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BIBLIOGRAPHIC NOTE


  The Wizard was a popular weekly British boys'
  magazine published by D.C. Thomson & Company, London and Dundee, from
  September 1922 to November 1963. A total of 1,970 issues were printed.


  The Wizard offered a combination of illustrated short stories,
  serial novels, articles and jokes. The main genres covered included
  adventure, detection, sports, school-life, and science fiction.


  The fantasy Western novel "Six-Gun Gorilla" was published in 15 parts,
  beginning on March 18, 1939. The present e-book edition adheres to the
  chapter structure used in the serial version and includes digitally enhanced
  copies of the original illustrations. Chapter numbers have been added.


  —Roy Glashan, January 13, 2017
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I. — MASTERS DECIDES TO QUIT


  Bart Masters threw down his pick with a grunt of relief. The
  sun had sunk so low in the sky that it was almost dark now at the bottom of
  the mineshaft.


  Stretching his weary back, he muttered grimly—


  "Gettin' old, I reckon. Time I got out o' this."


  It was not the first time lately that Bart Masters had thought of quitting
  the little gold mine in which he had worked for the past seven years. Sixty
  two years of age, bent and scarred by a lifetime of toil, if he was ever
  going to get any enjoyment from the gold which he had torn from the earth, he
  would soon have to head for more civilized parts.


  He had all the gold he wanted, about ten thousand pounds worth, more than
  sufficient to set him up in comfort for the rest of his life.


  In small leather sacks under the floor of his cabin this gold was hidden,
  stored ounce by ounce, grain by grain, as he had dug it from the ground. No
  one had ever worked harder than this lone miner in the Boulder Hills of
  Colorado.


  Twice a year only did he visit the nearest township, for stores and
  clothing. For the rest of the year he stuck to his mine.


  "I'll get out tomorrow," he said.


  Dangling down the shaft from forty feet above was a stout rope, and on the
  end of this a large bucket. It had been used to haul hundreds of tons of
  earth and ore to the top. Now Bart Masters put one foot in it, gripped the
  rope above his head and bellowed, "Hoist her up, O'Neil!"


  There was a clanking somewhere above and the rope began to be hauled in.
  Swiftly and steadily the bucket rose, almost as though it was attached to a
  winch.


  In a few moments the head of the old miner came above the surface. He
  reached out to grasp a crosspiece and heaved himself to safety.


  "Thanks, O'Neil!" he grunted.


  He was not a bit surprised to see what had hauled him up. It was a
  gorilla, a tremendous creature, standing well over six feet high, with a vast
  sixty four inch chest, a shaggy red brown coat, and a face as hideous as a
  nightmare.


  Standing astride the edge of the shaft, it had hauled the rope in hand
  over hand, and was now carefully coiling it for use on the morrow. It seemed
  to know exactly what was expected of it.


  It was a strange place in which to find a gorilla. Gorillas came from
  Central Africa, and this was the wilds of Colorado, bit its surroundings did
  not seem to have affected its health. If ever there was a gorilla in the
  prime of condition, it was this one.


  Turning, it came waddling towards its master, walking on its hind legs,
  its hands only occasionally touching the ground to steady it. Masters looked
  at it almost with affection, and handed over the leather poke in which he had
  packed that day's find of gold.


  "Here you are, O'Neil, this is the last," he said. "Tomorrow we're gettin'
  out. What'll you say to new surroundings, new faces, new food? I wonder how
  you'll settle down in a town, or whether they'll refuse to have you? Guess
  they'll have to put up with you, pard, if I pay 'em!"


  The gorilla growled in its throat. It was almost as though it understood
  what was being said.


  Bart Masters had got into the habit of talking to it. It had helped him
  forget his loneliness, and he had to admit that no human partner would ever
  have served him as well as O'Neil, the gorilla.


  Eight years ago he had purchased the gorilla, then a youngster, from a
  sailor in San Francisco. The young animal had then just arrived from Africa,
  and was both frightened and fierce.


  The sailor had been glad to get rid of it. The gorilla had no name, but at
  the sailor had been called O'Neil, the gold miner had called it that. O'Neil
  it had remained ever since, and in the course of time it had become utterly
  devoted to the miner.


  Up on the Dragonfly Mine, which Bart Masters had discovered and worked
  alone, the gorilla had been as good as a hired laborer to him. To train it
  and make a companion of it had been his only amusement. Not only did it
  regularly haul the buckets to the top of the shaft, but he had taught it to
  dig with pick and shovel.


  Nearby was the shack where they lived.


  Built of logs, with a stovepipe chimney in one corner, it was no different
  from a hundred other shacks dotted about Colorado.


  To Bart Masters it was home. Followed by the shuffling gorilla, he entered
  the building and stoked up the fire.


  "More firewood, O'Neil!" he said, and the great beast shuffled away to a
  nearby woodpile, returning with a load of branches and logs.


  Some of the pieces were too large for the stove. The gorilla broke these
  in two with its powerful hands, or split them by inserting its fingertips and
  wrenching them apart. Just how strong O'Neil was his owner had never found
  out.


  "Well, tonight's the last night!" said the old miner, as he mixed flour
  and water for flapjacks. "Tomorrow we head south. In three days we'll be in
  Colorado Springs, an' a new life will have begun. Reckon you'll have to carry
  the gold for me. It'll be mighty heavy."


  The gorilla snorted, and squatted down in a corner like an old, old man,
  its knuckles resting on the floor. It knew full well that its supper would be
  served as soon as its master's.


  Before long they were eating their meal, and as they munched away the
  miner kept up a running fire of comments. He told O'Neil all his plans, his
  hopes, his fears, and the gorilla sensed that something unusual was going to
  happen. It watched him with bright, affectionate eyes.


  Supper over, Bart Masters dragged back the heavy log table, pried up three
  planks which had been underneath is, and revealed a hole under the shack. It
  was his safe.


  From it he lifted bag after bag of gold. Each of them was packed to the
  brim with the gold dust and nuggets which he had extracted from the mine.


  The gorilla seemed to have gone to sleep. It kept its eyes closed. Bart
  Masters ranged his hoard upon the table, and looked around for some means of
  bundling it all together.


  He decided that a doubled blanket would make a good carrier. He stacked
  the gold bags on this, in readiness to be rolled up in the morning.


  By that time it was quite dark, and he had lighted two candles.


  "Time we hit the blankets, O'Neil!" he muttered, and went to the corner
  where the giant gorilla dozed.


  It raised no objection when he fastened a stout leather collar round its
  neck. To the collar was attached a chain which was embedded in the corner
  beam of the hut.


  There was plenty of slack to the chain. It did not prevent O'Neil from
  curling up and sleeping. Bart Masters scarcely knew why he continued to chain
  the gorilla up at night. It was a relic of the old days, when he had not been
  quite certain of the way the gorilla would behave during the night.


  "Good night, O'Neil. Tomorrow night we'll be in camp, an' before long
  maybe I'll be able to buy ya some real fruit," he said, as he climbed into
  his bunk.


  The last thing he did was to reach up and assure himself that his gunbelt
  hung on the usual nail above his head, with his heavy six-gun ready
  loaded.


  Worn out with the toil of the day, he was soon asleep. The gorilla snored
  heavily. A clock ticked on a shelf in the corner.


  The moon came through a haze of cloud. It was not very bright, but enough
  to throw a faint shadow on the window when someone approached outside.


  Another shadow followed, then another, and yet a forth. Four men were
  creeping towards the door of the shack.


  The faces of these men were twisted viciously as they strained their eyes
  for the slightest sound of movement within. All of them were obviously tough
  characters and each was armed with two guns.


  "The old un's asleep!" hissed one fellow with a drooping moustache.
  "Wonder what's happened to the gorilla?"


  "Sleeping as well, I guess," murmured one of the others. "He chains it up
  at nights. I've seen him call it in."


  The men were not strangers to the locality. For more than a week they had
  spied on Bart Masters, observing his every movement, trying to judge whether
  he was worth robbing or not.


  In other parts of Colorado they were known as the Strawhan Gang, and they
  were wanted by the law for a score of murders and robberies. The north of
  Colorado had proved too hot for them, and they had come south. It was unlucky
  for Bart Masters that they had stumbled upon his retreat, and had seen him
  washing out some gold dust one night.


  To them the temptation was irresistible. This was the night on which they
  had decided to rob him.


  Tutt Strawhan, the man with the red moustache, lifted the latch of the
  door softly. It was not fastened in any way. Bart Masters never believed in
  locking himself in at night.


  Inch by inch the door opened, and the evil face of the leader of the gang
  peered round the edge.


  The moon from the window shone upon the figure in the bunk. The old miner
  was twitching in his sleep.


  In the further corner of the room a dark blur marked the position of the
  gorilla. It did not stir. Its sleep was not disturbed.


  Tutt Strawhan lifted a finger to his lips to warn his men to keep quiet.
  Softly he tiptoed forward.


  Halfway across the shack he was when O'Neil opened his eyes, blinked at
  the intruder and lurched to his feet with a roar.


  Crack-crack!


  Strawhan had the name of being one of the quickest shots in the West. He
  wasted no time in firing twice at the infuriated gorilla. Even before it had
  come to the end of its chain one of the bullets had caught it on the head,
  and spun it round.


  It collapsed on the floor, and lay still.


  The report had roused Bart Masters with a jerk. His gnarled hand reached
  for the gun hanging on the wall.


  "No you don't!" barked one of the gang from the doorway, and another shot
  rang out, shattering the miner's wrist. "Sit back an' keep still."


  The four of them crowded forward, Tutt Strawhan, Pete Stark, Jim Lane and
  El Valdo, the half-breed. The latter held an ugly knife. He was an expert
  knifeman.

  


  
II. — O'NEIL'S VENGEANCE VOW


  "What do you want?" croaked old Bart Masters, though he
  already knew.


  "Your gold!" snarled Strawhan. "Don't try to stall us, Masters. We've seen
  you bring gold in here. Where is it hidden? If you want to save your skin
  hand it over."


  Instinctively the miner's eyes flickered to the table where the blanket
  loosely covered the bags of good. His lips moved, but no words came from
  them. He was trying to think of a way out of this terrible position, and he
  could see none. Even O'Neil was out of action, if not dead.


  A moment later the old miner wished he had not glanced that way, for Pete
  Stark guessing the meaning of that glance, sprang towards the table.


  "Holy smoke!" he gasped, jerking back the corner of the blanket. "Here's
  all his hoard. We're rich men. This must be all the gold he's dug out in the
  years!"


  All the gang turned that way, and again Bart Masters snatched for the
  gunbelt over his head. He succeeded in gripping it, and jerked it from the
  nail, but before he could draw the gun from its holster he was again menaced
  by Strawhan's gun.


  "Didn't I tell you to keep your hands off that gunbelt?" roared the leader
  of the gang, and he pulled the trigger of his gun three times.


  Three bullets thudded into Bart Master's body. Two of them found his
  heart. He fell back limp and lifeless on the bunk.


  As the smoke cleared away the ruffians crowded round the gold.


  "The old fool must have been meaning to clear out," grinned one of them.
  "We came just in time. If we'd waited another night it might have been too
  late."


  Quickly they divided the store of gold for carrying, and when they
  staggered from the shack some five minutes later they were all heavily
  laden.


  That there was plenty more gold in the mine did not worry them. They were
  not interested in mining. Robbery with violence was more in their line.


  Time passed, and the old clock on the shelf ticked away steadily. No
  movement came from the bunk, where the blankets were stained deeply with
  blood.


  Presently a board creaked under the gorilla. The great beast was stirring.
  Its lips moved, then its eyes. Fiercely it gazed at the roof of the shack,
  unable to recollect where it was. There was a blinding pain in its head, and
  it moaned slightly as it stirred.


  Blood had trickled under one ear, and caked there in the hair. The second
  of the bullets fired at the gorilla had 'creased' it, bringing
  unconsciousness, but not death.


  The gorilla sat up, and its chain creaked. There was a strange scent in
  its nostrils, the scent of warm blood. A low growl came from its parted
  lips.


  The moon shone upon its hideous face, now twisted with rage and fear. The
  growl changed to a plaintive whine. It was calling to its master.


  In the past years, whenever unwise eating had given it pains in its
  stomach, this whine had brought Bart Masters to its side with effective
  remedies. Something was wrong now, but O'Neil did not know what it was. He
  decided to call his master.


  There was no reply. From where the gorilla crouched it could see the miner
  sprawled on the bunk. One of his hands hung down over the side in unnatural
  fashion. The gorilla began to sense that something was wrong.


  What had happened to its beloved master? It rose to its feet, its head
  almost touching the roof of the room, and shuffled forward.


  There was a jerk at its neck as the chain pullet it up, and the growl
  changed to one of anger. The smell of blood was angering and alarming the
  great beast. It gave a tremendous tug at the chain and the shack shook.


  Bart Masters had chained the beast up each night, but had forgotten how it
  had increased in strength since those early days when it had been necessary.
  No such chain could hold it now.


  Enraged still further by the resistance, O'Neil leaned forward, grasped
  the chain with both hands behind his head and heaved.


  There was a splintering crash. The roof began to sink at one end. The
  gorilla had pulled the corner post completely out of the ground, and now
  towed it forward across the room, in spite of the fact that several logs and
  planks were still fixed to it.


  A moment later it was beside the bunk, bending over its master, sniffing
  him, nuzzling him, moaning and crying with terror when it found what had
  happened.


  No child could have sorrowed more. The gorilla pushed Masters and poked
  him, hoping that he would come back to life, but that was impossible.


  Then the gorilla's sorrow changed to rage. It bellowed and roared in a way
  which would have roused the beasts in an African jungle.


  Again and again it roared, beating its chest with clenched hands,
  snatching at articles of furniture and tearing them to matchwood.


  As it thrashed about the room the chain and the logs attached to it went
  with the gorilla. The noise behind it maddened it still further.


  But every now and again it would go to its master's side and sprawl over
  him, whimpering and moaning. Only the coming of daylight through the window
  quieted it. It ceased to howl and roar, and went down on all fours, sniffing
  the floor.


  To and fro it went, like a dog picking up the scent. Once it snatched up
  some articles, an old empty tobacco pouch, a dirty handkerchief, a piece of a
  rag. All these things had been discarded by the four killers when they had
  been making room in their pockets for the sacks of gold.


  O'Neil seemed to know that these articles, and the scents attached to
  them, belonged to those men who had slain his master. His hair bristled, his
  eyes flamed with fury, and his clenched fingers dug into his huge palms.


  Again and again he raised his head and growled. He was vowing vengeance.
  In his savage way he was connecting these scents with his master's death. He
  knew that these men had killed his master.


  Once he went outside the door, and followed the telltale scent across the
  clearing as far as the beginning of the trail to the west. But he did not go
  very far. Waddling with ungainly strides, he returned to the shack, and his
  keen eyes noticed something on which his dead master was half lying.


  It was the revolver belt and gun holster. The six shooter was as yet
  undrawn.


  A strange expression came to O'Neil's eyes. He pulled the gun out and
  examined it. It was not the first time he had handled it. He knew all about
  this strange toy of his master.


  Furthermore, he knew how to use it. In his spare time Bart Masters had
  delighted in teaching O'Neil unusual tricks. He had shown him how to hold the
  gun, point it and fire. He had even shown him how to load it with those
  little metal things called cartridges.


  To the brokenhearted O'Neil this gun and belt seemed part of his master,
  and he decided to take it with him.


  He tried to put the belt around this massive waist, but it was too tight.
  Bart Masters had been a bulky man, but not as bulky as the gorilla.


  Even then O'Neil was not beaten. He seated himself on his haunches and
  fiddled with the belt. Once or twice his master had strapped it about his
  strange friend. There must be some way of making it larger.


  At last O'Neil found the buckle, and opened the belt out to its fullest
  length. Then it buckled round the gorilla's waist easily, so that the heavy
  six-gun hung on his right side.


  O'Neil had never been more proud than when his master had dressed him up
  like this. Even now the gorilla could not resist swaggering up and down the
  clearing outside.


  Then O'Neil remembered something else. When he and the miner had gone into
  the woods on shooting expeditions, his master had worn a bandolier. It was on
  the shelf beside the clock, filled with cartridges.


  O'Neil fetched it, and with an effort, got it over his own shoulder. It
  fitted too high under the armpit, but that did not matter to O'Neil. The
  bandolier was part of his master, smelled like his master, and the gorilla
  knew that the little shiny metal things in it were for the gun.


  Thus equipped, O'Neil prowled up and down the clearing until the sun was
  high. The sun gleamed on something amongst the bushes at the other end of the
  open space, and the gorilla remembered what it was.


  The miner had set up a tin as a target for practice. He had encouraged
  O'Neil to shoot at that tin from a distance.


  Clumsily, for his fingers were too big for a gun that size, O'Neil drew
  the revolver from the holster, and aimed at the tin on the bush.


  His forefinger fumbled some seconds for the trigger. Only the merest tip
  of his finger could go under the trigger guard, but that was enough to enable
  him to pull the trigger.


  Bang!


  The bullet went wide. The gorilla could fire a revolver, and had been
  trained not to jump at the noise, but the beast was no crack shot.


  O'Neil's eyes gleamed. His lower lips pouted with determination, and he
  fired again and again.


  At the fourth shot there was a clatter, and the tin jumped in the air. He
  had scored a hit at last.


  Then the gorilla hooted with joy, bouncing up and down on its hind legs as
  though it had gone mad. Always when it had scored a hit there had been a
  special dainty given it by its master. Instinctively it turned, expecting the
  tit bit, only to be faced with the bloodstained figure on the bunk.


  The joy died from O'Neil's eyes. The growl in his throat sounded more
  fearsome than ever.


  He squatted on the doorstep, fumbled with the bandolier, and drew out
  cartridges. He knew how to open the gun and empty out the old cases. Now he
  proceeded to reload.


  It was a long process for O'Neil. Sometimes he tried to push the wrong end
  of the bullets into the chambers, but at last he had the gun fully loaded and
  he restored it to the holster.


  A strange grimness seemed to possess him. Tucked in his belt was the
  soiled handkerchief that he had picked up from the floor of the cabin. His
  nostrils dilated as he sniffed at it, then he turned suddenly towards the
  west, and hurried up the trail which the four killers had taken.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla had started on its journey of vengeance. A new terror
  was loose!

  


  
III. — STRAWHAN'S TERRIBLE TRACKER


  The Strawhan gang had been mounted on horses. They had
  ridden away at full speed from Bart Masters' shack, the gold stowed in their
  saddlebags, and they had made top speed over the ranges.


  O'Neil had to rely on his own efforts to get him along, but he travelled
  much faster than a man could have done on foot. Here and there he took
  shortcuts up the mountainside.


  To see him coming up the trail, balancing himself ponderously on his hind
  legs, the gun swinging on his hip, the bandolier tight around his chest and
  shoulder, would have been a terrifying shock to anyone. But there was no one
  to see. Few men travelled in those parts. The district had a bad name, for it
  was not very far from Muddy Creek where there was a saloon and a handful of
  shacks.


  At Muddy Creek the bad men of the district met to swap stories, play
  poker, and discuss their forthcoming jobs. Decent citizens gave the place a
  wide berth.


  The Strawhan gang had gone there, and they had a long start on the
  gorilla, but that did not worry O'Neil.


  Over the range and down the other side scrambled the Six-Gun Gorilla.


  At the foot of the further slope there was a river, swift and dangerous.
  In one place boulders had been rolled in to form a ford, but O'Neil did not
  understand fords. He hated getting his feet wet.


  On both sides of the river grew trees with outstretched branches, and the
  gorilla reached into one of these. Almost without effort, it hauled itself on
  to a high, springy branch, and climbed out over the water's edge.


  Its tremendous weight, over six hundred pounds, made the branch bend.
  O'Neil did not mind. Gripping with his feet as well as with his hands, he
  teetered up and down until he was whipping through the air like something on
  the end of a spring.


  Timing it perfectly, he released his hold at the right moment, and hurled
  himself across the river. The springiness of the branch gave added length to
  his leap. His outstretched hands caught a branch on the other side, and
  although the branch broke under his suddenly applied weight, he had
  accomplished what he wished to do. He had crossed the river.


  On he went, and presently, on the right, he saw a lone log building. It
  was a settler's cabin, and smoke was curling from it. O'Neil headed that way
  to investigate.


  The sound of wood being chopped guided him round the corner of a shed. A
  man who had his back towards O'Neil was splitting logs with a heavy axe.
  O'Neil remembered that he knew how to do that. His master had shown him how
  to perform this useful service, but had given it up when he had discovered
  that the gorilla could just as well split the logs apart with his
  fingers.


  "Ugh!" grunted the interested gorilla, and the man at the logs turned
  suddenly.


  Just for a moment he found himself staring at the hideous face of O'Neil.
  The gorilla's eyes were on him: its lips were apart. The settler had never
  seen anything more horrible.


  He had just time to take in the details of the belt, and the gun, in its
  holster. Sheer stupefaction held him rigid.


  Then the apparition waddled towards him. O'Neil could smell this was not
  one of the men whom he sought. He wanted to make friends, to shake this man's
  hand as Bart Masters had taught him to do.


  But this was too much for the lone settler. He paused just long enough to
  hurl the axe at the gorilla, then turned and fled for his shack, where he
  barricaded himself in and grabbed his gun.


  Luckily for the Six-Gun Gorilla, the axe missed him, but a few moments
  later a shotgun banged from the window of the shack. Some buckshot stung
  him.


  It did not hurt more than a horsefly would have done, but it angered and
  annoyed O'Neil.


  He forgot all about the gun at his hip. He grabbed the first thing which
  came handy. It was half a tree, which the settler had been intending to saw
  up. It weighed several hundredweights, but thrown by O'Neil's powerful arms
  it flew through the air with such force that it crashed straight through the
  roof, into the cabin!


  The settler fired no more. Grumbling to himself, the Six-Gun Gorilla
  returned to the trail. He could not understand the behavior of these
  creatures who resembled his master in appearance.


  Now he was getting nearer to Muddy Creek. A clatter of hoofs made him draw
  to one side. A mounted man came galloping round the bend. He was a dark,
  fierce looking ruffian, and was heading in the same direction as O'Neil.


  At the sight of the gorilla, standing upright beside the trail, the horse
  suddenly reared, and bolted. The man was thrown into some bushes, and when he
  scrambled out, the horse was out of sight.


  O'Neil was staring in bewilderment. He could not understand what all the
  fuss was about. The enraged man snarled under his breath.


  "Durn you," he growled. "Where did you come from? There's no such things
  as gorillas in America."


  With that he snatched out his gun, and started to open fire, believing
  that the gorilla would bolt. There was a surprise in store for him. The
  gorilla thought that this was a challenge to a shooting match. He lugged out
  his six shooter, pointed it in the general direction of the man, and pulled
  the trigger three times.


  The man dropped his gun in surprise, felt a bullet whistle close to his
  ear, and fled.


  Shaking his hideous head dolefully at the strange behavior of men, the
  Six-Gun Gorilla ambled on his way, dropping from time to time on all fours
  and sniffing the ground.


  His scent was remarkably keen. He knew that the men he sought had passed
  this way.


  His head still ached a little from the bullet groove on his skull, but it
  was not enough to make him slacken his speed. It was only dusk, and the sun
  had no more than dipped behind the mountains, when O'Neil came in sight of
  Muddy Creek.


  He stopped on the hillside, balancing himself with one hand high in a
  tree. Monstrous he seemed in the fading light, and the gun swinging at his
  hip seemed more fanciful than ever.


  The breeze was coming his way, and his nostrils twitched as he made out
  the various smells. Tobacco and cooking! O'Neil remembered that he was
  hungry, but there was something else he had to do before he satisfied his
  appetite. Among those varied smells he could scent the men he sought.


  Snarling, grimacing, he went down the hill on all fours. No one saw him
  coming. Some horses were tethered outside the door of the saloon, but there
  were no men in sight. It was the hour when they began to collect at the
  saloon for the serious business of drinking and card playing.


  O'Neil checked himself as he neared the saloon. He rose on his hind legs
  and stalked forward with something resembling dignity.


  The gun still swung against his leg, and to check the bumping he put one
  hand on it.


  The sound of voices made him twitch his ears. There were quite a number of
  men in the building already. He made for the door, but it was closed. He
  changed his mind, and headed for the nearest window.


  It was high from the ground, but not too high for O'Neil. Rearing himself
  to his full height, resting one hand on the edge of the wooden tiled roof
  above, he pressed his face to the dirty glass panes which obstructed his
  view.


  The window was very dirty. Grime and smoke had crusted it thickly.
  Everything O'Neil saw in there was misty and distorted. He blinked his eyes
  as though blaming them for this.


  There were some men lined up at the counter with glasses in their hands.
  Others were sitting at one or two of the tables, playing cards. Money was
  clinking. Voices were raised in argument.


  At one end of the counter a man with a drooping red moustache was pouring
  some gold dust from a narrow sack into a piece of paper which the
  saloonkeeper was holding for him.


  It was Tutt Strawhan, and he was paying for some stores which he had just
  purchased. Beside him was Pete Stark, with a filled sack of goods. The other
  two members of the gang were waiting outside the settlement with the horses
  and the rest of the gold. The scoundrels had decided to push on even further
  before stopping any considerable time. Only because they had had to buy
  stores had they come to Muddy Creek.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla sniffed. He was trying to scent which of these men
  were the ones he wanted, but the closed window prevented this. Then, all at
  once, he sighted Strawhan.


  The shaft of moonlight in the cabin at the Dragonfly Mine had revealed
  this man's face to the gorilla just before it had been stricken down by the
  bullets. At sight of that face with the drooping red moustache the great
  beast stiffened.


  Its mouth opened as if it were about to roar, but no sound came. Its hand
  was still clutching the butt of the gun in its holster to steady the weapon.
  Almost without knowing what he did, O'Neil had drawn the six shooter.


