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6 YOUNG WILD \VEST'S RACE FOR GOLD 

found at the rear of the bank, after first seeing 
a villainous-lookmg man sneak across the street. 

<..:HAPTER I V.-Wild Overhears a Conversation. 

The marshal opened wide his eyes when he 
heard the story Young Wild West told in a very 
few words. 

"Thunder!" he ejaculated. "No wonder I was 
mighty puzzled by ther way you acted when you 
got me out there! I couldn't imagine what you 
was drivin' at, blamed if I could!" 

"Well, the question is: Is there much money 
in 'the bank?" asked Wild. 

"I reckon there's quite a pile of it there, Young 
Wild West. It's payday Saturday, which is ther 
day afte1· to-morrer. I believe every word you 
say, an' ther quicker we git hold of ther galoot 
you seen, ther better it will be." 

"I reckon we had better not intel'f"ere with him 
just now," said Wild, shaking his head. "Some 
one took the tools I lugged around from th.e 
bank, and he is the one we want to get just now. 
We'll go over in the saloon I saw the galoot go 
in, and then we'll soon find out who the other 
one is. l\1y partners went in the saloon after 
the man, and you can bet that they have been 
keeping a watch on him. I want to find the fel
low who saw me put the tools clown behind the 
bush. He is the one I want to ge,t hold of." 

"Well, Young Wild West, I'm goin' ter leave it 
ter you. I've heard jest about enough about yer 
ter make me think that you know ,your business 
putty well in gan1es like thls." 

"All right. Dut say, Marshal--" 
"What is it?" · 

.,. "Don't take the trouble to call me by my full 
tlame; just call m:e Wild/the same as my friends 
do. That will suit me bettel". You just stick to 
Illf' in this thing, and we'll round up the bank 
rnbbe1·s in great shape. I mean what I say, for 
it is not the first time I have had dealings with 
such fellows." 

"Oh, you kin bet that I'll stick to you, Wild! 
I know you're all wool an' a ya1·d wide! Jest 
look how yer made them cowboys dance on their 
neckties! That must have been great. I wish I 
had been there ter see it." 

"Well, the cowboys are a harmless lot of fel
lows, but the gang we hav:e got fo deal with now 
is diffE:!rent. It is quite likely that they are the 
kind who will.not stop at anything. The looks of 
the galoot we saw was enough to make me sus
picious right away. Come on! We'll go over to 
the saloon." . 

They left the hotel and walked to the Silver 
Bug Saloon and promptly entered·. Wild's quick 
eye took in all that was to be seen in a jiffy. 
Charlie and Jim were there. Wild called his 
partners to the bar and called for some cigars. 

"This is Jack Ryan, the Town Marshal, boys," 
he said; and then he introduced Charlie and Jim 
to him. 

"Glad ter meet yer, boys," said Ryan. "Mi ne 
is a litt le whisky, Wild, if yer don't mind." 

"Take what you li ke, Marshal," answered our 
hero. ''J don't drink liquors myself, but I am 
not the one to tell others what they shall drink. 
I smoke a cigar now and then, and that is about 

all the nerve stimulant I take, excepting a cup 
of coffee every morning. Jim is the same way; 
but Charlie likes a little tanglefoot· occasionally." 

The scout grinned at this, and said he guessed 
he would try a little right .then. At that moment 
a man with a scraggy black beard came in by 
the rea1· door. He cast a swift look around the 
room, all owed his ga!':e. to rest upon Wild for the 
fraction of a second, and then looked sharply at 
the card table. ., · 

"That's the galoot who took the crowbar and 
the othet tools!" our hero exclaimed, under his 
breath. "I knew it would not be hard to find him. 
He knows me, too, which shows that he must have 
foll9wed me when I came away from the bank. 
~t m_i,ght be, though, that he just_ happened along 
m time to see me place the things behind the 
bush, and, recognizing them, he took them away." 

