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6 YOUNG WILD WEST AT DEVIL CREEK 

he gave t:\le redskin a push with his foot that 
serit · h!m rolling head-over-heels down the steep 
slope, airectly toward the approaching wagons. 

"Look out, below there!" he shouted ·at the top 
of his voica and waving his hat . . "Jog up the· 
oxen-quick!" ·· 

It was wonderful to see how quickly he was 
understood. The men in charge of the wagons 
no sooner saw the Indian • come tumbling do,'vn 
than they started the oxen ahead and reached a 
bend Jn the. trail a· few yards ahead before the 
waiting red demons knew it. Then Wild hurried 
back to his fri ends, feeling sure that the meh 
would be able to hold their own until he could 
get back. · 

CHAPTER III.-The Taming of the Bad Meri 
Begins. 

Not a shot had been fired when Young Wild 
West reached his friends. They were astonished 
at seeing him running, but no one spoke ·until he 
did. . 

"We must hurry ·UP and get to the trail by a 
straight cut," he said. "There is a small· wagon 
train over there, and I was just in time to keep a 
redskin from giving the signal that would make 
his companions attack it. I sent him rolling down 
a steep bank, after kicking his rifle out of his 
hands." , 

The young fellow was in the saddle by the t ime 
he said this, and as the others were ready, they 
started straight for the trail. When they came 
in :;,ight of the trail they caµght a glimpse of half 
a dozen Indians sneaking along toward the 
wagons, which had come to a halt just around the 
bend. Four d~termined-looking men crouched be
hind the wagons, waiting for them, and as many 
women.and several children were hidden behind a 
huge boulder. Young Wild West, mounted on his 
beautiful sorrel, dashed out upon the trail, fol
lowed by his four ·companions. 'l'hey came out 
about halfway between the sneaking Indians and 
the wagons. Crack! Crack! Wild let go two 
shots at them, and then it was wonderful to see 
how the r ed villains scattered and made for eover. 

The r est fired, too, no one trying to .hit them 
but Lively Rick, who sent one of them to the 
ihappy hunting grounds. Young Wild West was 
always aver3e to taking human life, unless it was 
really necessary. No doubt the Indians were de
serving .of being shot, but they had not really 
attacked anyone yet, so he did not want to.have 
the blood of a fleeing fellow creature on his 
hands. A cheer went up from the men behind the 
wagons when they saw those who had come to 
their rescue. · Sati.,fied that the redskins ·would 
lose no time in getting away from that vicinity, 
Wild turned his horse for the wagons, the others 
promptly following him. With his long chestnut 
hair streaming in the wind our .hero made a pic
ture that the four men and their wives and chil
dren could hardly forget as long as they lived. If 
ever there was a born leader of men and a cham
pion for the cause of right and justice, he was, 
and they could not help but think that way. They 
came out and shook him by the hand as soon as he 
could dismount. 
· "You fellers come along just in time," said one 
of the men, who appeared to be the leader. "Them 
:reels meant to wipe us out. that's sartin." 

.- - • ,?-

. ' '.I think. tha~ way myself;" ~-epli~d . Wild . . £i~I 
happened along in time to catch the fellow who 
W~S _going to fire On you and give th_e signa}-".,o 
the others to ru·sh out., I kicked hi,-;, rifle from his 
shoulder just as he was going to press the trig
gQr, and then pushed him down Hie hiil." · . �~� 

'.'An' we seen him comin' jest as you hollered," 
said one of the others. "Who might you be my 
young friend?" ' 

"They call me Young Wild West." 
"\Vhat!" 
"Just whom=t thought it was," spoke up one ~f

the women,.who w~ young and comely .. "I heard 
a woman give a description of him. She lived at 
the Forks, near Fort Bridger, and knew him very 
well by sight." 
" "That's ri~ht," said Wild, doffing his hat to her. 
I used to hve at the Forks." 
"Are you married yet?" questioned the young 

woman. · 
"No; not yet." 
"He's engaged though," spoke up Cheyenne 

Charlie. · ' 
"To the girl he saved from the Indians I sup:· 

pose?" . ' · ·· 
"Yes; that's Tight." · · 
"See here!" interrupted Wild, "life is too sho-rf 

to talk ~b~ut love affairs when there i s anythinl!H 
else on tne.carpet. I do all my love talking when 
I am with my girl." 