  Great staring eyes were pressed close to the window. Parted lips revealed
  wicked fangs. If the opening had been bigger the gorilla would have leapt
  through and settled the matter with its bare hands, but the window was too
  small.


  O'Neil raised the gun, pointed it through the window towards the further
  end of the counter, and clutched the trigger so fiercely that the gun jerked
  upwards as he fired.


  The shot, the shattering of the window, and the breaking of a bottle
  behind the bar, all happened quickly. Twenty men whirled as one to see what
  was happening. Many of them dropped their hands to their guns.


  But no gun was drawn. What those men in the saloon at Muddy Creek saw was
  sufficient to paralyze their arms. They just stared spellbound.


  With the smoking gun still in his immense paw, O'Neil had stuck his head
  through the broken window to glare at the result of his shot. Nothing more
  horrible than his face could have been imagined.


  It was Tutt Strawhan who found his voice first. It rose in a
  shriek—


  "It can't be true! It can't be true! It's Bart Masters' gorilla. See the
  chain still hanging from its neck. But it can't be the same gorilla—for
  it's dead!"

  


  
IV. — THE STAMPEDE OF TERROR


  Tutt Strawhan's cry was drowned in the uproar that followed.
  A dozen chairs and tables went over as the occupants of the saloon stampeded
  back from the side of the building nearest the window.


  The strange thing was that nobody drew a gun. They were too astonished and
  bewildered for that. Any ordinary gunman would have been riddled before this,
  but this monster, nightmare face had surprised them so much that they were
  too dazed even to go for their guns.


  Crack!


  One of the lamps hanging from the middle of the room fell shattered to the
  floor. The Six-Gun Gorilla had fired again, just as wildly. He had only one
  shot left in his gun, but the men in the saloon were not to know that. The
  stampede away from the window became a rout. The terrified men fled for the
  door which led to the open.


  Their position near the counter made Tutt Strawhan and his companion
  amongst the last to pass across the floor on their way to the only exit.
  O'Neil saw them passing within a dozen feet of him, and seemed to go mad.


  He jerked his head outside again, thrust the gun back into its holster,
  and gripped the window sill with both hands.


  The saloon was solidly built, as far as western buildings went, but it was
  not solid enough to stand the terrific strain put upon it by the maddened
  gorilla. The window sill came away in the creature's hands, and some of the
  logs beneath it followed.


  With much splintering of woodwork the monster got into the saloon through
  this improvised door. Tutt Strawhan had just reached the door. The Six-Gun
  Gorilla leapt down the room after him, and in the doorway the gunman turned
  to fire at his pursuer.


  Such was his nervousness that he missed even at that easy range.


  The gorilla came on relentlessly. Even the flash of the revolver did not
  daunt it. Its terrible eyes were fixed on the face of the man who had killed
  its master. Tutt Strawhan gave a strangled gasp, wheeled about, and ran for
  the nearest horse.


  Pete Stark was already away down the train on the first horse he had been
  able to grab. Some of the other men who had been in the saloon were following
  his example.


  Tutt Strawhan would never have got astride his horse if the door of the
  saloon had not been too narrow for O'Neil's shoulders. That pulled the
  gorilla up for a moment.


  A mighty shrug, a heave, and the doorposts fell outwards, allowing O'Neil
  to bound down the steps to where Strawhan had just mounted.


  "Get going!" hissed the frightened man, beating the horse with his
  clenched fist.


  O'Neil missed the gangster only by inches. A deafening roar escaped the
  gorilla as the horse went away after the rest of the panic stricken riders.
  For a moment the monster danced with rage.


  Suddenly it calmed. Bart Masters' training was coming to the fore. Again
  it drew the six shooter, straightened up to its full height, and fired after
  the fleeing figures.


  Crack!


  The gorilla pulled the trigger five or six times, but only that the one
  shot rang out. There were no more cartridges in the chambers. The gorilla had
  forgotten to reload.


  Puzzled, growling softly to itself, it turned the revolver the other way
  and looked down the barrel, as though expecting to see some explanation of
  its failure. The Six-Gun Gorilla was not yet used to firearms. Only time
  would teach him that he could only fire as many shots as he loaded.


  By the time O'Neil had solved this problem, and groped for fresh
  cartridges in the bandolier, Tutt Strawhan and Pete Stark had reached their
  waiting comrades in the nearby woods, and were gasping out their amazing
  story of the gorilla with the gun.


  As for the storekeeper, and the rest of the inhabitants of Muddy Creek,
  they were still riding for their lives, or hiding in the trees outside the
  settlement. Terror had come to this meeting place of gunmen. They had known
  killers and gunmen of all kinds during the brief history of the place, but
  never one like Bart Masters' gorilla.


  O'Neil seated himself on the step of the store to reload his precious gun.
  First of all he blew mightily down the barrel, clearing out much of the soot
  and caked powder. Proper cleaning was beyond his capabilities.


  The gun reloaded, and back in the holster, O'Neil went two or three paces
  down the trail towards the woods before the gnawing pangs of hunger reminded
  him that he had eaten nothing since the night before.


  Back into the store he went. There he had smelt food, and cooking.
  Sniffing about amongst the fallen chairs and tables, he found a few scraps of
  food which had fallen to the floor, but that was not a meal for a six hundred
  pound gorilla.


  He climbed over the counter, and found a sack of potatoes. These were very
  welcome. Sitting on the edge of the counter, the Six-Gun Gorilla munched away
  contentedly, eating raw potatoes as a boy might eat apples. There had been
  forty pounds of potatoes in the sack when O'Neil had started. When he had
  finished there was not a single one.


  But that satisfied his longing for potatoes. He craved for something
  sweet. He searched amongst the shelves and boxes at the back of the store,
  pulling down fittings, turning out sacks and boxes in search of sugar.


  He did not find any. It was in a bin which protected it from ants, and
  O'Neil did not notice this bin.


  In his rage he grabbed a tin from the shelf and dashed it to the floor
  with so much force that it burst open. Juice ran out, and the odor of
  pineapples drifted to the gorilla's distended nostrils. The tin had contained
  pineapple chunks.


  With his powerful fingers the great beast pried the broken tin apart and
  ate the contents. That only whetted his appetite for more. He searched for
  more tins of that kind. There were plenty of them. The storekeeper had
  brought in a case only a few days previously. Canned pineapples had only
  recently become known in the West, and, in a district where luxuries were few
  and far between, they were well liked.
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    O'Neil did not need a tin-opener to get at the contents
    of the

    tins of fruit. He simply squashed the tins flat with his big hands.

  
 


  O'Neil certainly liked them. He picked up tin after tin, crushed them
  between his mighty hands, and flattened the sides inwards, squeezing out the
  sweet cubes of fruit, which he immediately ate.


  Juice poured down his shaggy chest and on to the floor. In all, O'Neil
  must have eaten about twenty tins of pineapples, but when by accident he
  burst open tins containing corned beef, he threw these away. O'Neil was not
  meat eater.


  It was almost dark when at last he was satisfied and shambled back into
  the open. His appetite no longer worried him, but he had not forgotten why he
  had come there.


  He was after the killers of his beloved master. They had escaped him
  again, but he was not going to give up. He would follow them, to the other
  side of America if need be, but sooner or later he would come up with
  them.


  Striding clumsily on his hind legs, the gun swinging, the broken chain
  dangling, he took the trail which Tutt Strawhan had taken, snuffling the air
  as though expecting to pick up the scent of his enemies.


  Once he heard a creak amongst the branches of a tree, and turned with a
  growl. A white face peered at him from above. The storekeeper had taken
  refuse there.


  It was too dark to see clearly, and as the man was above the beast, the
  gorilla did not get his scent. But O'Neil knew that someone was up there. One
  bound carried him to the foot of the tree, and the storekeeper above shrieked
  when he saw that he had been discovered.


  The storekeeper was clinging to a branch about ten feet from the ground.
  That did not save him from the gorilla. O'Neil rose to his full height and
  gave a slight jump. With one hand he clutched the branch, and his weight
  caused it to snap.


  There was a terrible scream from the storekeeper when he felt himself
  falling, and an even greater scream when he found himself caught in the
  gorilla's arms.


  "Don't! Don't! Mercy!" gasped the terrified man.


  O'Neil had him upside down by one leg. He held him at arm's length and
  sniffed him, comparing the scent of this wriggling, struggling creature with
  that of the men who had killed his master.


  The scent was not one of those he sought. With a deep grunt of
  disappointment, O'Neil hurled the man from him. The storekeeper landed in
  some bushes a dozen yards away and lay there sobbing, scarcely able to
  believe that he was still alive.


  Then the Six-Gun Gorilla resumed his trek up the trail. Darkness had
  closed in on all sides, but that did not check him. Around him the small
  beasts and birds of the forest were going to sleep, but for O'Neil there was
  going to be no sleep that night. He was driven forward by that burning
  longing for vengeance.


  The dangling chain clanked on his shoulder. The heavy gun bumped against
  his shaggy side.


  O'Neil heeded neither of these things. His fierce eyes were staring
  straight ahead. His massive chest heaved faster than usual before he reached
  the top of the hill, and then he stopped, bending forward, with the knuckles
  of his hands resting on the ground to steady himself.


  Long and earnestly he stared into the darkness.


  About a mile ahead he could see a flicker of light. It was a campfire.
  Campfires meant mean, and men might mean the men he sought.


  With a low snarl of satisfaction the Six-Gun Gorilla broke into a run.
  Once again he steadied the revolver with his huge hairy hand.


  When the dreaded Strawhan Gang had robbed and murdered Bart Masters, they
  had never guessed that such a terrible pursuer would follow unceasingly on
  their trail!

  


  
V. — O'NEIL TO THE RESCUE!


  It was night time and on the mountain trail out of Muddy
  Creek there was only one traveler—a nightmarish figure well over six
  feet tall.


  The lone traveler was a gorilla, massive in bulk, with shaggy red-brown
  hair, a fierce, hideous face, and ungainly limbs. But the fact which would
  have made any man stare in wonder was that it had a gunbelt round its waist,
  and a bandolier around one shoulder.


  In the holster of the gunbelt was stuck a large, old fashioned six
  shooter. The bandolier was filled with cartridges that fitted this gun.


  The gorilla was steadying the gun as it hurried along, for it did not like
  it flapping against its thigh.


  Its fierce, relentless eyes were fixed on a light ahead, the light of a
  campfire. A camp meant men, and this particular gorilla was after certain
  men.


  The strange feud had begun back at the Dragonfly Mine, a small gold mine
  in the Boulder Hills in Colorado. This mine had belonged to one lone miner,
  Bart Masters, who had worked it for seven years singlehanded except for the
  aid of this gorilla, which he had purchased when young from a sailor named
  O'Neil.


  O'Neil was the name Masters had given the gorilla, and O'Neil had become
  his constant companion. The old miner had taught the great beast to be
  useful. It could dig, haul up buckets of earth from the mineshaft, or even
  bring in firewood.


  All these things Masters had taught it, and what was more it had learned
  to use a revolver with a fair amount of accuracy. It had always made old Bart
  Masters chuckle when he had rigged out O'Neil with gunbelt and bandolier. The
  gorilla had enjoyed it as much as the miner.


  Then had come tragedy. One day Masters had decided to quit his mine. He
  had about ten thousand pounds' worth of gold, which he had considered
  sufficient to keep himself and O'Neil comfortable for the rest of their
  lives. He had decided to abandon the mine and go back to civilization.


  But that night a gang of gunmen known as the Strawhan Gang, had come to
  the lonely mine, had shot Bart Masters dead, wounded the gorilla which had
  been chained for the night, and had made off with all the gold.


  O'Neil had recovered, and had nearly gone made when he had discovered his
  beloved master to be dead. He had buckled on the gunbelt, had taken up the
  filled bandolier, and had set out to trail the murderers, whom he would know
  again by sight and scent.


  The trail had led to a saloon in Muddy Creek, where the four ruffians had
  been purchasing stores. O'Neil had appeared in the saloon, had created a mad
  panic, and the four killers had fled.


  Now the gorilla was hoping to pick up the trail again. It was hoping to
  find the men it sought in that camp in the distance.


  O'Neil did not always stick to the trail. Sometimes he turned aside and
  took shortcuts up the mountainside. Finally he arrived on the edge of a cliff
  overlooking the hollow where the fire blazed.


  Even from where he crouched he could hear the sound of voices. He drew the
  six shooter from its holster.


  He had been taught that if he pointed the weapon at something and pulled
  the trigger there would be a flash, and the bullet would strike near the
  object he aimed at.


  Now he was tempted to open fire on the camp below, but dimly he remembered
  that his master had taught him to get fairly near to whatever he was shooting
  at before pulling the trigger. He was not close enough yet. He must climb
  down the cliff.


  Returning the gun to its holster, he huge gorilla swung itself over the
  edge, and began to descend.


  There were not footholds that a man could have used. But the Six-Gun
  Gorilla had a great advantage over ordinary gunmen. He could go almost
  anywhere, and his strength was colossal.


  Never once did he take his eyes from the fire where some men sat smoking
  and talking. None of the men heard him drop softly to the ground and go
  swiftly forward, the knuckles of his huge hands touching the ground to steady
  himself, his long fangs showing between his thick, parted lips. The men
  beside the fire were unaware of the terror that was approaching.


  O'Neil stopped behind a bush, and peered at them. His face wrinkled in
  disappointment. These men did not look like the ones he sought, neither did
  they smell like them. The scent of the killers was fixed unmistakably in his
  memory. Now he sniffed the air and shook his head.


  He had made a mistake. These were harmless prospectors. There were three
  of them, and their equipment was piled nearby. In the background were the
  stocky ponies on which they were transporting their kit.


  The ponies must have scented the gorilla, for they began to tremble and
  fidget. One of the prospectors got up to quiet them and growled:


  "Reckon there must be a cougar around these parts. I'll put a bullet in
  its pesky head if I get a sight of it."


  The Six-Gun Gorilla kept perfectly still. O'Neil had no quarrel with
  ordinary men, unless they got in his way. He prepared to back away.


  Then came a sudden interruption. From the other side of the clearing there
  came a challenge.


  "Stick 'em up! If any man moves, he'll get riddled with lead."


  Two guns poked through the bushes. The dazed prospectors found themselves
  covered. They were taken completely by surprise, for they had believed that
  they had the district to themselves.


  Two more guns showed on the other side of the hollow. The prospectors had
  no chance against their four attackers. Very wisely they remained as they
  were.


  Four men advanced out from the darkness, leading horses which were limping
  with fatigue and wet with foam.


  The hidden gorilla's small eyes gleamed red with rage. It reached for its
  gun. These were the four men it sought! Tutt Strawhan, with his heavy red
  moustache, led the way, and slightly behind him came Pete Stark, Jim Lane and
  El Valdo, the half-breed who was such an expert knife thrower.


  "What do you want?" growled one of the prospectors.


  "Just to do a little swap over," replied Strawhan, with a sneer. "Our
  horses are all tuckered up. They're not much good in these parts. We want to
  swap them for your ponies. I see you have five there. We've a load to carry,
  an' those will do the job nicely."


  "You can't do that?" protested one of the prospectors. "We—"


  Tutt Strawhan's gun came round quickly, and covered the speaker.


  "And who says so?" he asked. "Got any complaints to make about it?"


  There was murder in his cruel eyes. The prospector licked his dry lips,
  and shook his head.


  "N-no!" he gasped.


  "I thought not," rasped Strawhan. "These horses of ours will be as good as
  new when they've rested a while. We've been ridin' 'em hard all day. . . .
  Hi, boys, get the stuff changed over!"


  The Six-Gun Gorilla had now crawled closer. Sitting back on his haunches,
  he leveled the revolver, and pulled the trigger.


  Crack! The bullet knocked the gun out of Strawhan's fist.


  It was a remarkable shot, but it was a mere fluke. The gorilla had aimed
  at the man's head!


  The effect, however, was startling. Tutt Strawhan gave a yell of fear,
  turned, shouted to his men to get mounted, and fairly flung himself across
  the nearest horse.


  He thought that the prospectors had been baiting a trap, and that they had
  some comrades hiding amongst the bushes. He thought that one of the hidden
  men must be a deadly shot!


  "Beat it!" he snarled, and the four scoundrels fled down the valley on
  their same tired horses.


  They disappeared so quickly that O'Neil was left snarling and staring in
  bewilderment. When he realized that they were escaping, he bounded in the
  same direction.


  The prospectors were absolutely amazed by all that had happened and they
  got still another shock when their "rescuer" proved to be a giant, hairy
  gorilla with a gun in its fist!


  O'Neil crashed through their camp without even glancing their way. Once as
  he stumbled forward he fired after the riders, but his bullet went wide.


  The prospectors steadied themselves against trees, and with hands that
  trembled wiped the perspiration from their brows. Their ponies, at the sight
  of the monster gorilla, went mad. One of them snapped its tether-rope and
  raced ahead of O'Neil, along the same path that the fleeing gunmen had
  taken.


  The gorilla was making terrific efforts to overtake the fugitives. In
  leaps and bounds it cleared all obstacles, but always the frantic pony kept
  slightly ahead.


  O'Neil noticed this, and decided that he would travel more quickly if he
  were astride that pony. His chance came when the frightened beast tripped
  over the root of a tree, and stumbled to its knees.


  With one mighty leap O'Neil cleared the space between himself and the
  pony, and came down astride the pony's back, just as he had seen men do.


  The pony squealed with terror. It stampeded at breakneck speed, and
  because the line of the valley was the only direction it could take, it still
  continued to follow the Strawhan gang.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla had never been astride a pony in his life, but balance
  and grip came naturally to him. He clung on, gripping the pony's neck with
  one hand, and growled deeply in his throat when the luckless beast seemed
  like slowing.


  Slowly but surely the pony overtook the horses. Those horses in front had
  not only been ridden recklessly for the past hour, but they were doubly
  laden. As well as carrying the weight of their riders, they had a load of
  gold dust and nuggets in sacks. They were nearly at their last gasp.


  Then the moon appeared through the clouds, and the four desperate killers
  heard the clatter of hoofs behind them. They glanced back, expecting to see a
  party of prospectors after them. Instead however, they saw the Six-Gun
  Gorilla!


  Never had that vengeful animal been more terrible to look upon. Crouching
  over the pony's neck, brandishing the gun in one hairy paw, the gorilla
  looked positively fiendish.


  Cries of horror escaped the gunmen. The man in the rear, Jim Lane, turned
  and blazed away with his revolver. But O'Neil took no notice.


  Ahead was a river which had to be crossed, and O'Neil was hoping to come
  up with the killers of his master before they could reach the other side.


  The gap between himself and Jim Lane narrowed. The man's horse had gone
  lame. He was goading it savagely, but it could go no faster. The rider
  shrieked to the rest of the gang to wait for him, but they took no heed.


  With that terrible pursuer on their train, it was a case of every man for
  himself—and the gorilla take the hindmost!

  


  
VI. — SIX SINISTER STICKS


  On the slope leading down the ford the lame horse stumbled,
  and Jim Lane rolled to the ground. He was up in a moment, darted behind a
  boulder, and crouched there to meet the oncoming peril.


  The pony was tiring beneath the terrific weight of the gorilla. Two
  ordinary riders would not have weighed so much. Only fear kept the beast
  going.


  Then, as it staggered down the sloped, the gorilla left its back. O'Neil
  did not dismount in the ordinary way, but snatched for the branch of an
  overhanging tree with one hand, and lifted himself from the pony.


  He had seen one of his enemies go to earth, and he meant to deal with him.
  Waving the gun wildly, but without firing it, the Six-Gun Gorilla charged
  upon Jim Lane.


  White faced, trembling, the gunman opened fire.


  Crack-crack-crack!


  O'Neil felt something red hot strike his chest, but it did not penetrate
  very far. His thick hair and tough flesh could stop many bullets of that kind
  without his suffering real damage.


  The pain made him roar, and he must have clenched his finger on the
  trigger at the same moment, for the gun went off twice, sending bullets over
  the river.


  His rush brought him up against the boulder behind which Lane crouched.
  The killer paused to reload, then as the gorilla sidled round to the left the
  terrified ruffian dodged to the right.


  Three times they completely circled the boulder, playing a terrible game
  of hide and seek. Jim Lane was panting with dread, for he knew that if once
  he came within reach of those long arms he would be finished.


  Again the pumped a bullet into the gorilla's chest as the beast followed
  close upon his heels, and this time the impact rocked O'Neil.


  Jim Lane grunted with satisfaction, but although he did not know it, he
  had sealed his fate. O'Neil lost his temper and his patience at the same
  time.


  This boulder was holding him up too long. It was delaying his vengeance.
  He decided to get rid of it.


  Sticking the revolver loosely in his belt, he grasped the boulder with
  both his great arms, and heaved.


  Up rose the boulder, although it weighed more than half a ton, and a
  moment later it went hurtling over Jim Lane's head, to roll down the slope
  into the river with a terrific splash.


  It was all done so suddenly that the amazed gunman could only stand gaping
  at the spot where the rock had stood. There was now nothing between him and
  the avenger of Bart Masters.


  A gurgle of fear came from his parted lips, and he tried to point his gun
  to empty it into that snarling head.


  But for once the gunman was too slow. He pulled the trigger clumsily, and
  the Six-Gun Gorilla was a fraction too quick for him.


  Crack!


  It was the gorilla that had fired. At that range it could not miss. The
  heavy bullet took Jim Lane between the eyes, and he fell flat on his face,
  killed instantly.


  The gorilla was not satisfied. Guns were all very well, but its own strong
  hands were more certain. A second later it had leapt on the prostrate man,
  had gripped him in both hands, and lifted him into the air.


  Snarling and roaring, making the night hideous with his outcry, O'Neil
  wrought vengeance on one of the gang men who had murdered his master.


  Then, his rage spent, O'Neil recovered the revolver which had dropped from
  his belt. Very carefully he looked it over to make sure that it was not
  damaged, and then the stuck it back into the holster.


  He was quite calm now. He picked up the revolver which Jim Lane had
  dropped, sniffed it, became angered by the scent of the man who had held it,
  and snapped it in two with his strong, hairy hands.


  This seemed to satisfy him completely. He went to the river, and drank
  deeply. Then he sat there on the bank staring across to the other side, and
  drummed on his massive chest with his clenched fists.


  The eerie sound echoed and boomed out over the valley and the three
  terrified riders in the distance spurred their weary beasts to greater
  efforts. It was probably the first time that the sound had been heard in
  Colorado, but they recognized it, and their mouths dried with horror.


  O'Neil was telling the world of his success! He was announcing the death
  of an enemy. The three fugitives knew that they would never see Jim Lane
  again.


  Then Pete Stark's horse began to founder, and the gang slowed down almost
  to a walk. Sweat glistened on their evil faces as they heard the booming
  sound come again. O'Neil was still sitting by the river sounding the death
  knell of Jim lane on his hairy chest.


  "We've got to get that brute before it gets us!" snarled Tutt Strawhan.
  "It'll pick up our scent again when it's tired o' doin' that. It'll be after
  us before long, and these horses won't take us any further. We can't keep on
  the run all the time."


  "An' besides, we want a chance to get the gold that Jim was carrying!"
  grunted Pete Stark. "Surely we ain't going to leave it lying back there by
  the river?"


  El Valdo said nothing, but his lips curled evilly. His hand was on his
  knife.


  "We've got to finish the gorilla before we do anythin' more," repeated the
  leader of the gang. "The only way is to set a trap for it. Revolver bullets
  won't have much effect, unless we get the brute in the eyes."


  The other two killers saw that Strawhan had some idea in mind, and looked
  at him expectantly.


  The gang leader reminded them that about half a mile away there was a
  posting house, a depot belonging to one of the coaching companies which still
  ran services to link up the main line railroad which had recently come to the
  West.


  At this depot horses were changed, mails accepted, and passengers given a
  chance of a meal when the coaches pullet up.


  At this particular place there would be two of the coaching line's
  employees in charge. The building itself was strongly built of stone so as to
  withstand the raids of Redskins who still gave trouble occasionally.


  "We'll head there now," decided Strawhan. "We need fresh horses, and we'll
  get them there. And, what's more, we'll wait there for the gorilla."


  "Wait for that terror—why?" croaked Pete Stark.


  "Because I've told you we'll never shake it off our trail until it's
  dead," growled his leader. "Five years ago that post house held out for three
  days against a hoard of Indians. After that attack the coaching company
  decided to dish out some of that new fangled dynamite to each of these
  depots. They'll have some there. We'll see how Bart Masters' little pet can
  digest a stick o' dynamite."


  His companions nodded. At last they saw his idea. They would wait under
  cover of the building for O'Neil, then kill him with high explosives. Once he
  was out of the way they could clear out of the territory with the gold they
  had stolen from the gorilla's late master.


  So for the next half mile the three killers coaxed and goaded their
  horses, forcing them to last the rest of the distance.


  The trees thinned out at the mouth of the valley, and the killers saw the
  coaching trail, which was little more than a pair of wheel ruts, winding its
  way along the edge of the prairie.


  The post house was known merely as Post 78. It was in darkness, though
  smoke curled lazily from a chimney at one corner. The two occupants had
  stoked up the stove before going to their bunks.


  At the rear of the building were the stables, which were likewise built of
  stone. The builders had not forgotten that the Redskins sometimes used
  flaming arrows to attack such a place as this, and the roofs were covered
  with flat slabs of stone.


  Tutt Strawhan whispered to his two henchmen. It was not the first time
  that the Strawhan gang had raided such a place. They had a simple but
  effective plan for doing this.


  They knew full well that an open attack would be useless. Trickery must be
  used.


  Pete Stark took the best of the horses and circled to a point half a mile
  down the trail. Strawhan and the half-breed crouched in the open facing the
  door of the windowless building, hiding behind the bushes. Their revolvers
  were ready in their fists.


  After a brief interval the sound of a galloping horse could be heard
  approaching. It was Pete Stark, slumping forward on the tired horse as though
  in dire distress.