But never once did the young deadshot let the 
man know he took any interest in him. The 
three men, whom our hero and his partner were 
now certain were rascals, soon left the saloon. 
T_hey went out by the back way, and, teHing· his 
partners and the marshal to stay inside, our hero 
went o_ut_ the front way and stole softly around 
tho bmldrng. He got to the rear in time to see 
the trio walking slowly toward a shed. The o--ie 
who hn.cj come in last _was t~,Jking very earnestly 
to the other two, but m such a low tone of voice 
that our hero could not hear what he said. Wait
ing- until they reached the shed, Wild made his 
way to it quickly. Then he could-hear them talk
ing quite plainly, for there were cracks in the 
boards and the sounds came through plainly. 

"Do yer mean ther boy with ther long hair?" 
one of the men was just saying. 
. "Yes, I 'me~ him," was the reply. "He clone 
Jest what I sa.id he done. He found that a stone 
was loose in ther foundation, an' he opened it an' 
t~ok, out th~1· tool:3 we left there last night. I 
d1dn t see him do 1t, but I happened ter be back 
of ther B?ss Ho~el, an' I seen him put ther things 
down behmd a p1le of bushes. I didn't know what 
t.!;ey was then, but as he come around from .b .. 
hmd ther shanty next door in a quiet s01·t of way,, 
I made up my mind ter see what he put- there. - ,. 
As soon a& he went inside, I looked. Then I 
lf:nowed why he had been so quiet-like, boys. l 
Jest ,grabbed up them tools, an' I never stopped 
till I got 'em over to ther shanty, Then I thought 
I'd better let you fellers know about it as so'ln 
as possible. Boys, our work has been all -i'u.,. 
~othin', ther way it looks. That young gal~ot 
1s Young Wild West, ther boss of t)i.er cleadshots 
an' him an' his pards is death on galoots like us'. 
He has found out our game, though I can't un
derstand how he done it." 

"Well, I know how, I reckon," answered the 
man called Glim. "I happened ter be comin' 
around from behind ther bank jest as ther boy 
an' his pards was in front of ther buildin'. He 
must have thought I'd been up ter somethin' an' 
he's went back there an' took a look arounci. I 
don't know what other way he could have found 
out." · 

"Glim, yer hadn't ought ter gone theTe in ther 
daylight," spoke up the third man. 

"Well, it wasn't exactly daylight, was it? I 
thought it would be all right ter go around there 
an' see how thilllgs was. I never touched a thing 
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there, but as soon as I seen tl1at it was jest as 
we left it last night, I came on back." 

"Well, I reck6n we've got ter give up gittin' 
in ther bank that way," the first .speaker remark
ed in a thoughtful tone of voice, as Wild could 
teil, though _he could not see him. 

"Yes; that's right. But there's one thing sar
tin, boys: We've got ter git that money afore 
Saturday mol'nin'. We've made up our minds ter 
do it. an'' we will, too .. • But ther first thing ter 
do is · ter git rid of this boy they call Young Wild 
West. That must be clone to-night. We'll lay a 
trap for him, an' we'll git him an' his pards, an' 
Jack Ryan, too! It ain't likely that any one else 
knows anything about this, so it won't be hard 
ter do. But we'll see ther captain an' tell him 
all about it. He's smart enou,gh ter fix up a 
way ter trap 'em, fu1· he · can't be b_eat at that 
k ind of a game. Things is gittin' desperate, 
boys. We ain't got no time ter lose about this. 
If we kin gobble up tliem four to-night, ther 
cbances are that no one else will know a thing 
about ther stone bein' loose in ther foundation. 
Come on, an' we'll find ther captain right away." 

Wild was much pleased to hear all "this, and as 
the three men left the shed and started off in the 
darkness he did not l1esitate to follow them. 

"I might as well find out all there is to it," he 
muttered, as he kept the men in sight and made 
his way along. "It isn't likely that they are go
irig very far." 

CHAPTER V.-The Robbers Make Decision. 

The three men Wild was following did not .i;o 
very far. About two hundred yards from the 
rear of the Silver Bug Saloon they came to a 
shanty that stood at the edge of a grove of pines. 
Other shanties were scattered about, but none 
was very close to this particular one. This was 
the shanty that Glim owned-or he occupied it 
when in Silver Crown, anyhow-and no one dis
puted his. claim to it. 

"Go right in, boys, an' light a lamp," Glim said, 
as he unlocked the door. "You'll find one on ther 
table. I'l1 run an' git ther captain." 

