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YOUNG WILD WEST AT DEVIL CREEK 7

supply store and the other a saloon. Claims were
staked off here and there, and there were per-
haps, a dozen men at work.

“These are ther first women to come to the
Cxeek,” said Lively Rick, in a whisper to Wild.
“J"don’t know how the crowd will behave when
they set eyes on ’em for the first time.”

“Well, if they don’t behave as they should,
why, we’ll make them,” was the reply.

. “An’ then there’ll be trouble.”

“We’ll stop the trouble, in that case.”

. The committee of one cast a glance of admira-
tion at the youthful town boomer. -

~ “Gosh dinged if I don’t think you would do
it,” he remarked.

“You said these people over here needed to
be tamed down, didn’t ycu?”

“Yes; that’s what I said.”

“Well, that ‘is the first thing to be done, then.
What is the use of trying to boom a new town
with a lot of reckless wild men in it to Kkeep
setting things back all the while? The first thing
to be done is to get the majority interested in
‘the project. Then everybody has got to work
for tge common interest of bettering and improv-
ing the town. When that gets under way it will
be easy enough to do the rest. I'll just iet it
be known in Spondulicks and some other places

t of us that I have bought some land out
here; that will do the business all right. People
who have heard of me have got it in their heads
that everything I take hold of turns into gold.”

“That’s just what we wanted you for. We
knew you would be enough attraction to draw,
’an’ ’\’Nhat we want here is people, an’ plenty of
em.

.~ “Who is the real bad man of the town?” asked
Wild.

- “Hawkbill Hark is the feller that makes more
trouble than any one else. He is enough to
 keep any tenderfoot away from a place, he is.”

~ “And the rest of the gang are about like him,
I suppose?”

“Yes; pretty near all of ’em.”

“As the little cavalcade filed into the mining

)p and came to a halt in front of the one-
story shanty, where the common necessaries of
life could be purchased at an exorbitant price, the
miners and hangers-on began to assemble. The
keen eyes of Young Wild West quickly sized up
these men, and he came to the conclusion that
~ though none of them were really so fierce, they
might really prove a bad lot to handle.

- “That’s Hawkbill Hank,” whispered Lively

- Rick, pointing to a big fellow who wore a flaming

red shirt and buckskin trousers, with yellow
fringe on them. “You can easily see why he

is called Hawkbill; look at his beak! It is the
greatest nose in the /hills today!”

- Sure enough, the man did have a nose that
was shaped like the beak of a hawk, and he had
an eye on him that showed quite plainly that
there was not much good in him. Wild waited
for Lively to dismount, and then he promptly
followed suit. Cheyenne Charlie, Jack Robedee
and Dove-Eye Dave quickly swung themselves to
t&e ground, and then the four men who had come
t6*the Creek for the purpose of settling did like-

w

ise.
~ “Boys!” called 'out Lively Rick, taking off his
broad-brimmed hat and doing a flourish with it,

“I have the pleasure of introducing you to Youn
Wild West, the boss town boomegr.’}” o

As Wild took of his hat and executed a bow,
there was something like a cheer that went up
from the rapidly increasing crowd. -

“I am very glad to be over here among you,”
he said, in his free and easy way. “It will be
a pleasure to me to help you people aleng and
get you going right, I assure you.”

“Boys, he don’t look as though he has had much
experience at bcomin’ towns, does he?” spoke up
the bad man, Hawkbill Hank, with something
that was very much like a sneer.

Just then the four women alighted from the
wagon, and acting as though she wanted to be
as near as possible to him, the wife of Peters
made her way to where Wild was standing

“Whoopee! Look at ther calico, boys!” cried
Hawkbill Hank, his face lighting up with a reck-
less smile. “This is a pleasure that I didn’t ex-
pect. Jove! But I must do ther welcoming act
in true style!”

He leaped forward as though he meant to em-
brace the woman and kiss her, but paused.be-
fore he quite reached her.

“I forgot,” he said, in an apologetic way. “I
must wipe ther tobacker from my mouth first.”
““Betsey, you come here,” Peters called out.

“I shan’t!” was the reply. “Mr. West won’t
let that loafer touch me, I know he won’t!”

The bad man had been drinking, and he was
bent on kissing the woman, no matter at what
cost, so he made a grab and succeeded in catch-
ing her about the waist.

“Hands off that woman!” cried Young Wild
West.

_“Now, you'll see Hawkbill Hank get his medi-
cine,” whispered Lively Rick to the storekeeper.’

Two or three of the miners heard this, and
they watched with interest, though they really
thought that the young fellow who had dared to
cross the worst man in the camp would be the
one to get the medicine. They were of the
opinion that Hawkbill Hank was going to kiss
the woman, if he had to wade through blood
to do it. There was a look of genuine surprise
on the rascal’s face as he turned his gaze upon
Wild, still holding fast to Betsey, who was trying
to pull herself free.

“What did you say?” he asked.

“I said take your hands off that woman!
you going to do it?”

“When I git my kiss.”

Spat! Wild’s fist caught him squarely under
the chin and the bad man relinquished his hold
upon Betsey, staggered back a few paces, and
fell to the ground.

“Don’t touch your shooter! If you do I will fill
you full of holes!” exclaimed Wild, who was now
right in trim for anything. “I came over here
to Devil Creek on the invitation of you people.
You want me to help boom the town, and if I
am going to do it, I am going to have my way
about it. Here you go, insulting the first lady
you ever saw here. That isn’t the way to boom
a town, and I don’t propose to allow anything
of the sort while I am here.”

Nearly the entire population was there now, -
and about half of the men received this speech
with a cheer. But the other half did not seem
to like it. They felt that it was a trifle too
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