  As he approached the post house he began to call in a weak, frightened
  voice:


  "Help! Help! Hi, there! For the love o' pity let me in. I'm wounded.
  Help!"


  Movements inside the building told that the two employees of the coaching
  line were awake. They peered from one of the narrow observation slits, saw a
  white man almost falling from a thoroughly exhausted horse, and concluded
  that he had some important message for them.


  They unbolted the door at once and rushed outside, guns in hand.


  "What's happened?" shouted one of them. "Is it Injuns or a holdup? Where
  are you from?"


  Suddenly there came a volley of gunfire from behind the nearby bushes, and
  the two luckless men fell, riddled on their own threshold without ever
  knowing who their cowardly assailants were.


  Pete Stark laughed harshly as he reined in his staggering horse. Strawhan
  and the half-breed came out from behind the bushes and ran forward. All three
  killers were now grinning broadly.


  "Durn fools!" grunted Tutt Strawhan, as he pushed one of the dead men with
  his foot. "We'd better stack 'em in one corner of the stable. These horses
  can be put away there as well. You two see to that while I look for the
  dynamite."


  The hurriedly lighted candle still burned in the post house. With the aid
  of this, the scoundrel searched around, finally discovering under one of the
  bunks what he sought.


  It was a small, red-banded box marked: "Danger." Inside were half a dozen
  sticks of dynamite and a length of fuse.


  The high explosive was just becoming popular in Colorado. Miners had
  discovered that with its aid they could move many tons of earth and rock in a
  few seconds. Blasting was just beginning to come into use.


  Tutt Strawhan had used it for other purposes. He had used it to blow open
  the strongbox on more than one coach which he and his gang had help up in
  various parts of the country.


  Skillfully he set to work to attach the right length of fuse to two of the
  grayish sticks of death.


  A few minutes later his two companions returned to announce that they had
  carried out his instructions, and that there were half a dozen fine horses in
  the stable.


  "Good enough!" nodded Tutt Strawhan, as he barred the heavy door on the
  inside. "Now we can make ourselves comfortable. There's grub in that
  cupboard. I see three express rifles on the wall there, and there's plenty of
  ammunition in the box. All we have to do is to wait for the durn gorilla to
  catch up with us!"


  The three men settled down to watch through loopholes. The dynamite was
  ready on the table in the centre of the room. This time they intended making
  certain of their terrible pursuer.

  


  
VII. — TERROR ON THE ROOF


  The gorilla had slept for a while after its victory by the
  river. When it wakened, it was dawn, and the blood from its chest wounds had
  caked in its hair. It was stiff and sore when it stirred, and that made it
  snarl in anger. The pain reminded the monster of its mission.


  The men who had killed its master had tried to kill it. One of them had
  been punished, but that was not enough. O'Neil decided to go on with the
  chase.


  He knew that guns and cartridges were no use if they got wet. He had seen
  his master keep them clear of the water on many occasions, so now as he
  forded the river he did the same.


  He reached the other bank safely, shook himself, and tried to pick up the
  trail of the other three horsemen.


  This was not difficult for O'Neil. He had his power of scent as well as of
  sight.


  Once he had made out the tracks, he set off at top speed, sometimes going
  on all fours, which was the quicker way of travelling, sometimes tottering on
  his hand legs like some grotesque man-monster.


  Finally, he reached the spot from which the Strawhan gang had first seen
  Post 78. He studied the place intently.


  He could see no movement in the early morning light, but he knew that his
  enemies were there. He could scent them even at that distance.


  But O'Neil's natural instincts caused him to be suspicious. He did not
  like the silence of the place. He could see that the door was closed. There
  seemed to be no signs of life about the place.


  Crouching low behind bushes, the Six-Gun Gorilla circled the buildings,
  never once allowing himself to be seen. More than once a low growl escaped
  him, but he knew that if he meant to take those men by surprise he must not
  make too much noise.


  Once he drew his gun and leveled it at the walls of the post house, the
  growled to himself as he put it away. Bart Masters had taught him that he
  must always see his target before shooting.


  Then, away to the east, far down the trail, he saw a cloud of moving dust.
  It was the morning coach coming through from the railroad. In a short time it
  would be at Post 78.


  More men!


  O'Neil growled angrily. He wanted no interference. He wanted these three
  ruffians to himself. No one else must interfere. He would have to hurry or he
  might be interrupted.


  Stealthily he began to creep forward from cover to cover. In this way he
  was able to get within thirty yards of the buildings, but no nearer. The
  coaching employees had seen to that. They had pulled up every bush, and
  rolled away every boulder which might give attackers cover at close
  range.


  Lying flat on the ground, the great beast sniffed the air carefully. The
  scents that it hated were stronger now. O'Neil heard the low mumble of
  voices. The men were behind those walls waiting for him. It was a trap!


  His teeth bared savagely. He knew it was a trap of some kind, but that was
  not going to hold him back.


  To those men crouching behind the loopholes, rifles at their shoulders,
  there came no warning of what was to follow. One moment everything was
  silent, the next there was a bulky, reddish-brown figure hurtling through the
  air.


  O'Neil had taken a running leap for the roof o the post house, and he
  covered the distance in less time that it takes to tell.


  Crack!


  Tutt Strawhan had fired desperately, but he missed. Few men could have hit
  that bounding gorilla, especially when it had appeared so unexpectedly.


  The startled ruffians felt the roof creak over their heads as O'Neil
  landed on it with a crash. El Valdo gave a screech of dismay.


  "He on da roof! He up there!"


  "'Course he is, you fool!" snarled Strawhan, dropping the rifle and
  snatching out his six shooter. "Now we can't use the dynamite until we shift
  him from up there. Drive him off! We've got to get him on the ground
  outside."


  Stark and the half-breed were nearly deafened by the roar of their
  leader's gun as he emptied shot after shot at the roof.


  But the roof was thick and protected by those stones. The bullets did not
  pierce them. O'Neil was not hit, although he was angered by the noise and the
  smell of gunpowder.


  He did not use his own gun. He was waiting until he could see the men he
  sought. Up and down the roof he crawled, causing the stout beams to creak and
  groan. He was seeking a way in. He wanted to get to grips.


  Terror seized the three killers inside. They had been fully confident that
  they were going to make an end of this monster. They had expected to stop
  O'Neil with a bullet as he approached, then to have thrown dynamite which
  would have blown him to pieces.


  Now it was impossible to use the dynamite on the Six-Gun Gorilla without
  blowing themselves to pieces.


  They heard stones and slaps of rock being shifted. O'Neil was pulling them
  up in his hairy hands and throwing them to the ground.


  Pete Stark's face was green with fright. He crouched back in one corner
  and blazed away as fast as he could reload. He was hoping that one bullet at
  least might find its mark.


  Tutt Strawhan was the only one of the three who kept his head. He roared
  at the others not to waste cartridges but to wait until they could see the
  gorilla. Three express rifles at that range should stop any beast from
  getting inside the building.


  Crash!


  O'Neil was getting impatient. His hand had found one of the crossbeams.
  Exerting all his tremendous strength, he heaved.


  The beam trembled, groaned in its sockets, and finally came away at one
  end. There was a splintering of timber as the long nails tore through.
  Planking, wooden shingles and a great slab of stone went crashing down
  through the hold which was made.


  The three occupants of the post house retreated from the miniature
  avalanche. Even Strawhan was white to the lips. Dust filled the killers'
  eyes. They fired their rifles blindly, and the bullets whistled around the
  gorilla as it bent over the hold to peer inside.


  O'Neil recoiled at once. He was not foolish enough to expose himself to
  such a hail of death. He could tell that those whistling high velocity
  bullets were different to those from the revolvers. He remembered the things
  that had stung his chest, and snarled.


  Crack-crack!


  He had fired twice down through the roof, and the bullets ricocheted from
  the walls. The killers moaned with fright as they sought cover.


  But, the gorilla knew a better way than shooting by which to dislodge
  them. There were plenty of slabs of stone over the remainder of the roof. It
  was easy to snatch up these and hurl them through the hole in the roof into
  the room below.


  The stones crashed on the floor, splintered against the walls, and smashed
  the furniture. The danger from scattering fragments made the three men crouch
  further and further in the background. They no longer thought of killing
  O'Neil. Their one idea now was to keep themselves alive. It was only a
  question of minutes now before the gorilla made a hole big enough to drop
  through.
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  Once it was in that room with the three men who had killed its master,
  there could be only one conclusion to the fight that would follow.


  Panting, sweating, frantic with fear, the three ruffians suddenly heard a
  sound in the distance, the clatter of hoofs and the crack of a whip.


  Tutt Strawhan glanced through one of the observation slits, and shouted
  with relief:


  "A coach! It's the westbound coach. It's going to pull up here. It's our
  one chance. Get ready to run for it!"


  The other two men watched Strawhan hopefully as he unbolted the door. It
  was their only chance of escape.


  The coach rattled nearer. The coachman had seen something was wrong at the
  post house and he was already slowing.


  The two passengers who sat on top were startled to see a gigantic gorilla
  with a gunbelt and bandolier full of cartridges sitting on the roof of the
  depot where they had expected to stop! They saw that it was tearing the roof
  beneath it to pieces. They heard its savage snarls. There was little wonder
  that they shouted to the driver:


  "Don't stop! Keep going! It'll kill the lot of us."


  The coachman needed to second bidding. His companion, the guard, nodded
  agreement. The coachmen cracked his long whip, and the six horses lunged
  forward at increased speed.


  O'Neil eyed them sideways. He did not mind what they did as long as they
  did not interfere with him.


  Inside the doorway the three scoundrels waited tensely. The coach drew
  level with the post house, gathering speed every moment.


  Then the door of Post 78 was flung open, and three wild-eyed men sprinted
  wildly for the passing vehicle.


  "Stop a minute! Stop!" they cried.


  The driver did not stop, but in their desperation the three killers
  managed to snatch a hold. All of them swung on the coach before it was out of
  reach, and clung there like drowning men clinging to a raft.


  A roar of rage escaped O'Neil, and he came down from the roof in one
  terrific leap. He had realized that the three holdup men were again escaping
  him.


  But this time they were going without the gold for which they had murdered
  his master!

  


  
VIII. — THE RED RAIDERS POUNCE


  The horses in the coach were tired. They had already come a
  full lap of the long journey through the Western mountains, but now they went
  faster than they had ever gone in their lives.


  Their necks were outstretched, their eyes bulged, their nostrils were
  wide; they were crazy with fear as they stampeded, pulling the heavy mail
  coach behind them.


  It was not the whip of the wild-eyed coachman which urged them on, but
  fear—stark fear. It was fear which caused three ruffian-looking men to
  cling desperately to the sides of the coach as they sought to climb to the
  top of it while it raced along.


  And the reason for this fear was a nightmarish figure, well over six feet
  tall, which leaped and bounded down the trail after the coach.


  It was a massive gorilla, with shaggy, red-brown hair, a fierce, hideous
  face, and ungainly limbs. It was moving sometimes on all fours, sometimes on
  its hind legs, and on the occasions which it straightened up it was possible
  to see that around its waist it wore a gunbelt and a revolver. Over one
  shoulder was a bandolier, which was heavy with cart ridges.


  Swift through the great beast was, it was soon outdistanced by the
  maddened horses. At last it pulled up, snarling with disappointment.
  Uncertainly it swayed on its feet, snatched out the revolver, and blazed away
  three shots after the departing coach.


  The shots were meant for the three men who clung to the sides of the
  swaying vehicle. They missed, and the gorilla roared with rage. More than
  anything else it desired to kill those men.


  The strange feud had begun at the Dragonfly Mine, a small gold mine in the
  Boulder Hills of Colorado. This mine had belonged to Bart Masters, an
  old-timer, who had worked it for seven years, aided only by the gorilla,
  which he had purchased when young from sailor named O'Neil.


  O'Neil was the name Bart Masters had given the gorilla, and O'Neil became
  his constant companion. The old miner had taught the great beast to be
  useful. It could dig, haul up buckets of earth from the mineshaft, or bring
  in firewood.


  The miner had even taught it to use a revolver with a fair amount of
  accuracy. It had always made old Bart Masters grin to see O'Neil rigged up
  with gunbelt and bandolier. The gorilla had enjoyed it as much as the
  man.


  Then one night came tragedy. Masters had decided to give up his mine. He
  had nearly ten thousand pounds worth of gold. He had decided to abandon the
  mine and go back to civilization.


  That same night a bunch of gunmen, known as the Strawhan Gang, had come to
  the lonely mine, had killed Bart Masters, wounded the chained gorilla, and
  made off with all the gold.


  O'Neil had recovered, and had nearly gone mad when he discovered that his
  master was dead. He had set out on the trail of the murderers whom he knew
  both by sight and scent.


  The trail had led a considerable distance. He had caught up with and slain
  one of the four gunmen, but the other three had got ahead of him, to the
  coaching depot in this lonely spot. There Tutt Strawhan, Pete Stark, and El
  Valdo, the half-breed, had prepared a trap. They had shot the men in charge
  of the coaching station, and had barricaded themselves inside the place armed
  with rifles and sticks of dynamite.


  But the Six-Gun Gorilla was more clever than they had thought. The first
  of the killers had know of is presence at the coaching depot was when he had
  arrived on the roof of the building and started to tear a way through to
  them. They could not use the dynamite without blowing themselves up.


  The Strawhan Gang would undoubtedly have been wiped out if the westbound
  coach had not appeared on the trail at that moment. Seeing the gorilla on the
  roof of the depot the passengers had yelled to the driver to keep going, and
  the three besieged ruffians had managed to dash out and get aboard the
  passing coach.


  O'Neil's hopes of vengeance had once again been dashed. With a smoking gun
  in his hand, he had watched the coach vanish in the distance.


  A low and mournful cry came from the depths of his throat.


  Slowly the gorilla went back to the coaching depot and searched for food.
  It had a special fancy for tinned fruits. By crushing the tins in its great
  hands it could extract the juice and the sweet fruit pulp.


  There was not much tinned fruit in the depot, and in its fury the gorilla
  wrecked everything within reach. It even tore down the door from the stable,
  and allowed the relief horses for the coach to bolt.


  After that there was nothing else to do. It seated itself on a flat rock
  and proceeded to clean its revolver. Often it had watched Bart Masters
  cleaning his gun and it knew that the weapon must be kept clean.


  But the gorilla had neither rags nor brushes. It cleaned the gun as best
  it could by licking it and blowing through the barrel. Then came the slow
  process of reloading it. With clumsy fingers it thrust new cartridges into
  the chambers and finally clicked the gun closed.


  The gun replaced in the holster, the gorilla started down the trail to the
  west. Although it had missed the men it sought, it did not intend giving up
  the chase. It had resolved to track down the Strawhan Gang, no matter where
  they went.


  On and on it marched, sometimes on all fours, sometimes rising on its hind
  legs to study the country ahead.


  As for the coach, it had gone fully four miles before the exhausted horses
  had slowed. They were lathered with sweat and on the verge of collapse. The
  coachman did not attempt to goad them any further. He knew that they were
  finished for the time being.


  So the coach stopped, and the passengers looked anxiously behind them,
  sighing with relief when they saw no trace of their pursuer.


  "What in heck does it all mean?" demanded the guard, still gripping his
  heavy shotgun. "What kind o' beast was that?"


  He addressed his remarks to Tutt Strawhan, whose face was streaked with
  sweat.


  "It was a gorilla," said Strawhan shortly, for he had just remembered that
  in their flight away from the coaching depot they had left the gold which
  they had taken from Bart Masters.


  "A gorilla! But there aren't any gorillas in America," objected one of the
  passengers. "Where did it come from?"


  "Dunno! Guess it must have been somebody's pet, or else escaped from a
  circus. It killed two men at that depot. We came across their bodies, and
  then it attacked us," lied Strawhan.


  "Then we'd better get on as quickly as possible, before it catches up on
  us," said the other passenger nervously.


  "Can't do that, mister, till the hosses are rested," declared the
  coachman. "Fair run themselves to bits, they have. We've got a good start.
  The brute won't follow us. There's no reason why it should. It's got the
  whole of America to trail around in."


  Strawhan and his two companions exchanged glances. They knew that this was
  not so.


  "Just how long will it take for them horses to rest, mister?" demanded
  Strawhan.


  "Reckon two hours will see 'em fit enough to carry on," exclaimed the
  driver.


  "Two hours!" gasped Strawhan. "That gorilla will be here long before then.
  Any rifles aboard?"


  There was one, and Strawhan grabbed it. He posted himself behind a boulder
  which overlooked the trail to the east. He meant to riddle the gorilla before
  it got too close. It might not be able to stand nickel-nosed bullets from an
  express rifle as it did the softer bullets from a six shooter.


  The gang leader had been there about fifteen minutes, and was trying to
  decided whether a small cloud of dust he could see in the distance was moving
  or not, when something whistled within an inch of his head.


  It stuck a nearby tree. It was an arrow!


  Crack-crack!


  Tutt Strawhan fired at the bushes where he saw a movement, and a copper
  colored figure leaped in the air and fell forward. Tutt Strawhan raised a
  shout of alarm and started for the coach.


  "Injuns! Make for the coach!" he roared.


  No one needed a second warning. Even in those days, when the white men had
  established themselves well in Colorado, roving bands of young Indians
  sometimes sneaked down from the mountains to launch a raid in search of the
  coveted scalps of the white men.


  There were a dozen Indians in this party, and they surged forward with
  war-like cries, brandishing their tomahawks and shooting their arrows as they
  came.


  The guard of the coach was killed by one of those arrows. Pete Stark
  grabbed the fallen man's shotgun and followed inside the coach.


  Everyone who had a gun was using it. The coach gave the white men a
  certain amount of cover. The horses, which had been tethered beside the track
  to graze, promptly struggled free and bolted.


  At a time like this all differences were forgotten. The Strawhan Gang
  knelt beside the passengers whom they would have cheerfully robbed, and fired
  rapidly at the attackers. Four of the Indians rolled in the dust, but the
  rest took cover, crouching behind bushes and firing their arrows through the
  coach windows.


  Tutt Strawhan's face was gashed by one of these deadly missiles, and one
  of the passengers got an arrow in his arm.


  For another half hour the duel continued, and then the Six-Gun Gorilla
  arrived on the scene.


  He had been attracted by the sound of gunfire, and he had covered the last
  few miles at top speed.


  Approaching the scene of the fight O'Neil leaped into a large tree, and
  peered down at the scene below.


  The coach was not completely surrounded. The men inside were not visible,
  but whenever an Indian showed himself in order to shoot an arrow, a shot rang
  out.


  The fierce eyes of the giant gorilla peered out from amongst the branches,
  and it reached for its six shooter. Bart Masters had taught it that Indians
  were enemies. On the one occasion when a band of Indians had attacked the
  Dragonfly Mine, the old prospector had slain four of them.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla had never forgotten that. He decided that he must act
  as his master had acted. From a distance of no more than ten yards, O'Neil
  fired at the back of a Redskin.


  What was more, the bullet struck home. The Indian gave a screech of pain,
  and rolled over on his side.

  


  
IX. — CAUGHT IN THE DEATH COACH


  The rest of the Indians turned. They could see a huge hand
  holding a smoking gun protruding from amongst the foliage, but that was
  all.


  They muttered amongst themselves, and raised their bows. Four arrows sped
  at once to the tree where O'Neil squatted. Three of them struck the branches
  of the tree, but the fourth gashed the gorilla's ribs. It did little more
  than tear the skin, but that was painful enough, and the gorilla gave a roar
  that roused the echoes for half a mile around.


  The men inside the marooned coach looked at each other in terror. Pete
  Stark gave a groan.


  "He—he's caught up on us!" he moaned. "Close the shutters on those
  windows. Bolt the doors!"


  All coach windows in those days were fitted with iron shutters, and these
  were hurried slid into place. Meanwhile O'Neil had taken a flying leap out of
  the tree and landed amongst the astonished Indians.
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  They had expected a white man, but instead of that they saw something
  which made their eyes bulge with horror.


  They were so frightened that they forgot to shoot at him. O'Neil bashed
  one on the head with the butt of his revolver, then swept two others into his
  arms and crushed them.


  The remaining Indians turned and fled for their lives. It would be a long
  time before they would visit that coaching trail again.


  O'Neil had a reason for saving the men in the coach, however. His desire
  was to get at the three members of the gang. He knew that they were there. He
  could smell them and could hear their voices.


  Crack!


  Tutt Strawhan had fired with the heavy rifle, and a tuft of hair flew from
  under O'Neil's left ear.


  Before the gang leader could reload, however, the gorilla had cleared the
  intervening space with a single bound. It hurled itself at the side of the
  coach and tried to break a way in. The coach rocked on its wheels. One of the
  occupants pushed a revolver through a gap in the shutter and fired at point
  blank range.


  It was one of the passengers, and his .32 bullet did not even penetrate
  the gorilla's hide. It merely infuriated the beast to greater efforts.


  It caught hold of the lower end of the coach and shook it.


  The coach rocked on its leather slings. One of the wheels actually left
  the ground.


  Encouraged by the movement of the coach O'Neil gave another terrific
  heave, and this time the coach came over sideways. The gorilla jumped out of
  the way just in time.


  There was a crash as the heavy Concord fell flat on its side, and a wheel
  snapped off.


  O'Neil's temper was rising. Even now he could see no way into the coach.
  He gripped one of the wheels and wrenched it viciously. The wheel came off in
  his hand, and he flung it another twenty yards away.


  Another wheel, and yet another followed.


  The men inside now found it difficult to fire at the attacker, but Tutt
  Strawhan did manage to get off one more shot from the express rifle. This
  time he missed altogether.


  The firing of that shot reminded O'Neil of his own six shooter. He pushed
  the barrel in through a hole in the coach and pulled the trigger twice.
  Judging by the howl that followed, he hit someone. O'Neil cackled with glee,
  and started to pull the coach along behind him.


  He saw a steep hillside not far away. The trail zigzagged down this, but
  O'Neil did not mean to take the trail. He got to the top of the five hundred
  foot slope, and heaved the wheelless coach over the top.


  On the slippery grass it began to slide down the slope. Faster and faster
  it sped down the hillside.


  O'Neil went after it, but it easily outdistanced him. It reached the river
  at the bottom of the hill before he was halfway down, and hit the water with
  a terrific splash.


  The gorilla roared, and paused to see what happened. The coach had landed
  the right way up, and was not being carried swiftly downstream by the
  current.


  Once more O'Neil thought that his victims were escaping. The Six-Gun
  Gorilla did not care if there were three innocent men inside the coach as
  well as the three ruffians. He went after them with bellows of rage.


  The floating coach still kept ahead, however. Shouts came from inside.
  Tutt Strawhan and el Valdo were forcing the door open, and climbing out on
  top. Pete Stark appeared a few moments later.


  Somewhere ahead were rapids. Strawhan had heard their roar, and was
  shouting to the others to jump into the river. They pointed to the gorilla,
  now a quarter of a mile up the bank, and Strawhan waved his gun impatiently.
  His intent was to get on the other side of the river and leave the gorilla on
  the opposite bank.


  Luck favored the killer gang. The current suddenly whirled the sinking
  coach around, and dashed it against the other bank. In a moment Strawhan had
  grabbed an overhanging branch and steadied the coach, and they were all able
  to stumble ashore.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla arrived almost opposite about the same time, and beat
  his chest with rage when he saw the stretch of rough water between him and
  his foes.


  Like all gorillas, O'Neil did not like deep water, added to which was the
  fact that he remembered that he must not get his gun wet. He waded out until
  he was knee deep in the water, then stopped.


  The two remaining occupants of the coach were not scrambling to safety,
  dragging their wounded companion with them. The killers had not waited to
  lend a hand. They were already heading for the wooded hills that showed in
  the distance.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla went back to the bank, and prowled up and down like
  some wild beast in a cage.


  The escaping men got further and further away. O'Neil lost sight of them,
  but he was determined to get across the river. He followed the bank along
  until the river narrowed. In one place a tree had fallen out at an angle over
  the water, its roots beginning to tear away from the bank.


  O'Neil went to the foot of this tree and leaned hard against it. His
  weight caused it to sway.


  Swiftly he swarmed up the tree, and as he neared the top his weight had a
  greater effect, for it put additional leverage on the roots. There was a
  tearing sound, and the roots came out of the bank, allowing the tree to fall
  across the river.


  O'Neil clung tightly, and as the treetop neared the other bank he leapt
  clear. He had crossed the river without getting himself wet, and his gun was
  not even splashed.


  He raced up the bank to the spot where the men had landed, and nosed
  around until he found their tracks. Then once again he strode along.


  For more than an hour he kept on rapidly until suddenly he heard voices
  ahead. His lips parted in a soundless snarl. His nostrils dilated, and he
  drew his gun.


  The voices came from the men who were standing still. The gorilla dropped
  on all fours, then crawled to the corner. Seconds later it leapt upon them
  with a deafening roar of triumph.


  Shrieks arose, and three white faced men pressed themselves back against a
  big tree, cowering before their terrible attacker.


  O'Neil stopped and snorted. He believed that he had made a mistake. These
  men were not the three he wanted. They were the coachman and the two
  passengers.


  Reaching out with his mighty hands O'Neil grabbed the yelling coachman,
  and lifted him high in order to sniff him as a dog might sniff a bone. It was
  the wrong scent! He tossed the man down roughly on the grass, and tried the
  next man with the same result. The third man was treated in the same way,
  then the Six-Gun Gorilla swung away and continued his journey through the
  woods.


  The men who had escaped the gorilla's fury remained breathless on the
  ground where it had flung them. They found it hard to believe that they were
  still alive. Just for a moment they had stared into the face of death. Not
  till their dying day would they forget those awful seconds when they had been
  held in O'Neil's hairy paws.

  


  
X. — SAFETY—IN JAIL!


  Strawhan and his two companions were travelling fast. Fear
  spurred them on.


  "How do you reckon he follows us?" growled Pete Stark.