The two men did as directed, and then Glim 
ha tenecl away in the darkness. He soon reached 
a shanty that was not more than a hundred yards 
distant. There was a bright light shining through 
:>e window, and he gave a nod of satisfaction 
and knocked upon the door. It was opene l by a 
middle-ag,ed woman, with sinister, dark eyes. 

"What's wanting?" she asked, in a tone of 
voice that showed that she was anything but pa
tient. 

"Is Mart in?" Glim asked, wilting before her 
gaze, for there was something about the woman's 
eyes that was apt to make a person wince when 
she looked at him sharply. 

"Yes, he's in. But he said he wasn't going out 
to-night. Here he has brought me away down 
from Denver to this forsaken place, and I don't 
mean to be left alone in this shanty every nig·ht 
of my life. Not that I am afraid to stay alone, 
for I don't care a rap for any man, woman or 
child. But it gets mighty lonesome with no one 
to talk to. I kno,v you, Glim. I suppose you 
had better come in and tell him your bnsint?-;;R." 

She opened the door wide1· and the villain 

stepped in. A tall man, with a dark mustache 
anu goatee, sat at a ·~aole, with a cneckerboard 
beto1·e him. 1t was evident that he had been 
playing the game with his wife, and that Glim 
llacl Cl.!sturbed them. 

"What is it, Glim'?" queried the man, rising to 
his feet. ~ 

"There! Don't get excited, Mart Mord," spoke 
up his wife, her eyes flashing. "It is most likely 
he wants to get you av,ay, so you can sit in some 
saloon and play cards all night." 

"You're mistaken, Mrs. Mo,d," said Glim quick
ly. "I reckon you know the1· business we're in, 
an' what we've planned, ter do afore Saturday 
mornin' comes. lt's relatin' ter that, tha1 s what 
it is. It has been found out that there was a 
stone took out of ther foundation of ther bank." 

The faces of both the man a1~d woman in the 
shanty underwent a quick change. 

"Oh!" said the woman. "lf t,iat's what's ther 
matter, I won't say no more." 

"Well, that 's what's ther i:natter, all right," 
Glim went on to say. "A young galoot which 
they call Young Wild West has found out that 
ther bank was goin' ter be robbed, an' he's got 
the tow'Il marshal in tow this very minute." 

"Wnat!" gasped Mart Mord, his fac~ the pic
ture of astonishment. "Young iNild ",\lest here 
in Silver Crown?" 

"He sartinly is, Cap." 
"What brought him here, I wonder?" 
"I don't know, Cap. He landed here with his 

pards an' some gals an' a couple of heathen 
Chinese, late yesterday afternoon. Didn't yer 
hear about ther hot time up in front of ther 
Silver Bug?" 

"No; I just got home about an hour ago. I 
was over to the Canyon, you know." 

"Yes, I know. Well, this Young Wild West, a.~ 
they call him, made it lively fur so1)8.e cowboys, 
I kin tell yer. Him an' his two pards licked six 
of 'em in great shape, an' then ther boy done 
some fancy shootin' ag'in one of their cowboys 
who claimed ter be a champion. If he didn't 
make that galoot look sick! Why, ther boy kin 
handle a gun as quick as lightnin', an' he never 
misses, Cap." 

"Ye.", I have heard that said of him. He is 
well known up in Denver, you know. I belonged 
to a band that he broke up, and, though I was 
not tbere at the time it happened, I heard enough 
to make me believe that he was a very danger
ous customer. But I can't understand why he 
should happen to come to Silver Crown right at 
this time. I know there is a price on my head 
for being a bank robber, but I can't see how he 
could have heard about it. It might be that he 
has, though, and that he ha._ traced me here. 
Or it may be that he has 6,opped in here b.r 
chance. But either way, if he knows that there 
is a plan on foot to rob the babk he will do hi 
level best to stop it. and he will come pretty near 
getting us, too. Of course, I mean, if he is al
lowed to live!" 

"But he mustn't be allowed ter live, Cap. 
That's jest what I come ter see yer about. Tom 
Ravel happened ter see Young- Wild West put 
ther tools we'd been workin' with last night be
hind some busl1 es back of ther Bo:;:s Hotel, an' 
,,hen he looked at 'em. an' found that they had 
been took from under ther bank buildin', he lit 


