“What wasg it, Buck ?”” the men asked in a chorus.

“One of Young Wild West’s gang caught me, an’ they
took me to their camp an’ branded me with a red-hot iron.”.

“Branded you!” echoed La Vere. “Where?” 7

“On ther forehead. Light a match an’ see if it shows
much.”

One of the villains quickly struck a match.

Then they all had a look at their leader. :

“Yowll carry that letter M there till you die, Buck,” said
La Vere, solemnly. “It are too bad. Tell us all about it,
won’t yer ?”

Cobb related just what had occurred.

“Well,” observed one of his hegarevs, when he had finished,
“you oughter thank your stars ‘that they didn’t hang you.
I don’t understand why they let you off so easy.”

“Never mind. I'm goin’ to have revenge fur it. I’ll make
ther feller what done it suffer as no man ever suffered afore!”

“Have you give up ther idea of gittin’ hold of ther map,
Buck ?” La Vere asked, after a pause.

“Have I give it up? * Well, I reckon not! I'm goin’ to
have that map an’ ther girl, too, afore ther sun rises ag’in.
I’d go through fire now to ’complish my purpose!”

“Seems to me you’d seen enough of fire fur a while,” ven-
tured one of the men, with just the least bit of humor in
his speech.

“You shet up!” was the growling response.

There was a rather lengthy silence after that.

Then Cobb got up and stood before them.

“Come on!” he exclaimed. “Now is as good a time as any
to git ther gal an’ ther paper we want. They won’t think
I’d dare to come back there, an’ we kin take ’em by sur-
prise. I'm going to git that red-haired gal an’ ther map or
die tryin’ it!”

The men got up, ready to follow him.

They were ready to take a big risk in order to get hold
of the dead miner’s secret.

“We'll go with you,” said one. “We’ll shoot down ther

“She

whole crowd if it’s necessary.” g

“All but ther.red-haired gal,” spoke up their leader.
ain’t to be hurt.”

After a short consultation the villains started in the di-
rection of the camp of Young Wild West. .

Buck Cobb was nearly boiling with rage at the manner
in which he had been treated, and he felt more vengeful
than ever when he led his men on the murderous mission.

They went on foot, leaving their horses where they could
find them and mount in a hurry, in case such a thing was
necessary.

There were some of the men who did not exactly relish
the idea of sneaking up to the camp of their enemies in that
way.

’I}"hey reasoned that if Cobb had been caught so easily
they stood a chance of having-the same thing happen to
them. {

And they knew that Young Wild West was an unerring
marksman.

One of their number had already fallen under his ain.

They were resolved upon looking out for themselves in
case it came to a fight.

If their leader was fool enough to run headlong into dan-
ger they were satisfied to let him.

They knew he would go beyond the limits of caution, since
he was bent.on capturing the girl, and was boiling with’rage
because he had been marked for life.

There were three of the men who' thought this way—
just half of them. ! g

La Vere was one of them, as might be surmised.

As they made their way along the trail this trio got
together. ;

hey fell back a little and began conversing in low whis-
pers.

}Ilt was not long before they thoroughly understood each
other.

They were unanimous in wanting the map of the place
where the gold was hidden, but they were against attempt-
ing to steal the girl, as well as the map. ?

However, if Buck Cobb succeeded in getting her they
would not go against him.

,u'.I‘hey would not assist in a thing of the kind, that was
a