  "He smells us—durn him!" snarled Strawhan. "I'd like to stick his
  nose in red-hot cinders. He'll wear us down. With revolvers we don't have
  much chance against him. I wouldn't mind if we had the gold, but we've lost
  that."


  "We know where it is," muttered El Valdo hopefully. "Mebbe we can double
  back an' find it again."


  "No! There's not much chance o' that," growled Strawhan.


  The three killers were nearing the top of a high spur of land which gave
  them a view of the country ahead. This was a bit south of the district where
  they usually carried out their crimes, and they were not quite sure of the
  locality. The sight of smoke and of a large cluster of cabins cheered them
  considerably, however.


  "It must be Cripple Creek," muttered Strawhan. "I did hear that Sam Lovey
  was Sheriff there."


  Pete Stark gave a growl of disappointment.


  "Then we can't go there. He'll sure recognize us for that Pueblo affair.
  He was after us for three months, you remember?"


  "I remember, an' I bet he hasn't forgotten us. That's why I'm going to put
  myself under his nose as soon as we arrive," said Tutt Strawhan.


  "Are you crazy?" demanded his partners.


  "Not likely!" snapped Strawhan. "You know what Sam Lovey will do when he
  captures us? He'll clap us in the lockup. We'll laugh at him, an' tell him
  we've pals who'll rescue us within an hour. That'll put him on his guard.
  He'll sit around with a gun, an' maybe get his deputies to do the same.
  That's the best thing that can happen to us. When that durn gorilla arrives
  they'll be ready for him."


  "Gee, that's smart!" leered Pete Stark. "When the gorilla is dead we can
  escape in some way."


  "Sure!" grinned Strawhan.


  After that the three killers hurried down the long approach to the mining
  camp.


  The streets were quiet when they arrived.


  It was a typical mining town. Shacks with false fronts, giving them added
  height, were on both sides, and there were numerous saloons, gambling dens,
  and such like places of amusement, for it as an 'open' town, well patronized
  by men from the neighboring mines.


  Tutt Strawhan made no attempt to hide his identity. With his hat on the
  back of his head and his guns swinging at his hip, he swaggered to the
  biggest of the saloons.


  As he neared the door, a short, brown faced made standing on the steps
  happened to look up, spotted the newcomers, and nudged his companion. Two
  pairs of eyes watched the three strangers pass inside, and then the two men
  ran to the Sheriff's office.


  Meanwhile the three gunmen had ordered drinks at the bar. The saloon
  keeper put the glasses down before them and demanded the payment.


  Strawhan produced a gun as quick as lightning, and leveled it across the
  counter.


  "Guess you don't need no payment from me," he snarled. "I'm Tutt
  Strawhan."


  The bartender looked scared. Other men alongside backed away in alarm.
  Strawhan grabbed his glass and drank the contents at a single gulp.


  As he set the glass down something hard was poked in the middle of his
  spine.


  "Drop that gun without turning, Strawhan, or you're a dead man!"


  It was the voice of Sheriff Lovey, who had come running at the news that
  three "wanted" men were in town. With him were three deputies, all with drawn
  guns.


  Tutt Strawhan dropped the gun, turned, and scowled.


  "What in the heck do you want?" he demanded.


  "You know what I want, Strawhan," snapped the Sheriff. "Little matter of a
  double shootin' and a saloon robbery up at Pueblo. Better keep those hands
  high or there's likely to be trouble poppin' around these parts."


  The three ruffians managed to look thoroughly disgusted. They were
  disarmed and herded together. Muttering threats, they were hurried down the
  main street, followed by a horde of interested men who wanted to lynch them
  there and then.


  Sheriff Lovey kept the crowd at bay with his revolvers.


  "They'll get their deserts in good time," he said. "Leave 'em to me,
  boys!"


  Tutt Strawhan glanced anxiously towards the hillside. He fancied he could
  see a dark brown figure lurching down the trail.


  "There's no lockup made strong enough to hold me!" he boasted. "My pals'll
  get me out of here within an hour."


  Sheriff Lovey grinned at the gang leader.


  "Thanks for the warning, Strawhan," he said. "When your pals arrive
  they'll get a dose of lead poisoning."


  Strawhan snarled, and some of the deputies pushed him and his two henchmen
  down a passage into a cell. When the iron door slammed the three killers
  signed with relief.


  They exchanged knowing winks, and seated themselves on the bunk at ease.
  It was the first time they had been able to relax since the Six-Gun Gorilla
  had started on their trail. Now they would be well guarded without strain or
  trouble to themselves.


  In the office outside, Sheriff Lovey warned his deputies.


  "We've got to be ready for anything," he said. "Rake in a half a dozen
  reliable men to keep a watch on the jail. Shoot any stranger who looks
  suspicious."


  A cordon of men was placed round the lockup, and the excitement in the
  town died down.


  Time passed. It was dusk, and most of the men had come in from the mines,
  when the Six-Gun Gorilla came down the trail.


  He did not come openly. He kept to the shadows, skulking from tree to
  tree.


  No one saw him reach the edge of the town. There he reared himself to his
  full height and sniffed.


  More men! Cooking! Horses! Oil lamps! Strange smells he could not place!
  It was difficult to pick out the scent of the three men he wanted.


  But he felt sure the three were here.


  O'Neil crept down the lines of shacks, standing perfectly still when men
  passed by. No one saw him, but he saw everyone who went down the street. He
  watched them keenly, waiting for the familiar figures to appear.


  They did not come. Men crowded into the saloons and the gambling dens, and
  they were so busy that they did not see the terrible face which appeared at
  the windows.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla was making the rounds of all the scenes of nightlife.
  He studied the faces of the crowds, and strained his ears for the hated
  voices.


  Twice he had to leap on to the roofs of buildings to avoid being seen.
  Once someone heart him snuffling outside a door, and fired a revolver shot
  from a window. The man thought it was a stray dog nosing around.


  All the evening the Six-Gun Gorilla searched, and his rage grew. He was
  still convinced that his victims were here. He was determined to find
  them.


  The evening wore on. Some of the men started to go to their shacks for the
  night. The saloons and gambling dens became quieter. Music boxes and
  mechanical organs ceased their tinny din.


  As the doors were closed and the lights went out in shack after shack,
  O'Neil emerged from his hiding place.


  He had decided to search the town from end to end. He approached the first
  shack and listened. A lone miner slept there, and it was possible to hear him
  snoring. The Six-Gun Gorilla found an open window and stuck his head
  inside.


  The gorilla sniffed and was satisfied. This man was not one of the men it
  wanted. It made for the next cabin, a somewhat larger one.


  Two men occupied this. O'Neil tried to find an open window, but there was
  none. He tried the latch of the door, and it was open. He crept inside.


  The two men were in separate bunks. The gorilla bent over one of them, gun
  in hand. He was satisfied that this was nobody in whom he was interested. He
  moved to the second bunk. The man was facing the wall.


  It so happened that this man was not yet asleep. He heard a slight
  movement beside him, turned on his back, and saw the gorilla looming over
  him. He opened his mouth to shriek the alarm, and as quick as sight the
  gorilla brought the butt of its gun down on the upturned forehead.


  The warning cry was never uttered. The Six-Gun Gorilla crept away to
  search another shack. He was pleased with his discovery that a tap with the
  gun could make anyone quiet and still. He decided to use it whenever it was
  needed.


  Some shacks were locked, but a steady pressure from the gorilla was always
  sufficient to burst in the locks. Sometimes this caused the occupants to be
  roused, but they never had a chance to show fight or to sound the alarm. The
  Six-Gun Gorilla was amazingly swift in his movements. Any of the men who were
  dazed with sleep had no chance of dodging before the revolver butt or the
  gorilla's fist thudded down on their heads. In either case it was the same.
  They went to sleep again. There were going to be some sore heads in the town
  the morning following the gorilla's search for its three enemies.


  And all the time O'Neil crept from shack to shack, overlooking none, the
  three ruffians he sought were sleeping comfortably in jail under an armed
  guard!

  


  
XI. — THE CORDON IS BROKEN


  A manhunt was going on at dead of night in the mining camp
  of Cripple Creek.


  The search was being made from shack to shack, from cabin to cabin. Not a
  building was being missed.


  It was no sheriff's posse which was carrying out the search, but a lone
  figure which had crept into the town at dead of night, with a six-gun
  swinging from a belt at his waist.


  The raider was a gorilla, a massive brute, covered with red-brown hair.
  Around its waist was a gunbelt. Over one shoulder was a bandolier, heavy with
  cartridges.


  Stalking from one shack to the next, it sniffed outside before forcing
  open either door or window. Usually the occupants were asleep, and did not
  stir, but sometimes they seemed to waken. In this case the fist of the
  Six-Gun Gorilla, or the butt of the revolver crashed down upon the
  unfortunate man's head and he took no further interest in the
  proceedings.


  The gorilla did not strike to kill. It had nothing against honest miners,
  ranchers, or storekeepers. It was seeking three certain men, whom it believed
  to be in Cripple Creek. No officer of the law could have searched more
  thoroughly.


  The strange feud had begun at the Dragonfly Mine, a small gold mine in the
  Boulder Hills of Colorado. This had belonged to Bart Masters, a lone miner
  who had worked it for seven years, aided only by the gorilla, which Masters
  had purchased when young from a sailor named O'Neil.


  O'Neil was the name the miner had given it, and O'Neil became his constant
  companion.


  Masters had taught the great beast to be useful in many ways. It could
  dig, haul up buckets of earth from the mineshaft, or bring in firewood.


  He had even taught it to use a revolver with a fair amount of accuracy. It
  had amused him to see O'Neil rigged up with the gunbelt and bandolier. The
  gorilla had enjoyed it as much as the man.


  Then one night Masters had decided to quit. He had about ten thousand
  pounds' worth of gold. He had decided to abandon the mine and go back to
  civilization.


  Before he could leave, however, a bunch of gunmen known as the Strawhan
  Gang had come to the lonely mine, had killed Bart Masters, wounded the
  chained gorilla, and made their getaway with all the gold.


  O'Neil had recovered, and had nearly gone mad when he had discovered that
  his master was dead. He had seen the killers when they had first entered the
  shack, and, after buckling on the bandolier and gunbelt, had picked up the
  scent of the murderers and set out on their trail.


  The trail had led him a considerable distance. He had hounded the gang so
  closely that they had finally been forced to leave the gold behind them. He
  had already killed Jim Lane, one of the four members of the gang, and now he
  knew that the others were somewhere in this mining camp. He meant to find
  them.


  As he approached the back of a store, a dog rushed out from the darkness,
  growling at him.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla was on his hind legs at the time, walking like a man.
  The dog had probably mistaken him for a man prowling around the store, but
  directly the animal came round the corner of the shack and saw this monstrous
  shape rearing up before it, it turned and fled into the darkness,
  howling.


  "What's the matter, Bob?" came a harsh voice from the store. "Be quiet an'
  lie down."


  The gorilla moved on without visiting the store. It knew that the voice
  was not that of any of the men it sought.


  Systematically O'Neil worked his way to the eastern side of the camp.
  Suddenly he sniffed. He could smell man. Someone was quite close to him.
  Someone was out in the open.


  Down on all fours, with the heavy six shooter swinging against his hairy
  side, O'Neil crept nearer the source of the smell. His broad nostrils were
  twitching. He fancied he could smell the men he wanted.


  Inch by inch his hairy head came round the corner of a fence, and he saw a
  man crouching against a tree, a rifle across his knees. The man was a sentry
  of some kind.


  O'Neil sniffed again. He was almost certain he could scent his three
  enemies.


  He circled round, intending to come up on the other side of the building.
  To his disgust he found that there was another man there placed in a similar
  position, with a six shooter ready in his hand. A third was to the right, and
  a fourth to the left. They were all watching for something.


  During the next five minutes O'Neil discovered that a cordon of no less
  than eight men surrounded this one building. His power of scent enabled him
  to locate them. They were grim, business-like men, and they seemed determined
  to prevent anyone approaching the building.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla knew enough about firearms to realize that he would be
  asking for trouble if he attempted to rush through the cordon, yet he was
  determined to get through. He was now certain that the men he was after were
  in the barred building.


  Actually this building was the local lockup and sheriff's office. Tutt
  Strawhan, Pete Stark and El Valdo were comfortably sleeping in a cell
  inside.


  When the three killers had arrived in Cripple Creek they had been weary of
  being chased, and their nerves were on edge. Strawhan had recognized the
  sheriff as one who had been hunting him for a long time, and had allowed
  himself to be arrested along with his friends.


  He had boasted to the sheriff that he had friends who would get him out of
  jail before the night was through. That was why armed men were keeping a
  watch over the lockup.


  The three killers knew that O'Neil was on their track, and they hoped that
  he would run into the cordon and be killed, whilst they slept in guarded
  comfort.


  Already the guards were beginning to wonder whether they were wasting
  their time. They had seen no sign of trouble in the offing.


  They saw nothing of the fierce pair of eyes which watched them from the
  darkness. O'Neil watched one of the sentries leave the foot of a tree, where
  he had been posted, and stroll over to whisper something to a man about
  twenty yards away.


  Immediately the gorilla acted. It crept forward, took a single bound, and
  a moment later was up in the tree, well hidden by the branches.


  The man who had been posted under the tree returned a few seconds later,
  and leaned against the tree drowsily. He had been over to ask if the sheriff
  meant to maintain the vigil all knight, and he had been so disgusted to hear
  that this was so.


  Over the sentry's head a long, hairy arm reached down through the
  branches. The luckless man was suddenly grabbed by the neck with such force
  that he was not only lifted clear off the ground, but his breath was cut off
  at the same time.


  O'Neil squeezed. That was all he needed to do. He could have killed the
  man outright, but he had no intention of doing that.


  When he felt the kicking body go limp, he came down from the tree and
  stretched his victim out comfortably on the ground. He had now made a gap in
  the cordon.


  On all fours he crawled forward. There was a bit of a garden at the back
  of the lockup and here there was ample cover for the six hundred pound
  gorilla. It succeeded in reaching the wall of the building unchallenged.


  Here O'Neil reared up on his hind legs, and his hair bristled with rage.
  He could smell the killers of his master quite distinctly now.


  His fierce eyes narrowed; his black lips parted to show hideous yellow
  teeth, and his hand went to his gun.


  Slowly he circled the building, trying to find a way in. Suddenly he
  arrived outside a small, barred window, and from this window came not only
  the sound of gentle breathing but the scent of his enemies.


  He had found them at last! His mouth opened in a soundless snarl. He
  gripped one of the bars with a hairy hand and was about to pull when
  something checked him. Instead, he put his hideous face close to the window
  and peered inside.


  At first he could see nothing, but as his eyes got accustomed to the
  darkness he made out three figures muffled in blankets on three bunks ranged
  one above the other. The men he sought were sound asleep.


  O'Neil raised his revolver and pushed it between the bars, but hesitated
  to shoot. This thing which his master had taught him to use made a big noise.
  He wanted no noise.


  So he replaced the gun in its holster, and fingered the bars. There were
  two of them. He exerted his strength gently, increasing the strain when the
  bars refused to move.


  With very little noise they came out of their sockets, of them bent almost
  double. The strength of those hairy fingers was almost unbelievable.


  The window was just large enough for the gorilla to put its head through,
  but was not large enough for its shoulders to follow.


  O'Neil got his head inside, and tried to squeeze through, but it was
  impossible.


  Again his lips parted soundlessly, and just then Tutt Strawhan stirred
  uneasily in his sleep. He had been dreaming that he was being pursued by the
  gorilla on horseback. The dream had been so vivid that he opened his eyes,
  stared at the bare wall, and sighed with relief.


  It was good to think he was safe at last. He turned over on his
  back—and nearly froze with horror.


  Gazing down at him from a distance of no more than six feet, was the
  gorilla. On its face there was an expression of the most fiendish hate. For a
  moment their eyes met, and then Tutt Strawhan screwed himself up in the
  corner of his bunk, with his blanket dragged about him, and screamed like a
  frightened girl.


  "Help! Help! Keep it out! Keep it out of here!"


  His two companions awoke and leapt to their feet. They could not make out
  what had come over their leader until they followed the direction of his
  eyes, and saw the terrible face looking through the barless window.


  The gorilla was silent no longer. It had seized the edges of the window
  with both hands and was dragging out blocks of stones.


  "It's breaking in! It's going to pull down the wall!" screeched Pete
  Stark. "Shoot it! Keep it out!"

  


  
XII. — THE ESCAPE FROM CRIPPLE CREEK


  The uproar was not only heard by the cordon of men outside,
  but by the deputy sheriff, who was sleeping in an adjoining room in the
  lockup. Gun in hand, he rushed to the door of the cell, and peered through
  the grille.


  From there he could not see the window on the other side, but he could see
  the three terrified men crouching against the wall, and staring in obvious
  horror at something in the far corner of the cell.


  There was a crashing sound, as though bricks and stonework were tumbling
  down.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla was tearing his way through the wall in order to enter
  the cell.


  The three ruffians heard the deputy at the door, and rushed towards him,
  hammering on the door with their fists.


  "Let us out!" shrieked Strawhan. "For the love of pity, let us out of
  here. It'll tear us to pieces."


  The deputy unlocked the door and jerked it open. His gun drove them
  back.


  "What the heck's the matter?" he demanded. "What's the fuss about,
  and—sufferin' mackerel!"


  He had just glimpsed the monstrous head and shoulders of the gorilla at
  the hold which had once been a window. Even yet the opening was not big
  enough for the mighty shoulders of the vengeful beast to pass.


  The deputy staggered back, and jerked up his gun.


  Crack!


  So unnerved was he by the terrible sight that he missed the centre of the
  head, at which he had aimed, and only clipped one of O'Neil's ears.


  The pain stung the Six-Gun Gorilla to fury. The blinding flash and the
  report had told him that a gun had been used. Instinct made him draw his own
  gun, and point it through the gap in the wall.


  Crack!


  The deputy sheriff staggered back, shot in the shoulder. He could have
  transferred his weapon to the other hand and gone on shooting, but he was too
  amazed and horrified to think of doing that.


  He had been shot by a gorilla, by a monster which stood on its hind legs
  like a human being! That was the only thing he could remember.


  Tutt Strawhan and his two companions took advantage of the injury to the
  deputy to hurl him aside and bolt from the cell.


  Meanwhile the men outside had been attracted by the gorilla's shot. For
  the first time they saw this bulky figure reared up against the wall of the
  lockup. Two of them raised their revolvers and aimed for the gorilla's broad
  back.


  Both bullets hit, but neither of them dropped the giant gorilla. It took
  more than .32 bullets to injure O'Neil. The slight pain only stung him to
  madness.


  Crack-crack-crack!


  He was firing back at the guards as quickly as his hairy finger could work
  the trigger. Bullets hummed about their ears or hit the ground near their
  feet.


  The noise of the gun battle brought forty or fifty men tumbling from their
  beds.


  But as these would-be helpers neared the lockup they heard frightful
  roars—roars such as they had never heard before in America. Mingled
  with these came cries from the men who had been set to watch the lockup.


  "It's a man—no, it isn't. It's a demon of some kind—"


  More shots were followed by the crashing of falling masonry. Realizing
  that he must take cover somewhere, O'Neil had taken hold of the edge of the
  gap in the wall with both hands, and had pulled down dozens of bricks at
  once.


  He dived through the hole he had made into the cell, grimacing fiercely
  when he found that his enemies had gone. The deputy had gone after them down
  the inner corridor, and the Six-Gun Gorilla saw no reason why he should not
  do the same. He made one dive forward, then discovered his mistake.


  Bart Masters had found it necessary to widen the door to his shack to
  admit O'Neil. This passageway between the lockup and the sheriff's office was
  only wide enough for a big man. O'Neil's chest was over sixty inches broad,
  and the great beast promptly found itself imprisoned between the two
  walls.


  Being held back like this infuriated it. Uttering terrible roars of rage
  it began to tear at the walls.


  The frightened and astonished men outside the lockup saw the walls bulge.
  Some of them backed away. Others waited with their revolvers at the ready,
  and then came a shout from the rear.


  "The prisoners are getting away!"


  It was the wounded deputy, who had just seen the three desperate men at
  the stable door at the back of the lockup.


  His shout brought most of the would-be helpers round. There was a general
  rush in his direction, and just then O'Neil burst through the lockup
  walls.


  He arrived outside in an avalanche of falling masonry.


  A bullet came flying out of the darkness and tore a piece of hair from his
  shoulder. He promptly lugged out his gun and tried to fire back. The trigger
  clicked, but that was all. The gun was empty.


  Then the Six-Gun Gorilla remembered his quest. All these men who were
  shouting and shooting did not interest him in the slightest. He wanted the
  three whom he had seen in the cell.


  A clatter of hoofs, and more shots from the left, took him in that
  direction. He was in time to see a dozen men, headed by the sheriff, riding
  down the trail shooting at three departing horsemen.


  Strawhan and his two killer friends had got away again. The gorilla beat
  its chest with rage, and this made it a target for a hail of bullets from the
  men who became aware of its presence.


  Things were becoming too hot for O'Neil. He made one tremendous leap into
  the darkness and was lost to sight.


  Mad with fury, he ran on and on in the direction of the escaping men until
  he was out of breath. Then he sprawled at the side of the trail, and licked
  his wounds, muttering and growling to himself.


  Time passed, and he cooled down. None of his wounds were serious. He had
  lots very little blood.


  The moon came up, and any passersby might have seen the amazing sight of a
  hulking gorilla squatting on a bank, trying to load a revolver. O'Neil's
  fingers were very clumsy when it came to doing this, but Bart Masters had
  taken great pains over his teaching. The gorilla could reload if given
  time.


  O'Neil had plenty of time now, and when he had finished reloading he
  thrust the gun back into the holster, and tottered to his feet.


  His lips curled when he heard shouts and the clatter of hoofs away to the
  right. He guessed that other men were seeking the Strawhan Gang. They were
  looking for the killers in the wrong direction. Even though it was too dark
  to see tracks on the ground, O'Neil could snuffle the ground and tell which
  way his foes had gone.


  Shuffling along, sometimes on all fours, sometimes on its hind legs, the
  amazing creature set to work to follow up the trail once again.


  No matter where the ruffians went, O'Neil was going to follow them as long
  as there was life in his body.


  At the first stream he reached he knelt down and drank deeply, then he
  splashed water over his wounds to cleanse them. After a roll in the grass, he
  was ready to go on although he was rather hungry. Food for a gorilla was not
  easy to come upon in Colorado, though Masters had accustomed his pet to
  things which no African gorilla would ever eat.

  


  
XIII. — TUTT STRAWHAN'S BOAST


  The three escaped gunmen were now in a desperate plight.
  They had neither guns nor money, supplies nor equipment. The horses on which
  they rode were stolen, and they knew that the sheriff of Cripple Creek would
  raise a posse to follow them.


  Yet the three killers were much more afraid of O'Neil. Memory of that
  hideous face peering into their cell, and of the narrow escape they had
  recently had, caused them to shiver with terror and goad their mounts on
  furiously. They rode until their horses nearly dropped, and until far in the
  distance they heard what sounded like the shrill whistle of a locomotive.


  The railway had not yet crossed the whole of America. The railhead was
  still some distance from Colorado's western boundary, and coaches were still
  used to link up the newly developing districts.


  The Strawhan Gang had always operated well away from the railways. They
  favored the wilder, more remote spots, where the law of the gun was the only
  one known.


  But for the first time the shrill noise of that distant whistle sounded
  attractive to Tutt Strawhan.


  "While we leave a scent, that durn beast can follow us!" he rasped. "We've
  either got to take to water, or get on one o' them railroads. Not even a
  gorilla could pick up the scent of anyone riding in one o' them things."


  Pete Stark nodded, then looked doubtful.


  "But we've got no cash an' no guns!" he objected.


  "We'll soon have both," promised Strawhan.


  Before dawn one of the three horses had dropped dead, and the other two
  were on their last legs. The three villains found themselves approaching a
  lonely shack which was the home of a small rancher.


  Out there on the wilderness the man had carved out a small farm which
  supported himself, his wife, and two children. When the three gunmen arrived
  in sight of it smoke was curling up out of the iron chimney. Someone had just
  lit the fire.


  "Wait!" hissed Strawhan, and they crept forward on foot to take up their
  places close to the shack.


  Before long the rancher came out with an axe. He was going to fell a tree
  down near the creek for firewood.


  Enviously the three scoundrels eyed the revolver which dangled from the
  man's belt. They followed him some distance from the shack.


  Their chance came when he started to fell the tree. In order to be free in
  his movements he took off his gunbelt and hung it on a nearby bush.


  Tutt Strawhan picked up a heavy stone, balanced it in his hand for a
  moment, then hurled it with all his might.


  Crash!


  It caught the man on the back of the neck, and knocked him flat. The three
  ruffians leapt on him and knocked him unconscious. Then Strawhan grabbed the
  man's gun.


  It was loaded, but they wanted more than that. They needed other
  ammunition and more weapons if they were available.


  Three minutes later the mother and the eldest boy were gruffly ordered,
  from the back door of the shack, to put their hands up. The frightened family
  were driven into a corner whilst the three killers searched the shack.


  A shotgun and some ammunition both for this and the revolver were stolen.
  Then food was taken from the scanty store, and a visit made to the lean-to
  stable. Two horses were all the poor rancher possessed. The killers took them
  and Tutt Strawhan and Pete Stark climbed into the saddles, and El Valdo then
  mounted the best of the two horses they had got back at the lockup, and they
  rode away, careless of the fact that they were leaving this family at the
  mercy of any attacking Redskins who might come down from the hills.


  In this way the gang reached the gleaming steel rails which had been
  placed so recently across the prairie. The killers looked right and left,
  marveling at the straightness of the track, but there was no train in sight.
  Trains were few and far between in those early days.


  "We'll ride east till one comes," growled Strawhan, and the other two
  followed him.


