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3 YOUNG WILD WEST’S WINNING STREAK.

you afore T met Young Wild West I'd fall heels over head
in'love with him at first sight!” s
Cheyenne Charlie burst into a laugh at this, while Jim
Dart smiled almost audibly. ey
Such a remark was bound to set the woman straight, so
he promptly retorted:

“Mrs. Decker, it is a good thing you saw Ruel Decker
first, then, for I am engaged to marry a young girl whose
equal can’t be found in seven States. She’s all the world
to me, and when we are old enough we are going to make
one of the happiest couples on earth!”

“Good fur you, Young Wild West!” cried the ranchman.
“Now, Jennie, you see what show your sister would have.”

“Well, that makes it different,” retorted the bride. “I
didn’t think he had a sweetheart when I spoke that way.
He’s nothin’ but a boy, so I reckon he must have started in
to courtin’ pretty young.”

“] started in when I was eighteen, and I am nearly
twenty now,” answered Wild. y

Charlie was now scraping together some fagots, and a
few minutes later he had a fire burning on the very spot the
quartette of villains had cooked their supper.

As the fire blazed up they could see one another better,
and as Mrs. Decker looked our friends over she nodded sat-
isfactorily. |

“You'll all do pretty well,” she said. “Ruel, I reckon
you struck the right folks when you run agin’ Young Wild
West an’ his two partners. My! but didn’t they fetch that
gang of villdins to the round turn, though! I thought they
was awful bloodthirsty fellers when they sent you off, tellin’
you that unless you got back in twenty-four hours with a
thousand dollars they would hang me. But how they did
wilt when these friends come along!”

“Well, you see,” spoke up Jim Dart, “we happened to
. know two of them. Young Wild West gave each of them
a rather rough handling, too, the other night, so they knew
pretty well what they were up against. The Mexican and
greaser didn’t have anything to say, but just fell right in
and acted nice. That is because such fellows as they are
never fight square. If they had got the chance to give a
stab, or fire a sly shot they would have done it, but they
were afraid to do anything just then. It is more than
likely that they will be laying for us as we come along to-
morrow.”

“Ain’t you afraid that they might shoot you from behind
somethin’?” asked the woman.

“Oh, we will take our chances on that. They will have
to be mighty quick to get ahead of us, I can tell you!”

The bride now offered her services in preparing the even-
ing meal. ;

Our friends had shot half a dozen sage hens that after-
noon, and as Cheyenne Charlie had plucked them on the way,
there was not much to do to get them ready for broiling.

There was: a stream of water that came from farther up
the mountain right at hand, and whren the woman took a
hand in the business she showed that she knew how.

With some bacon, meal cakes, and coffee, the sage-hens
went very well half an hour lat-r. :

Then the ranchman rigged up a sleeping place for his
wife under the broken buckboard, and she turned in, being
tired out with her long journey.

Wild then divided themselves into watches, each to take a
turn for two hours. .

He would have done this .even if they had not met the
four men, for he always believed in being on the safe side.

The boy, from doing good turns to those who were in the
right, had made many enemies, and he always took the pre-
caution to be on the lookout for them.

But it so happened that they were not disturbed that
night, and when the sun arose like a great ball of fire in the
Bast all hands had put in sufficient sleep.

Cheyenne Charlie had been the last to take his trick at
watching, and when the rest got up he had the coffee
steaming over the fire.

After breakfast the newly-wedded ecouple thanked our
friends again and again, and then bade them good-by.

Wild and his partners got in the saddle a few minutes
later and once more took the trail to Tombstone.

In a little over three hours they came upon a ranch,
which must have been the one Ruel Decker had spoken of.

As they rode along they saw a party of cowboys, fanci-
fully attired, ride out, among them being some girls rigged
in bright colors and apparently very happy.

observed “heyenne

“Probably they

“Somethin’s I reckon,”
Charlie.

“It looks that way,” retorte¢ Jim Dart.
are going to a wedding or a fandango.”

“Well, we can find out by asking,” said Wild.

He led the way along at a brisk canter and they: were
just in time to meet the riders coming out of a lane.

“How are you, strangers?” the dashing young fellow
called out. “What is in the wind that you are all rigged
out so fine?”

“There’s goin’ to be a high old time over at Sand Top,”
answered a likely looking young man, who seemed to be the
leader of the crowd. “We're all goin’ over to have some
i USRI

¢I don’t suppose you object to our riding over with you?”

“Not by a jugful! Ther more ther merrier! Chuck your-
selves right in an’ make yourselves to hum.”

There were four girls in the party and about a dozen
men, all of whom were young, some of them being not much
more. than boys.

They all looked at our three friends rather sharply, and
then acted as though they were satisfied to have them in
their company:

“I reckon you  don’t mind tellin’ us who you are, an’
where you’re from,” observed the leader, as he got along-
side Wild.

“Certainly not,” was the reply. “I am Young Wild West,
and these two fellows are Cheyenne Charlie and Jim Dart,
my partners. We belong up in Dakota, but we have been
spending a few weeks down here in Arizona. Just now we
are on our way to Tombstone.”

The cowboy nodded in a satisfied way and looked at his
companions. |

“Boys, I reckon you've heard of Young Wild West, ain’t
you?” he called out.

“Yes, yes!” came from half a dozen of them.

“Well, here he is, then, an’ he’s got his pards right with
him. I reckon you read in ther Phoenix paper how they
saved two million dollars for a big railroad company a short
time ago. These is the identical fellers, boys! Jest give ’em
three hearty cheers, jest to show how we ’preciate meetin*
good people!” ;

. ‘The cheers were given with a will, even the girls join-
ing in. :

Then the leader introduced himself as Jess Petersen, after
which he introduced his companions in a bunch.

But all hands wanted to shake with Young Wild West
and his partners, so a halt was called to allow this to be
done. .

Wild felt that they had fallen in good company.

. There was not a man in the crowd who did not seem
to be a fine young fellow. y

And the girls were vivacious and very talkative, such as
girls who are reared on ranches in the Wild West usually
are.

“How about it? We started to make a straight trail to
Tombstone,” said Wild as they rode along. “We don’t
want to-go in a roundabout way, even if we have to cut
out going over to Sand Top to see the fun you spoke about.”

“The straight trail leads right through Sand Top,” Jess
Petersen replied. “You won’t go out of your way a bit by
stoppin’ there.”

“Good!” Y

“What is going to take place at Sand Top, anyhow ?” Jim
asked of the man who was riding next to him.

“Oh, a feller named Ruggles has jest sold his ranch, an’
he’s goin’ ter give ther boys a good time afore he goes
East. He’s put up some prizes fur them what kin beat in
different kinds of sports, an’ after all ther racin’ an’ sich
is done we're all goin’ ter git our fill of roast ox, with plenty
ter drink ter go with it.”

“Can any one compete for the prizes?”

“Oh, yes; it’s open to everybody, big, little, old or young.
That’s what Ruggles says. I reckon he’s goin’ ter spend
about two thousand dollars afore he leaves fur the East.”

“How long will it take us to get to Sand Top?”

“We’ll jest drop in there about npon. Ther games don’t
begin till two, but we thought we’d git there a little early
an’ look around a bit.”

“A good idea. I am very glad we met you. We like to
see a lively time once in a while.”

“I reckon you wouldn’t amount to much if you didn’t.”

By the time Sand Top was reached our friends had be-
come pretty well acquainted with the members of the vpartv.

goin’ on,