"That's right," chimed in the husband of the 
yo~ng woman, who showed just the least sign of 
bemg angered a~ the way she was talking. Wild 
ch&nged the subJect very quickly then. He intro
duced his four companions, and learned the name~ 
of th~ four men. They were Maxwell, Peters; 
Hadkms an_d Rudge, and said they were on their 
w~r to Devil Creek, from Spondulicks. 

I have got a ~on out there," said Maxwell, who 
was the oldest m the party and the recognized 
leader: "He s~nt wor,i fo.r us to come on out, as 
there is a chance to get rich pretty quick there " 

."He }s ~bout right on that," nodded Liveiy 
Rick. 'I hye out t~ere myself, an' I know YOA,:t'. 
son, too. Hi~ name JS Marj;. He is a pretty smart 
youngster with the cards." . 

This piece of intelligence did not appear to 
pl~fse the mother much, but she said nothing. 

Do you know the way over to the Creek?" 
asked Dove-Eye Dave. 

"Well, nc. We are lookin' for ther trail that 
branches off somewhere along here." 

"I'll tell you what we will do " remarked 
Young Wild West, after a mome~t's thought 
"we'll go with you to the Creek. That is wher~ 
we are bound, anyway, and it will only take us 
an hour or two longer to get there. Then if 
the redskins do show up again we'll be on hand 
to give them a lesson that they won't forget if 
there. is any o~ ~hem left to g~t away." ' 

This proposition pleased every one, and with
out any_ furth~r loss of }ime the wagons were 
started m motion. But oxen are as slow as they 
are sure, and there was a good journey ahead 
of them yet. However, they made the best time 
they could and before sun had set they came 
sight of the settlement called Devil Creek. 

The creek itself had to be forded, but Lively 
Rick knew just where the proper place was to 
do it, and they soon got over. There were only 
two shanties in the place, the rest of the habi
tations being tents. One of the shanties was a 
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supply store and the other a saloon. Claims .;ere 
staked off here and there, and there were per
haps, a dozen men at work. 

"These are ther first women to come to the 
C-Nek," said Lively Rick, in a whisper to Wild. 
" don't ·know how the crowd will behave when 
they set eyes on 'em for the first time." 

"Well, if they don't beh~ve 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 Keep 
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 the 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 tet it 
be known in Spondulicks and some other places 
~st 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 turn"'s into gold." 

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

"Who is the real bad man of the town?" asked 
Wild. 

"Hawkbill Hank 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, pointin~ 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 
the ground, and then the four men who had come 

the Creek for the purpose of settling did like-
wise. · 

"Boys!" called ·out Lively Rick, taking off his 
broad-brimmed hat and <loin£ a flourish with it, 

"I have the pleasure of introducing you to Young 
Wild West, the boss town boomer." 

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 alcng and 
ge~ you going ~ight, I assure you." 

Boys, he don t look as though he has had much 
experience at bcomin' ~owns, does he?" spoke up 
the bad man, Hawkb1ll 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-. 

"Wh~pee ! L:>?k at ther calico, boys!" cried · 
Hawkh1ll 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 fo1;got," he said, in an aJ?ologetic way. "I 
mu,st 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
cin~," whispered Lively Rick to the storekeeper. · 

'I wo or three of the miners heard this and 
they watched with interest, though they ~eally · 
thought that the young fellow who had dared to 
cross the worst man in the camp would be the 
on~ . to get the me1icine. They were of the 
opm1on that Hawkb1ll Hank was going to kiss 
the woman, if he had to wade through blood 
to do it. 'fhere was a look of genuine surprise 
on_ the 1;ascal's. face. as he turned his gaze upon 
Wild, still holdmg fast to Betsey, who was trying 
to pull herself free. 

"What did you say?" he asked. 
"I said take your hands off that woman! Are 

you going to do it?" 
"When I gjt my kiss." . 
Spa~! Wild's fist caught him squarely under 

the chm 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 me:n received this SJ)eech 
with a cheer. But the other half did not ,eem 
to like it. They felt that it was a trifle too 