  In the little ranch house they had found no money, but that did not worry
  them. They had no intention of buying tickets for their journey. They did not
  intend making a long trip. They wanted to go only sufficiently far to shake
  the terrible manhunter off their track. They could imagine the Six-Gun
  Gorilla crossing the prairie even now, tireless and relentless.


  They rode for two hours or more before Pete Stark heard the sound of a
  train in the distance. It was the daily eastbound mixed freighter.


  The killers stopped and looked away into the distance, where a column of
  smoke marked its approach. Then El Valdo gave a screech and pointed to the
  right, away from the railway.


  The other two stared in the direction of his pointing finger, and
  shuddered. A thick-set figure, sometimes upright, sometimes on all fours, was
  hurrying over the prairie. They did not need to look twice to see what it
  was. It was the Six-Gun Gorilla. The amazing beast had not rested at all. It
  was still a good distance off, but it was still on the track of the men it
  hated.


  "It's not natural!" almost sobbed Pete Stark. "Can't we ever shake it off?
  It's no more'n an hour behind us."


  "Within an hour we'll be out of this, an' we'll leave no scent behind this
  time," grunted Tutt Strawhan. "We've got to slow or stop that train. I know a
  way."


  He led his horse out on to the track and deliberately tethered it between
  the rains. As the track was straight no engine driver could avoid seeing the
  animal.


  The other horses were then turned loose, whilst the three desperate men
  crouched in a nearby hollow.


  There they waited, frequently raising their heads to see how close the
  train was, but as often as not looking the other way, to where that
  relentless pursuer was moving over the open prairie.


  The train seemed to be going slower than Strawhan had expected. The three
  killers shuddered with horror when they thought of what would happen if
  O'Neil caught up with them before they had a chance to board the train.


  The advancing train came chugging on, and smoke poured from the huge loco
  with the wide cowcatcher on the front.


  Then came a whistle, shrill and penetrating. The driver had spotted the
  tethered horse.


  Strawhan paid no attention to the whistle. The three killers were all
  tense and expectant. The train chugged on its way, and the whistle shrilled
  three times.


  Then came the creaking and screeching of brakes. The train had stopped
  with the cowcatcher only a few yards from the helpless horse. Some men
  climbed down from the loco to untether the animal and turn it loose.


  "Durn these cowhands!" one of the train crew was saying. "They seem to
  think we put these rails here as a hitchrack for them."


  The three ruffians who had stopped the train were crawling underneath the
  nearest truck. There were one or two passenger coaches at the rear of the
  train, but for the moment the killers were content to clamber up between two
  closed wagons, and to balance themselves on the little platform at one
  end.


  There they were when the train restarted. They grinned when they saw the
  distant gorilla speed up. In some way O'Neil must have guessed that this
  steaming monster was helping his enemies.


  The three ruffians saw him dwindle further and further into the background
  as the train gathered speed. They seated themselves with their legs dangling
  between the trucks, and chuckled at their own cleverness.


  Any place forty or fifty miles to the east would suit them, and then they
  could find their way back in course of time to the districts where they were
  known and feared. There might even be a chance of trying to find out what had
  happened to the gold they had been forced to abandon.


  They were laughing and joking amongst themselves when a member of the
  train crew came upon them. He was making a round of the trucks along the
  roofs, and had come over the edge of the truck in front of them before he
  realized that they were there.


  His face betrayed honest indignation.


  "Hey, you!" he roared. "What's the big idea? What are you doin' back here?
  This ain't a free transport, an'—"


  "Come down here an' be quick about it, unless you want daylight drilled
  into you!" snarled Strawhan, and his newly acquired revolver added point to
  his threat.


  With bulging eyes, the man climbed down fearfully to the edge of the
  platform beside the killers. He was a long way from his mates in the cabin of
  the lock, and in the brake van at the rear. He did not like the look of these
  three tough looking ruffians.


  "Keep 'em up!" snapped Strawhan, forcing the man's arms above his head.
  "See if he's got any cash on him, El Valdo."


  The grinning half-breed obeyed orders, but found only a few dollars. Even
  these were welcome to the ruffians, however.


  "Where's this train's first stop?" then demanded Strawhan.


  "Red Deer Valley, about—about fifty miles from here!"


  "Thanks, that's all we want from you!" drawled Tutt Strawhan, and he gave
  the luckless man a poke in the chest with the barrel of his revolver.


  The startled member of the train crew went backwards, and the killers
  heard a muffled cry as he hit the ground at the side of the track.


  Grinning at the success of their callous plan, the three ruffians remained
  in occupation of that platform until the country changed and a river showed
  in the distance.


  The district was more wooded. There were some low hills. Cattle and mixed
  farming had been carried on here for some time. The three exchanged glances.
  It suited them very well.


  They dropped off when the long goods train was slowing before entering the
  new siding at Red Deer Valley. Skulking away behind the trees, they spied out
  the land.


  It seemed to them that the place was prosperous and soft. It was almost
  civilized, much more so than the places where they had previously operated.
  They winked at each other. Unless they were very much surprised there would
  be some easy pickings here.


  They strolled down the main street with their hats over their eyes, oozing
  ferocity and toughness. One or two local folk looked at them with some
  surprise. A short, stout man with a face like a rising sun, came over to them
  and planted himself in their path. He had a gun swinging on either hip.


  "Say, strangers, you're not allowed to carry guns in this town!" he
  snapped. "There're not needed here."


  "Ain't they?" drawled Tutt Strawhan. "Who might you be?"


  "I'm Sheriff Barker. I'll trouble you for that six shooter. The shotgun
  you can keep, but—"


  "Sure! Take it!" drawled Strawhan, lugging the revolver out of its
  holster, and handing it butt first towards the sheriff.


  The gang leader kept his trigger finger inside the guard, however, and
  just as the unsuspecting sheriff was about to grasp the proffered butt, the
  gunman made a rapid twirl around his finger. There was a sharp report, and
  the sheriff of Red Deer Valley fell with a bullet in his heart.


  "I said it was goin' to be easy picking for us here," murmured Strawhan.
  "Take his two guns. They'll do fine for you guys."


  The shot brought people streaming into the street. They gazed in horror at
  three revolvers brandished by three men who stood over the dead body of their
  popular sheriff.


  "Stick 'em up!" snarled Strawhan, and a forest of arms shot up into the
  air.


  It was a long time since there had been a holdup in this town, but one was
  carried out now with smooth efficiency. Each man was made to hand over all
  his money. The killers collected about three thousand dollars in this
  manner.


  The triumphant ruffians swaggered into the saloon, driving all the men
  folk of the town before them. Unarmed as they were, these citizens of Red
  Deer Valley did not dare start trouble.


  Strawhan forced everyone to the counter, and insisted upon standing drinks
  all round. Leaning against the end wall, with their guns on the counter
  before them, the three scoundrels made the most of their success.


  All through the afternoon they kept the luckless men jumping to wait on
  them. A shot fired into the floor was usually sufficient to make even the
  most stubborn men obey their orders.


  Tutt Strawhan enjoyed this sort of bullying. His idea of Heaven was a
  place where he would have a gun and nobody else would be allowed one.


  Now he became more and more pleased with himself, more and more wild in
  his boasting. The sun was low in the sky. It poured in through one of the
  side windows of the saloon. Strawhan gazed at the sunlit patch of floor
  before him, and roared:


  "I'm Tutt Strawhan! There's no man or beast living who can put a scare
  into me. Uh-hh-hh!"


  His bellow ended in a choking gurgle. Everyone looked at him in
  astonishment. He was staring with wide eyes and whitening face at a monstrous
  shadow which had just appeared on the floor.


  Someone or something had come between the sun and the window, outside the
  saloon.


  Surely no human being could have such thick, hunched shoulders, and such
  long, dangling arms!


  The blood drained from Strawhan's lips and face. Tough though he was,
  there was at least one thing in the world which could put the fear of death
  into him!

  


  
XIC. — "STRING 'EM UP!"


  Driven into the main saloon at the gunpoint, the citizens of
  Red Deer Valley had cowered before the three holdup men. It was a long time
  since a holdup had taken place in this prosperous little place, but the
  latest one had been a complete success from the point of view of the three
  ruffians who had strolled into the town about four hours before.


  The sheriff had been shot dead in the very first moment of their arrival,
  nearly three thousand dollars had been collected from the trembling citizens,
  and now Tutt Strawhan and his two companions had been amusing themselves by
  boasting before their trembling audience.


  Then, suddenly, everything had changed. One moment Tutt Strawhan had been
  roaring at the top of his voice that neither man nor beast could scare him.
  The next moment his voice had died to a choking gurgle, and he stared with
  wide eyes and ashen face at a monstrous shadow which had appeared on the
  floor.


  The sun was coming through the western windows of the saloon. It had cast
  this shadow with thick, hunched shoulders, and long, dangling arms. Other
  people might not have paid much attention to it, but Tutt Strawhan had gone
  as white as a sheet at the sight of it. His gun shook in his trembling hand.
  His knees were trembling.


  "What—what's that?" he gasped. "It's—it's the Six-Gun
  Gorilla!"


  His two companions, Pete Stark and El Valdo, turned their heads, saw the
  shadow also, and moaned with fear.


  "It's followed us! It's followed us after all!" shrieked Pete Stark, and
  sprawled behind a table.


  All eyes were on the window. A shapeless figure had shambled past. The
  three scoundrels stared with bulging eyes. Tutt Strawhan licked his lips in
  terror. He did not even notice some of the local men creeping to the rear
  door of the saloon.


  In Tutt Strawhan's mind there was only one thought—that he had been
  followed by the Six-Gun Gorilla, a hairy nightmare which had come into his
  life at the Dragonfly Mine, a small gold mine in the boulder Hills of
  Colorado.


  This mine had belonged to Bart Masters, an old-timer who had worked it for
  seven years, aided only by the gorilla, which he had purchased when young
  from a sailor named O'Neil.


  Masters had called the gorilla O'Neil, and had taught the beast to dig in
  the mine, bring in firewood, and to do various other odd jobs. The miner had
  even taught it to use a revolver with a fair amount of accuracy.


  It had amused him to see O'Neil, rigged up with gunbelt and bandolier,
  practicing firing a revolver.


  One night Masters had decided to leave the mine. He had collected about
  ten thousand pounds' worth of gold. He had decided that it was time he
  returned to civilization if he had wanted to derive any enjoyment from his
  wealth.


  Before he could leave, however, a bunch of gunmen known as the Strawhan
  Gang had come to the lonely mine, and had killed Bart Masters, wounded the
  chained gorilla, and made off with the gold.


  O'Neil had recovered after a few hours, and had nearly gone made when he
  had discovered that his master was dead. He had set out on the trail of the
  murderers.


  He soon caught up with them, and since then had hounded the gang so
  closely that they had been forced to leave the gold behind them. One of the
  four members had already been killed, and only by taking to a train heading
  eastwards had the remaining three escaped the Six-Gun Gorilla.


  The little settlement of Red Deer Valley had seemed a suitable place for
  the three killers to make a holdup and rake in some money. This they had
  done, but when this monstrous, misshapen shadow had showed through the
  window, Tutt Strawhan had jumped to the conclusion that the gorilla had in
  some mysterious way caught up with them again!


  Terror gripped the gang leader. He began to think that the gorilla was a
  demon which could not be shaken off, that he was to be haunted by it for the
  rest of his life.


  He did not even have the nerve to raise his gun and shoot. One moment the
  shadow was there, and the next it had passed from the window. The creature
  was shambling round the building, and would enter by the main door.


  Pete Stark let out a howl of terror.


  "Don't—don't let it get at me!" he howled, and then bolted for the
  back door.


  One of the local men put out his foot, and Stark went down. El Valdo, the
  third member of the gang, was right behind. He tripped over his fallen
  friend, and was grabbed by two of the citizens of the town.


  Tutt Strawhan was the only member of the gang who stood his ground. He was
  staring at the door through which he expected the monster to appear. His gun
  was raised. His finger was trembling on the trigger.


  There was a scuffling noise. A shoulder showed round the edge of the door,
  followed by a shaggy head.


  Crack!


  Tutt Strawhan had fired, and he did not miss. The bullet crashed through
  the temple under the shaggy, reddish brown hair, and a misshapen figure
  toppled on the step.


  Tutt Strawhan opened his mouth to whoop with triumph, then checked
  himself.


  It was not a gorilla that he had killed, but a crippled hunchback! The
  gang leader had made a terrible mistake. The shadow he had seen had been cast
  by the Red Deer Valley idiot, a crippled hunchback, whose head was set well
  down between his humped shoulders, and whose short legs make him walk like a
  gorilla. His arms appeared unduly long. His hair was long and unkempt.


  This unfortunate man's shadow had so closely resembled the shadow of the
  Six-Gun Gorilla that Tutt Strawhan had jumped to the wrong conclusion.


  The figure of the hunchback wriggled to one side, and lay still. Strawhan
  started aghast. In his time he had killed many men. Never before had he felt
  sorry for his deeds, but now he knew that he had made a terrible mistake, and
  tough though he was he felt ashamed.


  The local men were not cowards. They had certainly been overawed by the
  guns of the three holdup men when they had arrived in the settlement, but
  this recent display of fear, and this callous killing, gave them back their
  nerve. One nodded to the other, and there was a simultaneous rush.


  In a moment Tutt Strawhan had been knocked down. His gun was dashed from
  his hand. He was pressed to the ground and held there, whilst men swarmed
  around him, some of them dragging his comrades.


  Strawhan did not attempt to struggle. He was too dazed and too relieved.
  Relieved to know that the Six-Gun Gorilla had not, in some uncanny way,
  caught up with them.


  "I didn't mean it! It was a mistake!" he cried. "I thought it was a
  gorilla. The shadow—!"


  "Never mind about the gorilla," growled one of the Red Deer citizens. "You
  killed our sheriff, and you held us up. You've had your say, an' now we'll
  have ours. What shall we do with him, boys?"


  "Lynch him! Lynch 'em all!" roared the crowd. "They've killed Soapy Sims
  as well. String 'em up!"


  Pete Stark was arguing at the top of his voice. El Valdo was hissing like
  a snake with a broken back. Only Strawhan was silent. For once in his life he
  could not defy authority. He realized he had committed an unforgiveable
  crime. He had shot someone he had not intended to shoot, and now he had
  allowed himself to be disarmed.


  Terror seized him. He began to plead with his captors.


  "I only shot the sheriff in self-defense," he whined. "He tried to take
  our guns away. We didn't know he was the sheriff."


  "But Soapy Sims, you shot Soapy Sims!" roared someone.


  "I thought he was the gorilla. I swear it! We've been hounded by a
  gorilla. It's driven us nearly frantic. When I saw that shadow—" howled
  Strawhan.


  The Red Deer Valley men looked at the gang leader scornfully.


  "He's crazy!" growled one of them. "He's raving about a gorilla. He's
  either crazy or pretending to be crazy. Don't waste time over him. String him
  up. We've no use for his sort around here."


  Suddenly, however, a big, black-bearded fellow held up his hand.


  "Wait a minute!" he cried. "This is a civilized town. We don't have no
  lynching parties here. We'll string him up, but we'll have a trial first.
  Take them before Judge Peters."


  The idea caught on.


  "To the Judge with 'em!" the crowd roared. "Get a rope ready. We're goin'
  to have a trial and then a hangin'. To the Judge!"


  The three prisoners were dragged down the main street of the settlement to
  a shack that stood apart from the others. A grave, hard eyed man came out in
  answer to the shouts of the crowd. It was Judge Peters.


  "Judge, we want a trial fixed up," said the black-bearded fellow who had
  suggested taking the prisoner to the Judge. "These guys have killed the
  sheriff an' Soapy Sims. We want to hang 'em, but we want to do it proper,
  with a trial first."


  The Judge rubbed his chin.


  "Well, it's not regular like this, but I guess we can fix it," he
  said.


  There and then, from the porch of his house, he conducted the trial of the
  three gunmen.


  They were doomed from the first. There was nothing to be said in their
  favor. They had entered the town on a train which they had obviously jumped,
  and had started by killing the sheriff. Then had come the general holdup, and
  the killing of the hunchback.


  The Judge looked as though he had made up his mind about the verdict long
  before he had heard all the evidence.


  "And what have you got to say for yourselves?" he asked.


  Strawhan and Pete Stark started to speak at once. They babbled about a
  gorilla with a gun, a sinister, nightmare figure, which had driven them
  frantic with fear.


  Judge Peters looked more and more grim.


  "Gorillas in America!" he cried. "You're crazy! Has anyone seen a gorilla
  or anything like one?"


  "No!" roared the crowd.


  The Judge's lips curled. He saw that there would be a lynching anyway, so
  it was as well to give it the sanction of the law.


  "I find these men guilty!" he announced. "Their talk about a gorilla is
  just so much nonsense. Take them away and hang them!"


  With whoops of joy the citizens of the settlement grabbed the three
  prisoners and dragged them towards the centre of the settlement, where there
  was a square with several trees.

  


  
XV. — THE TERROR ON THE TRACK


  The three killers ceased to struggle. There seemed to be no
  hope of escape. There were thirty fierce-eyed, determined citizens around
  them, all filled with the same idea—to hang them.


  With their hands tied behind them, the three ruffians were dragged to the
  square. Ropes were fetched, and nooses made.


  "We'll string 'em all up together," snarled one of the citizens.


  The prisoners were pushed forward. There were three very suitable
  branches. They were arranged beneath these.


  Three of the citizens climbed up with the ropes and tossed them over the
  branches. The nooses were dropped around the necks of the culprits. A circle
  was formed, a solemn, grim circle.


  "Ready!" cried the man who had appointed himself the master of
  ceremonies.


  "Get the ropes taut. When I give the signal haul these killers off their
  feet."


  He raised his hand in the air. Tutt Strawhan made one last desperate,
  choking appeal.


  "But there was a gorilla—!" he croaked.


  The hand of the man about to give the signal trembled. He was about to
  lower it, when, from the other side of the square, there came a terrifying
  roar. It was not the roar of a bull, nor yet of a mountain lion, but
  something even more terrifying. The crowd parted, flung aside by a monstrous,
  hairy arm.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla strode into the square. He was a giant, well over six
  feet tall, with a sixty four inch chest, a shaggy red-brown coat, and a face
  as hideous as a nightmare.


  Around his waist was a gunbelt. A six shooter hung in a holster at his
  side. Over one shoulder was a heavy bandolier of cartridges, much too small
  for him.


  His head lolling from side to side, his short, bowed legs scarcely
  balancing him, O'Neil chilled the blood of all who saw him.


  The citizens of Red Deer Valley shrank away from him. The man who had been
  about to give the order for his companions to haul on the rope, now lowered
  his hand limply, and gave a strangled gasp.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla was breathing heavily. It's massive body was wet with
  sweat. He had evidently come a long way in a short time.


  But his eyes were fixed on the three bound men who stood beneath the tree,
  and they stared back at him in silent terror.


  The gorilla advanced slowly. The rest of the crowd meant nothing to it. It
  was those three men it wanted, the three who had murdered its master and
  wounded the beast itself.


  He made and awkward leap towards the three killers, and the men who were
  holding the ropes dropped them and ran for their lives.


  O'Neil growled in his throat, and grabbed for the ropes. The bound men
  could not escape him. Their legs could move, but not their arms. Before they
  could attempt to run away the Six-Gun Gorilla had grasped all three ropes in
  his hand, and dragged the killers towards him.


  Half-strangled, the three prisoners had to follow him. The nooses
  tightened every time they drew back.


  "Help! Help!" panted Tutt Strawhan. "Save us. Shoot the brute!"


  Growling and snarling, O'Neil started to drag the killers towards the
  outskirts of the settlement.


  The startled Red Deer citizens crowded together, muttering and jabbering.
  The truth was that they had never faced a situation of this kind before. They
  did not know what to do.


  Then one of them lugged out a heavy shotgun.


  "They were right about a gorilla!" he roared.


  He aimed at the departing gorilla, and fired. The shot went wide, but
  O'Neil heard the whistle of the pellets, and bared his teeth as he turned. He
  knew all about those whistling missiles. He knew how to shoot them
  himself.


  One hairy hand went to his holster, and he drew Bart Masters' gun, aimed
  it, and pulled the trigger three times in quick succession.


  The startled men of Red Deer Valley scattered for cover. They were being
  fired at by a gorilla!


  O'Neil fired another shot, then put his gun back in the holster. He had no
  quarrel with those other men, but he wanted them to keep their distance
  whilst he dealt with his prisoners.


  The three killers were choking and gurgling. The ropes had cut into their
  necks. How they were not strangled was a miracle, because O'Neil was now
  travelling quickly and they were simply being dragged along.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla wanted to get his prisoners to a quiet spot where he
  could deal with them as he wished.


  He got them away from the houses. His hairy foot stumbled over something
  which for the moment tripped him.


  Although O'Neil did not know it, the thing over which he had tripped was a
  rail. He had come to the railway. To him it seemed a likely trail. Darkness
  had now fallen over the prairie.


  Stumbling and tripping, Tutt Strawhan and his companions had to follow.
  None of the Red Deer Valley citizens set out after them. The idea of an armed
  gorilla, which not only knew what a gun was, but knew how to aim and fire it,
  had paralyzed the citizens of that settlement.


  O'Neil began to snarl fiercely. He was thinking of the beloved master whom
  these men had killed. His fingers clenched and unclenched in fury.


  Suddenly in the distance there was a wailing shriek, and Pete Stark
  managed to croak—


  "There's a train coming! Get off the track!"


  The prisoners made a dive to one side, but O'Neil hung on to the ropes. He
  was so strong that he could hold them in spite of their struggles. Every time
  they pulled, it tightened the nooses, so that the killers could scarcely
  breathe.


  "Stop! Get off the track—train coming!" sobbed Strawhan.


  O'Neil took no notice of his prisoners' pleas. He wondered why these men
  were tugging so much on the ropes when they knew they could not escape.


  His back was to the oncoming headlights of the train. He was so angry that
  he did not even hear the noise of its approach.


  The shrill whistle of the locomotive sounded again. The keen-eyed driver
  had seen something on the track.


  O'Neil heard it at last. Not relaxing his hold on the ropes for one
  second, he turned his head. He blinked at the glaring searchlight above the
  cowcatcher of the locomotive. The light blinded him. He sensed that there was
  a huge bulk behind it, heard the clank of pistons and of wheels, and was
  frightened.


  Here was something even bigger and stronger than himself. He had never
  seen such a monster approaching him before.


  His lips drew back from his gums, his nostrils and his eyes dilated. His
  hair seemed to stiffen on his back.


  This monster was going to try and take his prisoners from him, he decided.
  It was going to try and take from him the men whom he had trailed for so long
  and finally captured.


  Fear turned to blind rage. The train was groaning to a standstill. The
  driver had applied all the brakes.


  The three prisoners on the end of the ropes suddenly found themselves
  released. O'Neil had taken a running jump for the cowcatcher. The locomotive
  had almost stopped.


  The gorilla scrambled over the cowcatcher, along the footplate of the
  engine, to the side of the cabin where the driver and fireman were staring in
  awe.


  The latter suddenly struck out at the gorilla with the long-handled
  shovel, and O'Neil caught it in his hand and snapped it. Then the gorilla
  dived for the driver and the fireman.


  They jumped for their lives. They fell over the other side of the track
  and rolled down the banking. O'Neil gripped a steel rod and jumped up and
  down the footplate with rage, shrieking and roaring, trying to tell the world
  that no one should take his prisoners away from him.


  A hissing, spluttering noise behind him made him turn. There was a good
  steam pressure in that boiler, and one of the valves was bubbling. It enraged
  O'Neil. He struck at it.


  He missed, but as luck would have it the gorilla struck the throttle
  control. He knocked it partially open.


  Steam gushed into the cylinders. The locomotive gave a lurch and started
  to move forward.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla did not know what this movement meant. It made him
  afraid. Whenever he was scared of something which he did not understand, he
  jerked out his revolver and brandished it.


  This was what he did now. The locomotive gradually picked up speed, the
  coaches and trucks behind rumbling along at a good twelve miles an hour.


  The three men with the noosed ropes round their necks now jumped for their
  lives. They lay on the ground to one side of the track as the train passed
  by. Their last glimpse was of a huge, hairy figure brandishing a revolver
  from the cab of the locomotive.


  Tutt Strawhan was the first to recover from the shock.


  "That gorilla ain't natural," he gasped. "Its—it's driving the train
  just as though it was used to it. The driver's gone. The Gorilla's in
  charge!"


  The three killers began to tug at the ropes which held their hands behind
  their backs. Once they could rid themselves of these their plight would be a
  much easier one.

  


  
XVI. — STRAWHAN'S PEPPER PLOT


  The locomotive gradually increased its speed. The shaking
  and the rocking made the gorilla aware that something unusual was happening.
  It fired blindly with its revolver and knocked off the glass cover of a
  pressure gauge.


  Steam gushed forth, and the gorilla leapt on to the piled coal in the
  tender for safety. It was afraid of the hissing and bubbling in other parts
  of the engine.


  On rocked the train. There was no hand at the throttle. Now that it had
  been opened halfway the train would run until that head of steam gave out.
  Maybe the passengers in the coaches at the rear wondered why they had stopped
  and started again in that fashion, but they could never have guessed that
  their lives were in the hands of a huge gorilla, or that the train had saved
  three ruffians from a well-deserved fate.


  O'Neil stared over the side of the engine at the rushing embankments and
  the swiftly passing trees. He did not like the look of them. They looked
  unnatural. He beat his chest with his clenched fists, and bellowed
  wrathfully.


  That did no good. The train sped along as fast as ever. Not until the
  pressure of steam gave out would it stop. O'Neil knew nothing of this.
  Gripped by a sudden fear, he leapt wildly out into the darkness.


  Thud!


  There had been a tree about ten yards away. The gorilla had collided with
  it. With a fifteen mile an hour force behind its leap, and a weight of six
  hundred pounds to back it up, the impact with the tree was terrific. There
  was a snapping sound, and it broke off near the roots. O'Neil, half-stunned,
  rolled over and over down the banking.


  There he lay, breathing hard, his head feeling as if it had split. He had
  no idea where he was or why he was there.


  A quarter of an hour must have gone past before he arose and shook
  himself. He had the track to himself. The train had gone, the lights of Red
  Deer Valley were beyond a rise in the prairie, and could not be seen. There
  was not a sound to break the silence of the night. About that same time the
  runaway train was hissing to a standstill about five miles distant.


  O'Neil lurched to his feet. He shook his head, pounded on his chest, and
  snarled.
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    The three killers were making their escape from O'Neil
    on the locomotive.

  
 


  He remembered his three enemies, the three he had tracked such a distance,
  and he remembered a strange monster coming between him and these men and
  rescuing them.


  Once again rage seized him. He sniffed the track, but found no scent, not
  even his own. A human being might have been lost, but not the Six-Gun
  Gorilla. Instinct told him which way to take. He turned back the way the
  train had brought him and fled along the darkened track, sometimes upright,
  sometimes on all fours.


  He did not take more than an hour to reach the outskirts of Red Deer
  Valley, and there he searched around like some nightmarish bloodhound for the
  scent of the men he sought.


  He found cast-off ropes. Tutt Strawhan and his companions had rid
  themselves of their bonds. O'Neil snarled at them, and gripped his gun, but
  there was nothing at which to aim. He fired no shots.


  It was not difficult for him to pick up their trail. He scented them
  almost at once, and set out after them. Back towards the edge of the
  settlement he went, until he came to a stable.


  The stable door was open. There were no horses inside. A local cattle
  dealer had possessed three good horses only an hour before. Now they were
  gone. The Strawhan Gang had taken them. Those three frightened men had wanted
  to get away from the district more than anything in the world. They had not
  bothered about buying the horses which they required in order to make their
  escape.


  O'Neil squatted down and growled to himself. He noticed the tracks of the
  horses, sniffed them, peered at them with his little, intent eyes, and licked
  his hips.


  It was not the first time he had trailed the killers when they were on
  horseback. They could not shake him by escaping on horses.


  Nearby the same owner of the stable had stored some mangels for his cattle
  in the winter. O'Neil sat down beside these and seized one of the huge,
  turnip-shaped vegetables.


  His yellow fangs bit deeply into it. He was ravenous. In Colorado there
  was not much food suitable for an African gorilla, but anything in the way of
  fruit of vegetables suited O'Neil. He ate that mangel to the last fragment,
  then grabbed another.


  In all he ate a dozen of the pile, and felt better after his meal. A drink
  of water at a nearby pool refreshed him, and once more he took up the trail
  of the fleeing horsemen.


  The gun flapped against his thigh. Sometimes he steadied it with a hairy
  hand.


  More often than not he travelled on all fours, but sometimes he rose on
  his hind legs and peered ahead, sniffing the air, and growling to
  himself.


  The night grew darker. A wind chilled the air. The stars were blotted out.
  Coyotes howled in the distance. The Six-Gun Gorilla kept the same pace,
  however, never once faltering.


  A horse could have gone faster than the gorilla, but it could not have
  gone further. Tutt Strawhan was heading for his old district, the district
  where he and his gang had made themselves feared by everyone by their
  terrible crimes. There the three killers hoped to re-gather their fortunes
  and collect some more kindred spirits to go in search of Masters' gold, which
  they had been forced to leave behind them when fleeing from the vengeance of
  the Six-Gun Gorilla.


  The Strawhan Gang did not talk as they rode along. They were too tired and
  too scared for that. Yet they could not have been more silent than their
  pursuer.


  Except for his breathing, O'Neil made absolutely no sound. He plodded on
  like a machine.


  At last he saw a light ahead and gave a deep growl. He drew his gun, and
  flourished it. Lights meant men, perhaps the three men he sought. Men
  understood these things called guns. The gun gave them power over him.


  So, like some gunman bent on murder, he crept towards the cluster of huts
  which nestled at the foot of a pass. It was not a settlement, but merely a
  place where someone had built a store at the cross trails.


  Cattlemen, prospectors going north, and prospectors coming south, all
  stopped there as their first contact with civilization after being in the
  wilds. There were two lean-to huts besides the store, and outside the store
  was the usual rail to which horses were tied.


  At the moment there were five horses tied there, and the Six-Gun Gorilla
  shambled up to them.


  He wanted to sniff them and find out whether any of them were the ones
  which the men he had been following had stolen.


  The first horse he approached reared and broke its rope. The next moment
  it fled into the darkness. The second one squealed and did likewise. The
  third buck-jumped and pawed at the air, before it fell over on its back and
  lay kicking its legs in the air.


  O'Neil made for the fourth horse. This was a chestnut with a wicked look
  in its eyes.


  It waited until the gorilla was within reach, then up flashed its hind
  legs.


  Both hooves caught O'Neil on the throat, and bowled him backwards.


  Never in his life had he been hit so hard. He turned two complete
  somersaults before falling amongst some bushes and remaining still.


  The maddened horse then tried to break loose, but its halter was too
  strong. It was still plunging when the noise brought some men running out
  from the saloon.


  Tutt Strawhan, his two killer henchmen, and two other friends of his were
  there. At the discovery that their horses had gone, they raised a shout.


  Strawhan shouted to them to take care.


  "Be careful the gorilla isn't around!" he roared. "Something must've
  scared the horses. I reckon the gorilla's lurking about."


  The two men had not been with the gang leader during the recent ordeal
  were inclined to scoff at his fears. They did not know the terror aroused by
  that slow and deliberate tracker. They muttered something about being
  determined to get their horses, and rode away into the darkness on the
  animals that remained tethered.


  Tutt Strawhan and the two members of his gang crowded in the doorway of
  the store. They had collected guns as soon as they had arrived amongst
  friends. Now they leveled them into the darkness.


  "If he's out there he'll give himself away sooner or later," muttered Tutt
  Strawhan. "I've got an idea. If he's skulkin' around we'll get him. Someone
  fetch me a lot of pepper, five or six pounds of it. I saw a keg near the end
  of the counter in the store."


  A minute later Pete Stark came staggering back with the entire keg. Whilst
  Strawhan and El Valdo walked behind him with drawn revolvers, Stark poured a
  thick ring of pepper right round the store.


  He made a complete circle, after which he dumped the remainder of the keg
  on the steps at the door of the store, and retired inside with the
  others.


  The three killers had an idea that O'Neil would come snuffling around the
  store very soon. When he put his nose into the pepper he would soon give
  himself away.


  Then would be the time to pour a volley into him.

  


  
XVII. — THE BATTLE IN THE STORE


  There was no town, not even a village, but merely a store
  and two lean-to huts at the crosstrails.


  It was night, and somewhere away in the distance sounded the rattle of
  hoofs. Horses were stampeding, and two mounted men were after them.


  Within the doorway of the store stood three grim men with leveled guns.
  They had put out the lights behind them. They seemed to be listening intently
  for something they were expecting.


  Occasionally they whispered amongst themselves, but very low. They seemed
  afraid to raise their voices.


  Yet those three were three of the toughest gunmen in that part of the
  West. There were men who had committed many crimes in their time, and who
  were feared far and wide.


  Now, however, they trembled at every sound, and pointed their guns towards
  the slightest noise. Their nerves were almost at breaking point.


  It was not another gunman they feared, at least, not a human one. They
  were expecting to see a huge, slouching figure loom out of the
  darkness—a gorilla!


  For some weeks now Tutt Strawhan and his companions had been trailed by
  the Six-Gun Gorilla, a hairy monster which had come into their lives at the
  Dragonfly Mine, a small gold mine in the Boulder hills of Colorado.


  This mine had belonged to Bart Masters, a lone miner who had worked it for
  seven years, aided by the gorilla, which he had purchased when young from a
  sailor named O'Neil.


  O'Neil was the name Masters had given the gorilla, and the miner had
  taught the great beast to do various useful jobs. He had even taught it how
  to fire a revolver.


  One night Masters had decided to abandon the mine and go back to
  civilization. He had nearly ten thousand pounds' worth of gold.


  Before he could leave, a bunch of gunmen known as the Strawhan Gang had
  come to the lonely mine, and had killed Bart Masters, wounded the chained
  gorilla, and made off with the gold.


  O'Neil had recovered, and had nearly gone mad when he had discovered his
  master was dead. He had buckled on his dead master's six shooter and
  bandolier, and had set out on the trail of the murderers.


  The train had led him several hundred miles already. He had hounded the
  gang so closely that they had been forced to leave the gold behind them. One
  of the four had already been slain, and the rest had tried to shake O'Neil
  off by jumping a train. He had managed to pick up the trail, and had reached
  this lonely spot, where the three ruffians had expected to find two fellow
  crooks.


  Suddenly the horses tethered outside the store had broken loose and
  stampeded. The Strawhan Gang felt sure that O'Neil was the cause of this, and
  that he was skulking somewhere nearby. Whilst the two men they had met at
  this place had gone in search of the runaway horses, Tutt Strawhan, Pete
  Stark and El Valdo, the half-breed, had arranged a trap for the Six-Gun
  Gorilla.


  They had scattered pepper thickly around the store, and were now waiting
  with their guns. If O'Neil pushed his nose into the pepper and betrayed
  himself by sneezing, the gang would at once empty their guns into him.


  That was why they were so silent.


  Time passed. In the distance they could hear their comrades, who were
  chasing the horses, shouting to each other. Evidently they had not yet
  rounded up the runaways.


  "What's happened to him?" muttered Tutt Strawhan. "Why is he so
  quiet?"


  None of the killers knew. They did not know that one of the frightened
  horses, in breaking loose, had let fly with both hoofs at the Six-Gun
  Gorilla.
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    The terrified animal lashed out with his hind legs.

  
 


  The gorilla now lay unconscious amongst the bushes not a dozen yards from
  the store. It was the first knockout O'Neil had received in his life.


  Gradually the great beast recovered his senses. First of all his thick
  tongue moved, then his eyes flickered, and he slowly raised his head. That
  gave him an agonizing pain, for the two hoofs of the horse had landed on his
  throat.


  The pain cleared his head. He snarled about it, managed to sit up,
  balancing himself with his hands, and glared about him.


  He could neither hear nor see anyone, but somewhere close by he could
  smell human beings. What was more, he could smell the particular human beings
  he sought!


  His hair began to bristle. He lurched to his feet, steadying himself with
  one hairy hand against a tree.


  His lips drew away from his ugly teeth, and the other hand dropped back to
  the gunbelt at his side. It was a very human gesture, just as though he meant
  to draw a gun.


  Then his eyes searched the darkness. He saw the low framework building
  which was the store, and guessed that the men he sought were hidden
  there.


  He had no need to go snuffling along the ground in order to follow the
  scent which drifted on the wind. He knew that the men he wanted were in this
  building.


  Slowly, ponderously he commenced to drag himself towards the spot. Once
  again the stark hatred that he felt for the killers of his master was welling
  up in his heart.


  There were no lights in the store, but a bright star overhead was
  reflected in one of the windows. O'Neil saw this and paused.


  What was that light? He suspected a trap. He was always suspicious when he
  was dealing with men.


  Slowly, deliberately he reached for the six-gun and drew it from the
  holster. The gun was fully loaded. Bart Masters had taught his pet how to do
  this.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla leveled the gun, aimed at the light reflected from the
  window, and fired.


  Crack!


  There was a shattering of glass, and from the doorway came a babble of
  excited voices.


  Strawhan and his gang had not expected this. They had been waiting for
  sneezing or spluttering when the gorilla reached their barricade of pepper.
  The shot had startled them by its unexpectedness. Pete Stark, in his
  nervousness, loosed off his gun.


  O'Neil crouched and snarled. He knew the danger of those flying missiles,
  and he was not fool enough to rush against them. Stealthily, slowly he made
  for the side of the store wall.


  In that position, crawling almost on his stomach, it was impossible for
  him to avoid getting a sniff of the pepper which was so thickly spread on the
  ground.


  He gasped, snorted, and gave vent to a tremendous sneeze. It was more like
  an explosion than a sneeze. His eyes watered, and he caught his breath. He
  sneezed again.


  "There he is!" croaked Pete Stark, and fired into the darkness.


  Luckily for O'Neil he was too low to the ground to get the benefit of the
  full blast of the gunfire, but one or two of the pellets from a sawn-off
  shotgun caught him and tore through his hair. They wounded him, but they were
  only slight flesh wounds. The pain angered him, however, and with the Six-Gun
  Gorilla anger meant only one thing—attack.


  With a terrible roar of fury he made a bound which a kangaroo might have
  envied, and cleared the space to the front porch of the store.


  He seemed to the three killers to have come from nowhere. Strawhan and his
  partners had no time to fire off their guns at their enemy. They fell back
  into the store for cover, and O'Neil plunged after them.


  It was very fortunate for them that his immense shoulders were too great
  for the width of the door. He stuck in the doorway, and that delay gave them
  a chance to scramble for the rear of the store, where they crouched behind
  the counter.


  Crack-crack-crack!


  Three revolvers were out, pouring shots towards the door. Fear mush have
  made their aim faulty, for not a single bullet hit the Six-Gun Gorilla.


  O'Neil was in a raging temper by this time. Gripping the doorposts, one in
  either hand, he tugged, and they came away easily. Not only did they come
  away, but they brought half of the wooden walls of the store with them. When
  O'Neil advanced into the store, he carried before him a shield of timber.


  Bullets thudded into this woodwork, but did not enter the hairy body
  behind. Like a tank going into action, the Six-Gun Gorilla marched down the
  centre of the store.


  The three men behind the counter suddenly turned and bolted through a rear
  door into the darkness and fled.


  The gorilla again dived after them. He collided with the counter, from
  which a collection of tins, pots and packages dropped on the floor.


  There were some pots of honey, which broke on the floor. In passing,
  O'Neil must have put one of his forepaws into some of the spilled honey, and
  cut it slightly on the glass.


  Raising his wound to his lips in order to lick it, he became conscious of
  the sweet flavor of the honey. Sugar, jam, honey, or anything of that kind
  were to O'Neil the most attractive things in life. He paused, groped around
  amongst the wreckage, and found more of the broken pots.


  There and then he crouched down amongst the wreckage of the contents of
  the counter to lick up everything sweet. There was nothing that he
  overlooked. He even crushed tins flat in his paws and sucked the contents.
  For the time being he was not a gorilla with a purpose in life, but merely a
  hungry animal which had come upon a store of good things.


  The three fleeing men had time to reach the safety of some cliffs to the
  rear of the crosstrails, and there they climbed to a ledge where they felt
  sure they could hold their own against the gorilla.


  Guns in hand, they waited through the dark hours that followed. They
  almost hoped that O'Neil would come and try to clamber up the ledge. It would
  be easy to put a bullet in his head as he did this.


  But O'Neil was much too busy. For once he had discovered something even
  more pressing than his longing for vengeance. He gorged himself on the
  contents of the store.


  Hours passed. The weary men who had been chasing the horses returned. They
  had caught the runaways, and felt pleased with themselves.


  Hitching these to the rail outside the store, they passed through the
  door.


  "What's the idea of putting the lights out and leaving the door open,
  Strawhan?" growled one.


  "Huh!" came a grunt from the darkness, and two hairy paws reached out and
  caught the tough Westerner about the middle.


  Right up into the air the wretched man was lifted, and duly sniffed and
  examined by the gorilla. Speechless with fear, he did not even dare cry
  out.


  "What's the matter, Hank?" cried his pal.


  A strange, gurgling sound was the only reply he received. Suddenly panic
  stricken, he turned and fled. His limp friend was hurled after him as though
  he had been a doll.


  O'Neil had discovered that this was not one of the men he sought.

  


  
XVIII. — O'NEIL CLAIMS ANOTHER VICTIM


  Dawn came, and the store was not was silent as a tomb. There
  was no movement inside. The Six-Gun Gorilla lay sleeping amongst a hundred
  burst tins and broken jars. He had eaten his fill.


  He still gripped the revolver in one hand, and the bandolier had slipped
  up around his neck. The gorilla was snoring.


  On the ledge on the nearby cliff three sunken-eyed men clung on for their
  lives and stared towards the crosstrails. They were still and cold. They
  wanted to come down, but they did not dare do so. They still did not know
  what had happened to the gorilla after they had fled from the store.


  "Maybe we kill heem with our shooting!" muttered El Valdo. "Maybe he
  die."


  Tutt Strawhan and Pete Stark wished they could believe that this had
  happened. It was true that they had hit O'Neil once or twice, but they
  doubted whether his wounds were fatal, because his hide was so thick.


  Yet no movement came from the store. Birds settled on the roof and flew
  away again peacefully. The horses tethered to the rail outside kicked their
  heels impatiently, and wondered when they were going to be fed.


  Everything looked peaceful enough. The sun came up and shone warmly on
  everything. Tutt Strawhan and his comrades became hungry and thirsty.


  "Guess we'd better go down. He's gone somewhere else. Maybe he chased Hank
  and Ike when they brought back the horses," murmured Strawhan. "Go over and
  see if everything's all right at the store, Stark."


  Pete Stark paled and shook his head defiantly.


  "Go yourself, if you're so eager!" he snarled.


  Tutt Strawhan dropped a hand to his gun, then, realizing that there was no
  use quarrelling amongst themselves, he made for the edge of the ledge.


  "I will!" he said.


  Down he went, and the other two killers pushed forward to watch him creep
  up to one of the store windows. They saw him peep inside, standing on tip-toe
  to do so, and then he turned and shouted—


  "It's O.K. Nothing in there!"


  That was where he was mistaken. Behind the overturned counter the huge
  bulk of the gorilla lay extended. The immense beast had eaten so much that it
  was almost senseless. It was sleeping as soundly as a squirrel in the
  wintertime.


  From the window Tutt Strawhan had been unable to see anything of his hairy
  trailer. He was quite convinced that the store was empty. He even waited in
  the doorway until the others joined him.


  "The brute's made a rare mix up in here. Old Garvin will have a fit when
  he gets back an' sees this," he muttered. "Reckon we could do with some back
  ourselves. Think we could rake some out from the wreckage? Gorillas don't eat
  meat. Maybe he ain't touched the bacon."


  They rummaged around amongst the fallen stock on the floor, and had nearly
  reached the overturned counter when Strawhan found a side of bacon.


  He dragged it out, examined it, and decided it was in good enough
  condition to cook. There was a stove in the far end of the store, and the
  killers proceeded to light this and get the bacon sliced.


  Before long the savory smell of frying bacon filled the store. The
  Strawhan Gang squatted around. They had found some bread and had a plate
  each. They were waiting for the bacon to be done to a turn.


  So intent were they on this that they did not see the movement at the
  other end of the store. O'Neil had awakened!


  It was the scent of the bacon in his nostrils that had roused the Six-Gun
  Gorilla. He remembered that smell from the days when his master had cooked
  breakfast in the shack up at the Dragonfly Mine.


  He lifted his head and sniffed. It brought back memories. He tried to
  whine, but his throat was dry. He felt sick. The effects of the overeating
  were still upon him.


  Slowly and clumsily he raised himself and peered over the top of the
  counter. A murmur of voices made him glance to the other end of the store.
  His nostrils dilated, his eyes widened, and his hair stood on end.


  There were the very men for whom he had been hunting these past few week.
  They were calmly sitting there almost within his reach!


  O'Neil's lips curled back in a soundless snarl.


  None of the gang looked round. The bacon was ready. Tutt Strawhan had
  reached for the pan.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla rose silently to his feet. He touched the top of the
  counter with two forepaws, and vaulted over as lightly as a shadow. He
  weighed six hundred pounds, but when he pleased he could move as quietly as a
  gazelle.
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    Tutt Strawhan and his comrades were going to get an
    unpleasant surprise.

  
 


  With measured tread he crossed the room.


  Tutt Strawhan was bending down to swop the best part of the bacon on to
  his own plate. He always believed in taking the best share before giving the
  rest to his partners.


  Suddenly a hand came over his shoulder and gripped the handle of the
  pan.


  "Don't be a fool!" he snarled. "Let go, Stark. You'll get your share in a
  minute. If there's not enough you can cook some more. There's plenty more
  bacon. Leg go, I say! I—"


  The words died on his lips. Looking down as he wrenched at the frying pan,
  he saw that the arm around him was massive and hairy. The hand was covered
  with long, reddish-brown hairs, too.


  He turned his head, and found himself looking into the snarling face of
  the Six-Gun Gorilla. As for the other two men, they were so paralyzed with
  terror that they just sat there staring.


  Tutt Strawhan gave one screech, and suddenly let go the frying pan.


  O'Neil had been pulling upwards. As a result the pan came up with a rush,
  and the contents, bacon and hot grease, were flung in the gorilla's face.


  O'Neil gave a roar of rage. The greasy bacon stuck to his face, his nose,
  and the top of his head. He clawed at his desperately, and as he did so Tutt
  Strawhan took a headlong dive through the open door.


  Pete Stark and El Valdo were after him a second later, but the half-breed
  was not quite quick enough.


  Half-blinded as he was, the Six-Gun Gorilla managed to snatch out his
  revolver and fire at the last of the fleeing figures.


  El Valdo was the last man, and the shot caught him in the back of his
  right shoulder. Down on his knees he went, and rolled down the steps into the
  open.


  His two friends did not stop for him.


  The gorilla lumbered after its victim. As the doorway had been widened so
  effectively the night before, O'Neil passed through now without any
  trouble.


  He bent over the wounded man, who shrieked with fear when he saw the
  immense brute bending over him.


  O'Neil sniffed as his prisoner. He could smell blood, and that excited
  him, but chiefly he could smell that this was one of the men who had killed
  his master.


  He growled, picked up El Valdo with one hand, and held him in the air.
  With his other hand he hammered on his massive chest.


  It was O'Neil's way of showing his triumph. He wanted the whole world to
  hear that he had captured yet another of his master's murderers.


  In the distance Tutt Strawhan and Pete Stark stopped and looked back. They
  were fascinated by what they saw. They saw O'Neil brandishing his victim as
  though he was a doll. They saw El Valdo make desperate efforts to draw his
  revolver.


  The gorilla saw what the half-breed was trying to do, and gave him a slap
  with an open hand. It looked like a playful slip, but actually it broke the
  man's arm. El Valdo started to whimper.


  Gravely, as though he was a jailer or an executioner, O'Neil marched
  towards the nearest tree with his prisoner. He hesitated for a few moments at
  the foot of the tree, then reached up and pushed his prisoner across the
  lowest branch.


  El Valdo gripped the branch and hung on with his one good hand. The
  Six-Gun Gorilla stepped back, and drew his revolver from its holster.


  "He—He's going to pump lead into El Valdo!" marveled Pete Stark.


  Very gravely O'Neil took aim. He rested one end of the revolver on his
  crooked forearm. This was the way his master had taught him to shoot when
  they had done target practice together. The gorilla took careful aim at the
  wriggling form on the branch.


  Crack!


  O'Neil had fired, and a shot thudded into the ruffian's body.


  Crack!


  A second shot crashed through the man's head, and he dropped limply to the
  ground.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla roared in triumph, and started bouncing up and down as
  though he had gone mad.


  With the knuckles of his hands touching the ground at every bound, he went
  up and down, up and down, until it made one dizzy to watch him.


  Then he remembered his revolver. It lay smoking on the ground. His dead
  master had taught him to clean it after shooting, but O'Neil had always found
  this a difficult thing to do. He never could thread a cloth trough the
  barrel, and, in any case, he did not have a cloth.


  Instead he opened the breech, put the end of the barrel to his mount, and
  blew so mightily that gunpowder, soot, and everything else in the barrel came
  flying out the other end.


  He continued to do this until no more dust came out. It was a crude but
  effective way of cleaning the gun. Then he squatted down to reload.


  This took him half an hour, and all the time the body of his second victim
  lay close at his feet.


  Justice had been done according to the Six-Gun Gorilla, but there were
  still two more of the Strawhan Gang to be accounted for.

  


  
XIX. — MURDER ON THE MOUNTAINSIDE


  Strawhan and Pete Stark had seen their friend slain, and had
  become panic stricken. Instead of sticking to their previous intention of
  waiting and filling the gorilla with lead, they bed up the trail towards the
  mountains, looking round every now and again to make sure that O'Neil was not
  following them.


  They knew full well that O'Neil followed them chiefly by his sense of
  smell. They decided to make his task a difficult one.


  They came to a mountain stream which flowed swiftly down the mountainside.
  They took to this, scrambling up the riverbed, wet to the knees, sometimes
  almost washed backwards.


  It was hard and cold work walking against the force of the current, but
  they knew that they were laying no scent which the gorilla could follow. If
  they could get to the top of the mountain in this way, they might put him off
  their scent altogether.


  "What is it he smells about us?" asked Pete Stark. "We're not
  polecats."


  "No, I guess it's our clothes," growled Strawhan. "Maybe it's our brand of
  tobacco, or the dirt we've dropped on our clothes at one time or another. It
  would be a good idea to get rid of these clothes an' boots."


  They toyed with the idea as the struggled upwards, and at last they came
  to a narrow pass through which the stream flowed. They were still in this
  pass when they heard voices above them.


  The banks of the stream were high and overhanging here, and on one bank
  ran a trail. Along this trail two prospectors were travelling, tramping
  stolidly beside their string of pack mules. There were five mules in all,
  mostly laden with equipment.


  The prospectors had not the slightest idea that they were not the only men
  in this pass. The mules were nearest the stream, and their masters cast no
  glance towards it.


  Strawhan whispered to his companion, and Pete Stark nodded as he drew his
  revolver. They crawled up the bank of the stream until they were almost on
  the trail. There they lay behind some bushes and waited.


  The two prospectors came along, suspecting nothing. They passed the spot
  where the two killers lay, and as soon as they passed two revolvers rang
  out.


  The two prospectors dropped in their tracks. They had been killed
  instantly.


  The mules would have bolted if their reins had not become caught round the
  bodies of their dead masters. The beasts stood trembling as the two
  scoundrels came hastening to the side of their victims.


  Both the prospectors were sturdy fellows, and their clothes were of the
  usual prospector type. The killers cold-bloodedly turned the dead men over on
  the side of the trail and removed their clothes and boots.


  These they exchanged for their own, dressing the corpses in their own
  clothing, even lacing up the boots which they had discarded.


  Once they had changed their clothes their spirits rose. They buckled on
  their revolver belts, and shook their fists down the mountainside.


  "Now let's see the durned gorilla follow us after this!" chortled Pete
  Stark. "That's the last we'll see of him."


  The two killers then searched the prospector's packs and found plenty of
  food. Feeling safe from immediate pursuit, they lit a fire and cooked
  breakfast to make up for the meal which had been interrupted.


  Satisfied both with their meal and their morning's work, they presently
  mounted two of the mules and rode on towards the higher ranges. They were now
  heading for the districts where they were well known—and feared.


  The morning drew on. The sun was high in the sky when at last a hairy
  figure came shambling up the mountain trail. It was O'Neil.


  He had lost the scent on the mountainside, and had been searching for it
  all morning. He had never found it, but the trail leading upwards had tempted
  him to follow.


  O'Neil was grumbling and grunting to himself as he climbed up the trail.
  His teeth were bared, and his fierce little eyes stared towards the mountain
  peaks.


  Suddenly he stopped and wrinkled his nostrils. A faint scent had come down
  the wind, a scent which he recognized and which excited him.


  It was the scent of the men he sought, mixed with something else.


  He increased speed, scrambling forward with the gun dangling and bumping
  against his hairy thigh.


  He saw two objects on the trail. Two still figures lay near the water's
  edge. He paused and crouched, wondering if this was a trick. He knew that men
  were filled with cunning and trickery.


  He waited, but there came no sign of movement from these still figures.
  When the wind blew in his direction he scented the hated smell of the men he
  sought, but it was mixed with something else—blood.


  Gradually O'Neil crept nearer, until finally he saw that the two men had
  their eyes closed. One of them lay on his back, one on his side. There was
  something unnatural about the way they were lying. This made the Six-Gun
  Gorilla suspicious.


  But the hated smell drove him on, and with a final rush he pounced on them
  and clutched them both at the same time in his great arms.


  High into the air he lifted the lifeless bodies, snarling and growling in
  his threat.


  No movement came from his victims. They did not struggle. They did not
  shout.


  O'Neil felt that this was uncanny. He dropped the men on to the ground and
  waited for them to try and run away, much as a cat might do to a mouse.


  Nothing happened. They lay as they had fallen, and the puzzled gorilla
  bent and sniffed them all over.


  Then, for the first time, O'Neil realized that they were dead. Standing at
  his full height, he stared about him in amazement.


  How had they died? He had not killed them, and he could see no one else
  about.


  Somehow or other he was uncertain that they were the men he sought, yet
  they had about them the usual smell which he had remembered every since that
  fateful night at the Dragonfly Mine. It was not too strong, but it was
  unmistakable.


  He turned the dead men this way and that, examining them in every possible
  way. He found their bleeding wounds, and recoiled angrily. This did not seem
  right.


  The rage began to grow. He had followed these men all this distance with
  the idea of killing them to revenge his dead master. Now he found that
  someone had done this before him, and his temper rose against the men who had
  dared to do this thing.


  These men who now lay dead had been his enemies! Why should someone else
  kill them? He felt that he had been cheated.


  He nosed around the surrounding ground, and found another scent. There
  were tracks of mules going up the mountainside. Mingled with the smell of the
  mules was another scent, and unknown one, but one which had a faint
  suggestion of something that he knew very well.


  Running around on all fours, he became more and more disturbed. There was
  something very wrong here. Those tracks going up to the top of the ranges
  must be the tracks of the men who had killed his two bitterest enemies, and
  who had caused him to have his chase for nothing.


  He now hated these men who had cheated him of his revenge. He decided to
  go after them.


  Having made this resolve, he bent over the stream, drank deeply, then
  turned his head towards the top of the ranges.


  Behind him lay two still bodies, the bodies of two men who he believed to
  be his enemies. Something had happened to them which he could not explain,
  but he connected this something with the men who travelled with the
  mules.


  There was a dull, smoldering ache at the back of his brain. All his
  longing for vengeance turned towards them. He still had his six-gun, and he
  still had ammunition. He would go after them.


  So it came about that O'Neil still followed Tutt Strawhan and Pete Stark
  without knowing it, and those two scoundrels were firmly convinced that they
  were in no further danger.


  Quite unaware of the fact that O'Neil was still on their trail, they took
  their tie as they crossed the ranges. In their new clothes they felt as
  though they had taken a new identity. They even began to talk about the gold
  which they had been forced to abandon at a certain coaching post far to the
  south, and wondered what had become of it.


  It maddened them to think that they had lost such a fortune, especially as
  it would now only have to be shared amongst the two of them. They discussed
  plans as to how they might go back in search of it.


  The mules followed them steadily. There was a full camping kit as well as
  supplies of provisions on those beasts. Tutt Strawhan and his companion
  decided to pretend to be prospectors until they reached the territory where
  they were known and feared.


  So, just before nightfall, when they sighted lights ahead, they resolved
  to make their first attempt at deception.


  "You're Jack Rolls and I'm Peter Lewis," said Strawhan. "We're bound for
  Monopoly Valley looking for gold. If there's a saloon here ahead we might
  manage to get news of some of our pals."


  Knowing that it was the end of the day's trek, the mules increased their
  pace when they saw the cluster of shacks and buildings ahead. The outfit
  pulled up outside a combined saloon and store, a place which was evidently
  the meeting place of the men of the settlement, for a number of horses were
  already tethered outside the building.


  The two killers confidently swaggered forward. Half a dozen men were
  waiting in the doorway, watching them curiously. Tutt Strawhan saw that there
  was no one there whom he recognized, tilted his hat and grunted:


  "How-do! Any chance of gettin' a hot meal in this joint? I'm Pete Lewis,
  an' this is Jack Rolls. That's our outfit over there. We've come a durn long
  way, and feel just about tuckered up."


  The men on the porch said nothing. Their silence was unusual. The two
  newcomers felt awkward.


  "Reckon we can find a trough around here for our mules?" murmured Pete
  Stark.


  "No!" The snarl came from a big man, who had suddenly whipped two guns
  from under the tails of his coat and was covering the two supposed
  prospectors closely.


  "Before you do anything else, you've got to explain what you've done to
  Tim Slade and Monty Barr. Those are their mules, and those are their clothes
  you're wearing. Guess there's something mighty queer here!"


  Half a dozen of the miners drew guns. The two men who had committed murder
  in order to put the Six-Gun Gorilla off their trail now found themselves
  nearer death than ever.

  


  
XX. — PRISONERS OF THE MINERS


  Hanging oil lamps cast a fitful light over the porch of the
  crude store which also served as a saloon in a far western settlement.


  It was not much of a settlement, but merely a group of shacks and cabins
  on the edge of the mining country.


  Half a dozen men were standing in the doorway of the store when newcomers
  arrived with several laden mules. One of these men in the doorway whipped out
  a revolver and covered the newcomers.


  "Answer me!" he thundered. "Where did you get them mules? Where's Tim
  Slade an' Monty Barr? Why are you wearin' their clothes?"


  There was a snarl from the rest of the group as they closed round and
  twitched the guns from the belts of the new arrivals. As for these two men
  who had just reached the threshold of the store, their mouths sagged weakly
  open. They looked around like trapped beasts.


  Trapped they were, and the trap was very much of their own making. Neither
  the clothes they wore, nor the mules and the equipment, were their rightful
  property. They had murdered two innocent prospectors in order to get
  possession of these, and had hoped to disguise themselves in order to shake a
  terrible pursuer off their trail.


  But now Tutt Strawhan and Pete Stark found themselves in a bigger mess
  than ever. They had been unfortunate enough to come to the very settlement
  where the two prospectors whom they had murdered were well known. Both the
  clothing and equipment were recognized.


  Sweat shone on their faces as they rushed into the store and backed
  against the counter.


  "I—I can explain! It was a mistake!" sputtered Tutt Strawhan, and to
  see him then no one would have believed that he had the reputation of being
  one of the toughest gunmen in the West. It was a different matter when he had
  no gun in his hand!


  "Mistake! Guess it was a mistake!" growled one of the local men. "You
  would never have got that kit or clothes without killing our two friends. You
  dirty skunks! You've killed two of the straightest guys in the world. What
  shall we do with 'em, you men, shoot 'em or string 'em up?"


  "String 'em up!" roared the rest of the miners.


  "Aye, we'll rope 'em up sure enough, but first of all we'll have to wait
  till the sheriff gets back." Said the man who had asked the question. "We
  won't do nothin' without him. We'll be all fair an' legal like. Best thing to
  do with these skunks is to put 'em in the cellar for the night. They'll be
  safe enough there."


  So despite their protests, Strawhan and Stark were seized and their arms
  bound. Under the store was a fairly big cellar with barrels and boxes stacked
  at one end. The two prisoners were pushed roughly into a corner, and told to
  keep quiet. No one thought of giving them food or water. Every man there was
  too disgusted at the idea of the two prospectors being murdered. A search
  party was organized to gown down the trail and look for their bodies.


  Meanwhile the two prisoners in the cellar whispered hoarsely to each
  other. This was a stroke of bad luck which they had never expected. Bad luck
  had come their way frequently lately, and it was entirely of their own
  doing.


  The Tutt Strawhan Gang had been much feared in one part of Colorado, and
  might still have been enjoying a good deal of power if they had not heard
  about old Bart Masters, who ran a small gold mine on his own up in the
  Boulder Hills.


  Masters had worked this mine for seven years, aided by a gorilla which he
  had purchased from a sailor named O'Neil.


  He had called the gorilla O'Neil, and had taught it to do various odd
  jobs, even how to fire a revolvers. One night Masters had decided to abandon
  the mine and go back to civilization, but he had been murdered by the
  Strawhan Gang who had also wounded O'Neil, and made off with the miner's
  gold.


  When O'Neil had recovered, and discovered that his master was dead, he had
  buckled on his master's gunbelt and bandolier and had set out on the trail of
  the murdering gang.


  The trail had led for hundreds of miles. The Six-Gun Gorilla had hounded
  the killers from place to place, had forced them to abandon the gold, and had
  already killed two of them, and had so terrified Strawhan and Stark that
  these two had resolved to disguise themselves in some way to try to shake him
  off the scent.


  That was why they had murdered Tim Slade and Monty Barr, and why they had
  donned the clothes of their victims. They believed that the gorilla would
  find the bodies and mistake them for their own, because of the scent of the
  clothes.


  At the time it had seemed a brilliant plan. They had congratulated
  themselves upon it. Now they thought differently. These furious miners were
  going to hang them just as soon as the sheriff came back. It was not much use
  having escaped the Six-Gun Gorilla in order to be hanged.


  The two prisoners struggled desperately with their bonds, and finally Tutt
  Strawhan managed to get one hand free. He released himself, then freed Pete
  Stark, but after that the killers could go no further. The only exit from the
  cellar was through the trapdoor in the floor of the saloon, and over their
  heads they could hear the men of the settlement tramping about and
  talking.


  "We'll have to wait till everyone's gone for the night. Guess we can lift
  that trap from underneath," muttered Strawhan. "No good getting panicky yet.
  We'll make a getaway before the sheriff comes back."


  A crack of light showed through the boarding overhead, but that was the
  only light the captives had in the darkness of the cellar. Time seemed to be
  endless.


  The men above were expecting their sheriff back that night some time or
  other, and intended to wait up for him and to tell him about the tragedy.
  They were also awaiting the return of the search party which had been sent
  out for the bodies of the two prospectors.


  "Here he comes! Here's the sheriff."


  All heads turned towards the doorway. All the men rose expectantly from
  the tables at which they had been sitting, but the door did not open.
  Instead, there came a low knocking.


  "Come in!" shouted half a dozen men at once.


  The door was not opened. Again the knocking sounded. One of the miners
  lost his patience, and strode the length of the room.


  "Who in heck is it?" he grunted, as he flung the door wide. "It's a free
  country. Walk in."


  It was very dark outside. All he could see was a bulky shape at the top of
  the two steps leading from the trail. Nearby some tethered horses were
  kicking and rearing in evident fear.


  "Come on in mister!" sang out the miner. "We thought it was our sheriff.
  Did you see anything of him on the trail?"


  His voice tailed away hoarsely, for the bulky shape at the top of the
  steps had lumbered forward. The startled miner found himself staring at a
  huge shaggy chest.


  Backing away, vainly trying to cry some alarm to his friends in the saloon
  the man at the door saw a terrible face appear in the lamplight.


  It was like something out of a nightmare, with flat nose, wide mouth,
  gleaming teeth, and reddish, glaring eyes. It was the face of a gorilla.


  The startled miner's eyes nearly popped out of his head as he staggered
  back into the saloon trying to gasp out the alarm.


  The gorilla followed him up, occasionally lowering a hand to the floor to
  steady itself, but usually managing to walk erect. The doorway was wide, but
  one of the doorposts was knocked over at a drunken angle as the visitor
  stepped inside.


  The occupants of the saloon stared at the strange figure unbelievingly.
  They had never seen a gorilla in Colorado before. Few of the men there even
  knew what the beast was. Even those who did recognize the beast were stunned
  with amazement when they saw the gunbelt, with the heavy six-gun, and the
  bandolier of cartridges slung around the animal's shoulder.


  "What in the heck—?" exploded someone.


  Some of the men reached for their guns, but directly they did that the
  gorilla did the same.


  Face twisted in a fiendish snarl, the gun held in a huge paw, the Six-Gun
  Gorilla walked the length of the store, looking to right and left with those
  keen reddish-brown eyes.


  He was sniffing the air as though he scented something or someone he
  recognized. A deep rumble came from his throat. Every hair on his body seemed
  to bristle. He was in a towering rage.


  The two prisoners in the cellar were speechless with horror. They had
  heard everything that had happened in the saloon, and now heard the floor
  boards creaking ominously under the weight of the intruder.


  The gun, and the face behind it, fascinated the terrified settlers. They
  pressed themselves further and further back against the counter in the
  saloon, and stared. Not one of them tried a shot. They were almost paralyzed
  with fear.


  The gorilla reached them, put out a huge paw, and thrust two of them to
  one side. He leaned over the counter and looked behind it.


  The storekeeper had ducked behind cover of the counter at the first
  glimpse of the intruder. O'Neil reached over with a long arm, caught hold of
  the man's belt, and lifted him straight into view.


  He held him in the air for inspection, snuffed him all over doubtfully,
  whilst the man trembled like a leaf, then dropped him lightly on the
  floor.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla's lips curled back in a snarl. He could not understand
  it. He could smell the men he wanted, yet they were not here!


  He stamped about the room, peering in odd corners. He tried to open a
  cupboard, and the door came off in his huge hand.


  The men in the saloon did not dare stir. They now realized that this
  nightmare gunman had no intention of harming them as long as they did not
  interfere with him in any way as he searched the building. What he was
  looking for they could not imagine.

  


  
XXI. — THE CAPTURE OF O'NEIL


  While O'Neil was searching for them up in the saloon, the
  two shivering men in the cellar had a terrifying time. They strained their
  ears for every sound. Twice the gorilla walked over the trapdoor, and they
  wondered if his keen powers of scent would enable him to detect them down
  there.


  Minutes passed. They heard growls and snarls. The Six-Gun Gorilla was
  getting more and more angry as the mystery of the missing men grew.


  He caught hold of the edge of a window, and pulled it off. He was going to
  start tearing down the store in order to look for the hidden pair.


  Woodwork crumpled and snapped under his touch. The men in the saloon
  watched, not knowing what to do. They did not want to see the place wrecked,
  but they were scared to interfere.


  Then, suddenly, from outside there came the sound of a cantering horse. It
  stopped outside the saloon. Someone leapt from the saddle, and a moment later
  there was the sound of a footstep on the porch.


  The door of the saloon was already open, and now through it there stepped
  a big, grim-faced man with a wide-brimmed hat on the back of his head. A
  badge showed in the lapel of his mackinaw jacket. It was the sheriff's
  badge.


  "Why, folks, what's the idea?" he began. "Why are—Huh!"


  He had just seen the gigantic intruder. O'Neil had turned to the sheriff
  and pointed his gun at him. He had wondered if the newcomer could be one of
  the men he sought, but one glance was enough to tell him otherwise. He stared
  at the startled sheriff for a few seconds, then turned his back on him.


  Sheriff Brewster released the breath which he had been shocked into
  holding. Some of the men in the background were making frantic signs for him
  to keep quiet.


  But Sheriff Brewster was not that sort of man. He saw O'Neil punch a great
  hole in the wall and reach through as though groping for something.


  "Hey, what does this mean?" roared the representative of the law.


  O'Neil turned and showed his teeth. He did not trust this man by the door.
  He raised his gun again, and this time he would have pressed the trigger, but
  Sheriff Brewster whipped out his gun like lightning and fired.


  The six-gun was shot from the gorilla's fingers. For a few seconds O'Neil
  stared dumbly at his empty hand, which had been numbed by the impact of the
  sheriff's bullet on his own gun.


  "At him, boys!" yelled Brewster. "He must have escaped from a circus or
  somewhere. At him!"


  As he spoke he whisked a rope from his belt and cleverly hurled a noose
  over at O'Neil's head. A jerk caused the gorilla to drop on all fours,
  tearing at the choking rope, and roaring so loudly that everyone in the store
  was almost deafened.


  Now that the sheriff had given the miners a lead, he had plenty of
  helpers. The miners were not cowards. They made a simultaneous rush, and one
  of them picked up a heavy wooden stool which he whirled in the air as a
  club.


  Crash!


  He brought it down with all his force on the gorilla's head. Even O'Neil
  was affected by such a blow. The gorilla grunted, dropped its arms loosely to
  its side, and shook its head.


  Crash!


  Again the brawn miner brought down the stool, and this time O'Neil rolled
  over on his side with a despairing groan. He was knocked out.


  "Ropes, an' plenty of 'em!" grunted the sheriff, curtly.


  There was no lack of ropes. The miners brought dozens of them, and by the
  time they had finished trussing O'Neil he looked like a fly wrapped in a
  spider's web. He was completely covered by ropes.


  For the first time the men in the saloon had a chance to size up O'Neil,
  and marvel at his dimensions. He was well over six feet tall, and his chest
  measurement was about twice that of a normal man.


  His gunbelt and bandolier had still been left on, and were now under the
  ropes. The men pointed at these and wondered how O'Neil had got hold of such
  things.


  The only explanation they could think of was that the gorilla must have
  escaped from a circus and made its way here to the hills. They began to
  wonder if there was a reward offered for its capture.


  "Someone's got to pay for all this damage!" wailed the storekeeper.


  The miners gave him a hand to tidy up. It was impossible to make proper
  repairs that night, but they did their best, and by the time they had
  finished it was two o'clock in the morning.


  They were all so busy, and so excited about the capture of their amazing
  visitor, that they completely forgot about the men in the cellar.


  O'Neil had not recovered by the time the store had been tidied. He still
  lay helplessly in the corner where he had been dragged, and after again
  examining the knots, the sheriff decided that it would be safe to leave him
  there for the rest of the night.


  "If he makes a fuss tomorrow, we'll have to shoot him," he declared.


  So the men went to their shacks and cabins to get some much needed sleep,
  and the sheriff locked and barred the door of the store before doing
  likewise.


  Silence descended on the little settlement.


  Down in the cellar the two prisoners had tried to gather from the
  conversation of the men above just what was happening. They had heard the
  capture of the gorilla with great delight, and had hoped that the miners
  would immediately shoot it.


  They knew that they would never be safe until O'Neil was dead.


  Then everyone had gone away, and the two prisoners looked at each other in
  the darkness. They whispered together. It was their chance of escape.


  Stealthily, they began to pile boxes one upon the other, and Tutt Strawhan
  climbed on top of this heap. From there he reached up to the trapdoor in the
  floor, and heaved with all his might.


  The trapdoor creaked loudly as it rose, and Tutt Strawhan nearly let it
  drop with fear. He managed to check this impulse in time, and listened to
  find out whether the noise had been heard.


  From somewhere nearby came the sound of deep, slow breathing. There was no
  other sound. None of the other residents of the place seemed to be stirring.
  The storekeeper had accepted the invitation of a friend to sleep in his shack
  instead of remaining at the store with the gorilla.


  Tutt Strawhan heaved himself out on to the floor of the store. There was a
  full moon that night, and it shone into the store. Strawhan saw a dark mass
  in the corner, and shuddered. He knew that it was the Six-Gun Gorilla.


  Turning, the killer whispered to Stark to join him, and they stood
  together, staring at the huddled beast in the shadows. Was it their fancy, or
  were two fierce eyes watching them?


  Minutes passed, and Strawhan wiped the moisture from his face.


  "Come on! Let's get out o' here," he growled.


  They crept to the door of the store, and made the unpleasant discovery
  that it was barred on the outside. They turned to one of the windows, and
  Pete Stark lifted a bench in order to climb on it to examine the window
  fastenings.


  Something lay on the floor under the bench. It was a revolver which one of
  the miners had dropped in the excitement.


  Stark picked it up and felt to make sure that it was fully loaded, then he
  whispered excitedly to his companion. They both stared at the bound gorilla
  in the corner. O'Neil was not watching them. He had not yet fully recovered
  from these terrific blows on the head.


  "Why not finish him now we have the chance?" suggested Pete Stark.


  "Yea, I reckon we ought to take the chance, but get that window open first
  so that we can make a quick getaway," growled Strawhan. "See if there's any
  cash in the till."


  Stark rifled the till and got the window open in readiness, with the bench
  underneath it to aid them in a quick getaway. All was set for the killing of
  the gorilla.


  Silently they approached O'Neil. They could make out only a dark blur as
  he slumped in that corner, his head lolling over on one side. Pete Stark
  raised the gun, but his hand shook so much that Tutt Strawhan took the weapon
  from him.


  "Let me do it!" he snarled. "Stand back! I'll plug him just where his
  heart ought to be."


  Strawhan took careful aim, then pulled trigger. The sound of the shot was
  deafening in that enclosed space, and it was followed by a snarl from the
  gorilla.


  The revolver cracked viciously again and again as Tutt Strawhan pumped in
  shot after shot. He aimed them all more or less in the same place.
 


  
    [image: Illustration]

    Shot after shot Tutt Strawhan fired at the helpless
    O'Neil.

  
 


  Long before he had finished firing the Six-Gun Gorilla was roused and
  struggling madly to free himself from his bonds. There was a hot pain at the
  side of his neck, and another at the top of his massive left arm. Several
  other pullets had hit home, but not in the gorilla. Strawhan had been unable
  to see the bandolier of cartridges in the darkness. The bullets had mostly
  been embedded in this.


  But O'Neil had suffered enough pain from the bullets to make him mad with
  anger. The noise, the flashes in his face, the scent of the men he hated, and
  the fact that he found himself tied by ropes, drove him into a frenzy.


  Strong as the ropes were, they could not stand up to the strength of the
  Six-Gun Gorilla and one by one they began to snap. The two men waited for no
  more. They made a dash for the window, and scrambled through.


  Once outside the saloon, they took to their heels and ran for their lives.
  All around them men were shouting from their windows, asking what was wrong.
  The shots had roused the little settlement, and the miners hurriedly dressed
  as they prepared to run and find out what was going on.

  


  
XXII. — MENACE IN THE MINESHAFT


  The Six-Gun Gorilla made short work of most of the ropes,
  but there was one very thick one running between his crooked elbows from
  behind which he could not break. He staggered about the floor, straining and
  struggling about the floor, straining and struggling with this rope,
  sometimes falling over, sometimes crashing into furniture or shelves which
  promptly collapsed.


  The miners who had arrived outside the saloon listened to his din grimly.
  They thought that there was someone in there engaged in a desperate struggle
  with the monster. They could not think who it could be, but they stood by to
  give what aid they could as the sheriff opened the door.


  "Who's there? Who wants help?" shouted the sheriff.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla was rolling on the floor. The voice was so close to
  him that it forced him to make greater efforts. He gave an extra hard tug,
  and the one remaining rope snapped at last.


  O'Neil staggered backwards, unable to stop himself, and crashed against
  the long-suffering wall of the store, which promptly gave under the strain
  and allowed him to roll into the open. He was up on his feet in a minute and
  running for the cover of some bushes.


  "There he is! There he goes!" roared half a dozen men at once, and several
  revolvers were fired in the direction of the running beast.


  O'Neil heard the bullets whining about him, and instinctively reached to
  his holster for his gun in order to fire back. He found no gun. He had
  forgotten that he had lost it.


  He hesitated, as if he was going to turn back and look for the gun, but
  more of the bullets whistling about him warned him that he would be
  dangerous.


  He scrambled amongst the bushes under the trees, and crouched there,
  snarling.


  The miners were reluctant to follow him into the darkness. They contented
  themselves with firing several volleys in his direction, and then one of the
  men remembered the two prisoners.


  The discovery that these prisoners had escaped was soon made and the
  sheriff began to put two and two together. The first shots had evidently been
  fired by the escaping men, and for some reason they had tried to kill the
  gorilla. There was blood on the floor of the saloon.


  The sheriff would not do much that night, for it was too dark to see any
  tracks, but there and then he raised a posse which was to take up the pursuit
  at dawn. Sheriff Brewster was determined to get the two killers.


  He raised another party of men armed with rifles to go out after the
  gorilla when daylight came, and so put an end to the beast's career. A
  wounded gorilla was not a pleasant thing to have roaming about the
  district.


  Those were the plans the miners made around the damaged store, and they
  did not guess that the gorilla was crouching no more than twenty yards from
  them.


  O'Neil had been trying to find out if the men he sought were amongst these
  men at the store. He soon discovered that his enemies were not there and he
  would have hunted around for a fresh train if he had not been worried about
  the loss of his gun.


  He connected that gun with his dead master. It had been part of old Bart
  Masters, and O'Neil did not intend losing it. His wounds did not worry him
  very much, though there was caked blood on his chest.


  He began to creep in closer to the crowd of miners. The sheriff had just
  organized his posse and had detailed two men to remain on watch over the
  settlement for the rest of the night.


  "The gorilla might come back," he said. "If he does, don't take any
  chances. Just shoot him. The remainder of us ought to get a few hours sleep
  if we're going to be up at dawn."


  As the sheriff did much of the talking it was only natural that the
  gorilla's attention should be directed more to him than to the other men. It
  was Sheriff Brewster that the gorilla followed with his eyes when he saw the
  men disperse.


  O'Neil noticed the guns dangling at the man's side, and wondered if his
  was in one of those holsters. He noted the shack the man entered, and nodded
  his shaggy head grimly.


  He also saw the two men who were acting as sentries, and he guessed that
  they were waiting for. He took very good care to avoid them when presently he
  entered the settlement.


  For so ponderous a beast he could move with remarkable quietness. No one
  heard him as he approached the back of the sheriff's shack.


  He peered through one of the windows. Sheriff Brewster was asleep, but he
  had not troubled to undress. He lay extended on his bun. The only thing he
  had removed was his gunbelt. With two guns on it, the belt lay on a table
  close to the bunk.


  O'Neil noticed all this, and observed the open windows. Cautiously he
  reached through the window with one of his long arms. Unnaturally long, this
  arm crossed the sleeping sheriff without waking him and a moment later the
  gunbelt was in the gorilla's grip.


  O'Neil lifted it quietly through the window, crouched down on the ground,
  and examined the guns. He peered at them and sniffed them, then withdrew one
  from its holster. He had recognized it as his own. The sheriff had stuck it
  there with the intention of examining it when he had more time.


  O'Neil grunted with delight, turned, and glided away amongst the
  surrounding trees. No one was any the wiser that he had been in the
  settlement. The unwanted gunbelt, with the other revolver, lay where he had
  dropped it.


  Once under cover of the trees, O'Neil sought a patch of moonlight, and
  examined his gun afresh. He wanted to see if it had been harmed in any way.
  He fussed over it as a mother might fuss over a baby.


  The he proceeded to "clean" it. He had seen his master clean his gun in
  the old days, but was not quite expert enough to do this properly. Instead,
  he blew mightily down the barrel to get rid of surplus gunpowder, then wiped
  the gun on his hairy thigh.


  After that he reloaded it, a slow and clumsy business for O'Neil, but one
  he usually managed to effect without much difficulty.


  Then once again he replaced the gun in its holster, reared his mighty
  figure erect, and went in search of the trail left by the two runaway
  killers.


  Nothing could ever shake his determination to run down those killers of
  his master. Even if he had to spend the rest of his life hunting them, he
  intended doing so.


  It did not matter to him that the light was poor. He did not so much see
  their tracks as smell them. The scent of those two men was stamped forever on
  is memory. He could never forget it.


  At last he came upon it amongst the bushes, and settled down like some
  huge, relentless bloodhound to follow up his enemies. He had an extra score
  to settle now, the pains in his neck and arm, where the bullets had
  penetrated. Even yet his arm throbbed when he swing it.


  But pain meant very little to O'Neil. He hurried on through the darkness
  of the night, sometimes under trees, sometimes on the trail which ran to a
  bigger mining centre some distance ahead.


  The moon was setting, and it was rapidly getting darker. For that reason
  the two men in front did not see O'Neil until he was almost on them.


  He might have come right up to them, and seized them in his terrible arms,
  if he had not been so impatient. As soon as he sighted them he drew his gun,
  pointed it in their direction and fired.


  Crack!


  The report, and the whistle of the shot over their heads, warned them of
  danger. One glance they gave over their shoulders and then their faces
  twisted with horror.


  The gorilla which they had believed dead was right on their heels! It
  seemed impossible and fantastic, but there is was. They could not deny
  it.


  Ahead of them they saw a cluster of buildings. It was the mining centre
  towards which they had been heading all night. They had hoped to steal
  supplies and another gun there, but now their only thought was of
  shelter.


  They ran as they had never run before. The Six-Gun Gorilla put on a burst
  of speed, but was still a bit behind them when they reached the top of a
  mineshaft which ran down under the foot of the hill.


  It was a big shaft, the biggest in the district. A little party of about a
  dozen miners had clubbed together to dig it, and had rigged up an overhead
  gear of a crude but effective kind.


  The desperate men saw no other refuge. Perhaps if they got down the mine
  and hid, they might escape the gorilla after all.


  They reached the top of the shaft before the gorilla had turned the end of
  a great pile of earth which had been dug up. The usual iron bucket, of huge
  dimensions, hung suspended over the shaft.


  Tutt Strawhan thrust at the lever which held the hoist locked in position,
  and once the rope was freed, the weight of the bucket carried it to the
  bottom of the shaft with a rush.


  "Come on!" he gasped, and swung himself out on to the rope, sliding down
  so quickly that he skinned his hands.


  Pete Stark was not going to be left behind. He was on the rope barely a
  second later than his partner.


  They were about halfway down the rope, which was still vibrating, when
  O'Neil arrived at the side of the shaft.


  The gorilla had his gun in his fist, but when he saw that vibrating rope
  he put the weapon back in its holster, and reached for the iron handle of the
  hoist.


  He had been well trained how to use this. Bart Masters had used the
  gorilla's great strength to hoist the buckets of ore from the bottom of his
  small mine.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla knew full well that the two men he hunted were on this
  rope. His teeth gleamed between his parted lips as he began to turn the
  handle.


  A startled yell came from the shaft. Tutt Strawhan, who had almost reached
  the bottom of the shaft, found himself being wound up again!


  Pete Stark more than halfway down, suddenly tightened his grip on the rope
  and held on, frightened by the movement. He was also rapidly rising towards
  the top of the shaft.


  Then the men looked up, and saw the monstrous shadow of the Six-Gun
  Gorilla as he turned the handle. They realized what was happening, and their
  faces became grey with fright.


  They could do nothing to help themselves. If they released their hold they
  would be dashed to pieces at the bottom of the shaft. If they continued to
  hang on they would be drawn up into the arms of the waiting gorilla!

  


  
XXIII. — THE HORROR AT THE WINDLASS


  Two wide-eyed, grey-faced men clung to the rope which was
  used for lowering buckets down a Colorado mineshaft.


  The mine was on the extreme outskirts of a mining camp, and one of the
  biggest in the district. A dozen miners had formed a little syndicate to work
  it, but at that hour of the day, just about dawn, they were still in their
  shacks.


  The rope was being rapidly wound up on the drum at the top. Powerful arms
  were turning the handle, and making light work of the two men and the heavy
  bucket.


  Those arms were not human arms, however. Looking up the two terrified men
  clinging to the rope could see a monstrous, crouching shadow cast by the
  figure that worked the windlass. It was the shadow of a giant gorilla!


  It was to escape this gorilla that Tutt Strawhan and Pete Stark had sought
  refuge in the mine. For more than a month now they had been fleeing from it,
  and now it had cornered them.


  Tutt Strawhan had been the head of the most feared gang in Colorado, and
  still would have been if he had not heard about old Bart Masters, who had
  worked a small gold mine up in the Boulder Hills.


  Masters had worked that mine for seven years, aided by a gorilla which he
  had purchased from a sailor named O'Neil.


  The prospector had called the gorilla O'Neil, and had taught it to do
  various odd jobs, even how to fire a revolver. One night Masters had decided
  to abandon the mine and return to civilization, but he had been murdered by
  the Strawhan gang, who had also wounded O'Neil and made off with the miner's
  gold.


  When O'Neil had recovered and discovered that his master was dead, he had
  buckled on Bart Masters' gunbelt and bandolier, and had set out on the trail
  of the murderers.


  The trail had led for hundreds of miles. The Six-Gun Gorilla had hounded
  Strawhan and his comrades from place to place, had forced them to abandon the
  gold, had already killed two of them, and had so terrified Strawhan and Stark
  that they had resolved to disguise themselves in some way to try and put him
  off the scent.


  For that reason, they had murdered Tim Slade and Monty Barr, two innocent
  prospectors, and had changed clothes with them. Unfortunately, their new
  clothing and equipment had been recognized by the inhabitants of a small
  settlement which they had visited, and they had been seized and imprisoned.
  There was not the slightest doubt that they would have been hanged for
  murder, but O'Neil had arrived on their trail, and in the confusion they had
  escaped—with the gorilla still close behind!


  Now the two killers were faced with two terrible alternatives. They either
  had to let go the rope and fall to the bottom of the shaft, where they would
  surely be killed, or hang on and be drawn up into the arms of the waiting
  gorilla.


  There was little time to choose. The rope was being wound in so rapidly
  that Pete Stark who was above Strawhan on the rope, was rapidly approaching
  the top of the shaft.


  "What shall we do, Tutt?" he gasped. "What shall we do?"


  At that moment a long, hairy arm came out of the gloom. O'Neil had
  realized that one of the men was within his reach. Retaining his hold on the
  windlass with one hand, O'Neil grabbed Pete Stark by the collar, and lifted
  him clear of the rope.


  Pete Stark no longer had any choice in the matter. O'Neil banged him down
  on the ground, and set one hairy hind foot on him. Pinned in that helpless
  fashion, the gunman could not escape. He could not even scream. His power of
  speech seemed to have vanished.


  O'Neil continued to turn the handle of the windlass, and just then there
  came a shout from behind. One of the miners had heard the unusual sound at
  dawn, and had come to see what was happening.


  He was just in time to see the bucket reach the top of the shaft, and the
  gorilla reach out for Tutt Strawhan. The leader of the once dreaded gang
  screamed lustily, and tried to cling on to the bucket.


  He might just as well have tried to hold against the pull of a crane. The
  strength of O'Neil was more than equal to that of six men. He wrenched Tutt
  Strawhan's hands away from the bucket, and snatched him to his chest.


  Holding the wriggling man in a grip from which there was no escape, O'Neil
  turned to face the newcomer, a ruddy-faced miner whose eyes opened wide with
  horror when he saw the strange scene before him.


  It was a sight to strike terror into even the bravest of men. O'Neil had
  one man pinned under his foot, and the other clasped to his hairy chest. His
  lips were parted to reveal his long fangs. A low growl came from the depths
  of his throat.


  "Help!" croaked the miner. "What—who are you?"


  "Shoot him!" shrieked Tutt Strawhan, nearly crushed flat by the embrace of
  one powerful arm. "He's dangerous. He'll kill everyone in the camp. Shoot
  him!"


  But the miner was not armed. He had come straight from his bunk when he
  had heard the creaking of the windlass. All he could get in the way of
  weapons was a long iron crowbar which he flourished in menacing fashion.


  O'Neil stopped growling. His free hand jerked the revolver from its
  holster, and a second later a shot whizzed past the astonished miner's
  head.


  That was too much for the miner. To come face to face with a gorilla was
  bad enough, but to encounter a gorilla that fired a revolver was enough to
  send anyone crazy. The miner turned and ran for the settlement, shouting at
  the top of his voice.


  O'Neil returned the smoking gun to his holster, and turned his attention
  to his two helpless prisoners. They had given up all hope. Pete Stark was
  whining and moaning, but Tutt Strawhan was silent.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla had got both his men at once, and he was considering
  what to do to them. He could have pulled them to pieces there and then. He
  could have crushed the life out of them in two short seconds, but that did
  not satisfy him.


  He wanted to make them suffer for what they had done to his beloved
  master. He roared with fury. His natural instincts came to the fore again. He
  would take them to the top of a high tree and drop them headfirst.


  The trouble was that there were no high trees anywhere around this camp.
  There were only small, weedy pines.


  O'Neil tucked on prisoner under either arm and shambled forward, his gun
  flapping against his hairy thigh. He turned his head this way and that,
  looking for the sort of tree to which he had been accustomed in the African
  jungle.


  But this was Colorado, and, high up in the mountains, almost out of the
  timber belt. There was no decent sized tree in sight.


  Suddenly O'Neil became conscious of an uproar. A group of about twenty men
  was running towards him. They were the miners from the camp who had been
  aroused by the man who had come to investigate the creaking windlass.


  They were a tough looking crowd, armed with shotguns, revolvers, axes,
  anything they could lay their hands on. They were making a great deal of
  noise, possibly with the intention of scaring O'Neil.


  As a matter of fact, the noise they were making only angered him. He
  stopped and turned to face them. He meant to draw his revolver and fire at
  them, but found it impossible to reach for his gun whilst he held a man under
  either arm.


  The sight of his hideous face had checked the advance of the miners,
  however. They kept a respectable distance away, not daring to shoot for fear
  of hitting the two prisoners.


  O'Neil slowly backed away. He still wanted a tree for execution purposes.
  A glance had told him that there was none to be found higher up the slopes.
  He started off downhill in the opposite direction.


  Waddling along, balancing himself on his hind legs, he was an amazing
  sight. Both victims under his arms were silent now. They had realized that it
  was useless to shout.


  Then one of the miners had an idea. At some time or other he had worked as
  a cowboy, and he knew how to use a lasso. He fashioned a loop in a stout
  rope, and crept after the gorilla. O'Neil did not pay much attention to this
  puny creature. He was too busy looking for a tall tree.


  The plucky miner got close enough for his purpose, and threw the rope.
  Accurately, it fell over the head of O'Neil, and settled round his thick,
  hairy neck. The miner gave a jerk, and an appalling roar came from the
  gorilla.


  Just for a moment he dropped Tutt Strawhan, and snatched at the rope. One
  twist from his powerful fingers, and it snapped as though it was a
  thread.


  Strawhan had started to crawl away on hands and knees, but he was not
  quick enough. A great hairy hand caught him by the belt from behind, and
  jerked him back again. Once more he was a prisoner.


  An extra loud snarl from the angered gorilla warned the miner not to make
  another attempt like that, then the vast best rapidly descended the hill,
  followed at a safe distance by the miners.


  For about half a mile they followed him, then O'Neil stopped and sniffed
  the air suspiciously. He could smell men in front, although he could not see
  anyone.


  Men just then meant enemies. His teeth parted. He roared a challenge to
  all the world.


  "I've got my victims! Just try to come and take them away!" he seemed to
  say.


  Five minutes later a party of horsemen rode out from under the trees.
  There were nearly a dozen of them, headed by a big, determined man with a
  sheriff's star on his jacket pocket.


  This was the posse raised by Sheriff Brewster to follow Strawhan and Stark
  from the little settlement where they had been recognized as wearing the
  clothing of the missing prospectors. Ever since early dawn the posse had been
  trailing the fugitives across country. They had arrived at a dramatic
  moment.


  O'Neil stopped on the slope.


  The sheriff reined in his horse, which immediately began to plunge. In
  front were the men for whom the sheriff was looking, but they were in the
  hands of something much more terrible than the hands of the law.


  Gasps of amazement came from the posse. They felt for their guns, then
  realized that they could not use them without endangering the lives of the
  men they intended to bring to justice.


  It was a queer situation. Thos two killers deserved death, and they would
  certainly die at the hands of the gorilla. But the law decreed that they must
  die in another way, with a rope round their necks. Big Sheriff Brewster was
  the type of man to insist upon the law being carried out.

  


  
XXIV. — TREETOP VENGEANCE


  So, with a score of men in front of him and a score behind,
  O'Neil remained master of the situation. Further down the slope, beyond the
  posse, he now saw the sort of tree he wanted, an Oregon pine towering upwards
  for more than a hundred feet. He gave a grunt of satisfaction, and started
  towards the posse. They would have stood their ground, but their horses
  refused. They reared, bucked, struggled to bolt, and eventually some of them
  did get away.


  The men in the posse were so busy controlling their frightened steeds that
  they had no time to deal with the gorilla, which passed through their midst
  unharmed.


  "Stop him!" shouted the miners from behind, but they did not suggest how
  this might be done.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla increased his speed. He was anxious to get this
  business over. The tree he was heading for was half a mile away, but it would
  not take him long to reach it.


  Sheriff Brewster did not know what was in the great beast's mind, but h
  had an idea that if the gorilla got a start on them it might escape
  altogether. He spurred his horse after the great creature, and, with a good
  deal of snorting the beast obeyed.


  The horse's hoofs clattered loudly on the hard ground, and O'Neil spun
  about with a grunt. At point blank range the sheriff fired his revolver, and
  one of the heavy bullets struck home.


  It struck the gorilla's breast bone, and was turned aside, but it
  inflicted a painful wound, and so angered O'Neil that he dropped Tutt
  Strawhan once more and reached for his gun.


  Crack-crack!


  He fired twice in quick succession, and more by luck than anything else
  his second bullet brought down the horse which the sheriff rode.


  It had all happened so suddenly that Brewster had no chance of saving
  himself from a heavy fall. He crashed on his head and lay still for a moment.
  O'Neil roared with triumph, and looked round for Tutt Strawhan.


  But this time the gunman had wriggled out of sight under some bushes, and
  O'Neil could not see him. Clasping Pete Stark to his chest, he infuriated
  gorilla looked this way and that, sniffing the air to try and pick up
  Strawhan's scent.


  The miners and the members of the posse who had got their mounts under
  control came rushing forward, shooting their guns in the air. They had
  decided to try and frighten O'Neil away from at least one of his victims and
  they succeeded.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla tried to fire back at them, but his gun was empty, and
  the hammer clicked down on the empty chambers.


  For the time being O'Neil was baffled and scared. So much noise was going
  on that he did not know which way to turn. Then he remembered—the giant
  pine.


  With one mighty bound he got out of the circle of men, and fled down the
  hill, but he did not drop Pete Stark. He kept him in such a tight grip that
  the man could not even shout for help.


  In the excitement Tutt Strawhan crawled a couple of hundred yards, then
  doubled back and raced for the mining settlement. He was cute enough to
  realize that with all the miners out hunting O'Neil, he had a splendid chance
  to steal guns and supplies.


  The men were so eager to corner the gorilla that they lost their chance of
  seizing Strawhan immediately after his escape. They surged down the hill
  after the leaping gorilla, and saw it spring into the tree.


  Every man there stood still and watched the gorilla in amazement. The tree
  was one place into which they could not follow it.


  "Form a cordon!" roared Sheriff Brewster after a minute or two, and very
  soon men were all round the tree.


  The watching men saw O'Neil swinging himself from branch to branch. In
  that great tree he was in his native element. The weight of Stark tucked
  under one arm was nothing to him. He still had his two feet and one powerful
  hand for climbing.


  Up and up he went, whilst the onlookers held their breath. Some raised
  rifles, but a warning from the sheriff checked them.


  "If you shoot the gorilla the man will fall," he pointed out. "Wait a
  while. We might be able to smoke him out after he's settled down. If once we
  can get him to set the man down—we'll riddle the brute with
  bullets."


  So they waited, and the Six-Gun Gorilla continued his climb until he was
  on a great branch nearly a hundred feet above the ground.


  A little out of breath because of the exertion, O'Neil gripped the tree
  trunk with one hand and looked down at the men who were hunting him.


  He scarcely heeded them. He was thinking of his beloved master, and of the
  vengeance he had planned to take for his cruel death.


  The men below saw him take his prisoner in both hands. He balanced himself
  on the branch by his feet alone, gripping with his flexible toes.


  He raised his arms and held Pete Stark aloft. The man shrieked with fear.
  He knew what was about to happen.


  The men below were not so sure. Some of them caught their breath and
  muttered:


  "He's going to throw him down!"


  Then suddenly O'Neil uttered the most terrifying roar ever heard in that
  part of Colorado, and tossed his victim high out above the heads of the men
  below.


  Pete Stark turned over twice in the air, then handed on his head on a
  rock. His skull was crushed, and his neck was instantly broken. He lay still
  and silent, whilst the circle of men were too paralyzed with horror to make
  any movement.


  O'Neil clenched his fists and hammered on his chest, bellowing his joy at
  having carried out another part of his scheme of vengeance. He had accounted
  for three of the men who had murdered his master. That left only one to be
  caught and punished.


  Sheriff Brewster was the first to recover his wits.


  "Now's our chance!" he roared. "He can't do any more harm. Let him have a
  volley. All together!"


  A dozen rifles and twice as many revolvers were raised. Up there O'Neil
  made an easy target amongst the branches, but as soon as they pointed their
  guns at him he realized what was going to happen, and swung round behind the
  tree trunk.


  The men followed him round. Two of them fired. Chips of bark flew from the
  branch on which he stood, and then, without warning, O'Neil came dropping
  down out of the tree.


  He had deliberately jumped out into space. It looked as though he was
  trying to commit suicide. Those Westerners who did not know the ways of
  gorillas when desperate, held their fire.


  That was their mistake. O'Neil had no intention of committing suicide. His
  wild leap was merely a quick way of getting down.


  Twenty feet from the ground he caught a projecting branch with both hands,
  and it bent like a bow under his six hundred pound weight.


  A fraction of a second later, having broken his fall, he dropped among the
  men and scattered them like ninepins.


  Not one of them had time to get off a single shot before the gorilla had
  bounded over their heads and gained the shelter of the bush.


  O'Neil had outwitted more than three dozen men! He had carried out an
  execution in full view of an officer of the law and his posse. He had shown
  them something they would never forget.


  Far into the bush he fled, glad to get away from the babble of voices and
  the crack of the guns. When he was a good distance away he took the first
  possible opportunity of reloading his revolver, a clumsy business with his
  thick fingers, but one he knew how to carry out effectively.


  Owing to the fact that he had brought a full bandolier of cartridges with
  him, he was not yet running short of ammunition. He still had plenty of
  ammunition left, and if the men shot at him he intended shooting back at
  them.


  Before his reloading was complete, he heard crashing sounds and noises in
  the forest. The sheriff and his men were trailing him. They were picking out
  the tracks which his feet left on the ground. They were still determined to
  kill him.


  O'Neil bared his teeth angrily. Why did they not leave him alone? He had
  done them no harm, nor did he wish to do so. All he wanted to do was get the
  one remaining killer of his master.


  It angered him greatly to think that these miners were housing him from
  place to place. He decided to put a stop to that.


  With his revolver tucked securely in its holster, he leapt into a low tree
  and hid behind the foliage. There he drew his gun and gripped it in his hairy
  right hand and waited.


  The hunters drew nearer and nearer. Sheriff Brewster was the leader. He
  was well to the fore, sometimes bent almost double when it was difficult to
  see the tracks on the ground.


  Not far behind him came nine or ten other men. The rest had returned to
  their homes. The sheriff had called for volunteers to help him hunt down and
  destroy the Six-Gun Gorilla.


  The gorilla took careful aim and fired.


  Crack!


  If the bullet had gone where O'Neil had intended it would have crashed
  through the sheriff's skull, but O'Neil had the bad habit of jerking the
  trigger and so pulling to the left of the target.


  The bullet clipped the sheriff's ear, and caused him to drop quicker than
  he had ever dropped in his life.


  Crack-crack-crack!


  O'Neil was not firing at the crowd of men behind the sheriff.


  They scattered. The sight of a hairy hand brandishing a revolver,
  protruding from the branches of a tree had been too much for them. They
  turned and bolted.


  Sheriff Brewster wisely crawled away and joined the others. He realized
  that to hunt down O'Neil very special precautions would have to be taken. It
  would not be like an ordinary manhunt.


  So O'Neil was left in undisputed possession of that part of the woods, and
  the sheriff and his posse set about picking up the tracks of Tutt
  Strawhan.

  


  
XXV. — O'NEIL'S STRANGE HOLDUP


  The Six-Gun Gorilla remained in hiding until he was quite
  certain that the coast was clear. Two things were uppermost in his mind, the
  longing to settle Tutt Strawhan and the desire to fill his stomach. Hunger
  was a stronger urge than any other at the moment, and he looked around for
  something to eat.


  To his disgust there was nothing that suited him. It was not the season of
  the year when berries abounded in the woods, and there were no palm shoots,
  young bamboos, or wild fruit such as the African jungle provided. Nature's
  larder was bare.


  O'Neil was a strict vegetarian, but he needed large quantities of food at
  set intervals. Until he had satisfied this appetite he would be interested in
  nothing else.


  Hunger drove him to cover a good stretch of country before mid-day. He
  came to an abandoned shack and peered inside. The door was locked, but
  O'Neil's strength was the key to most locks. He forced the door open with his
  great fingers and passed inside.


  It was a disappointment. There was nothing in the way of food. In his
  fury, O'Neil made matchwood of the furniture, then left the place.


  On and on travelled the gorilla. It must have been early afternoon when an
  unusual sound caused him to stop and listen carefully. The sound of jingling
  harness and rumbling wheels came to his ears.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla crept forward and peered through the bushes at the
  side of the trail. A stagecoach was coming down the trail, with several
  people on top of it. There were six horses in the team, and they were all
  going at a good speed.


  O'Neil licked his lips. Here were men, and men often had good things to
  eat. He remembered certain tins of canned fruit which he had found in a
  store. He wondered if there could be such things on this coach.


  How to stop it was the next question. Even he realized that six horses
  were a tough proposition. If he leapt on top of one he would probably get
  kicked by the others.


  Then he remembered that men were afraid of guns. He knew what had happened
  to his master. Guns had been used on that occasion. Now was a chance for
  O'Neil to apply the lessons he had learned.


  So once again he drew the six-gun, and leaned forward through the bushes.
  The range was as yet too great, but O'Neil did not know that. All he knew was
  that if he pointed the gun and pulled the trigger something very satisfying
  usually happened.


  Bang!


  He had fired at the coach, and the flash of his gun was seen, the whistle
  of the bullet distinctly heart.


  It so happened that this spot had a bad reputation for holdups. Only a
  week or two before there had been a coach held up at this same place, and the
  driver and one of the passengers had been killed in the fight that
  followed.


  The present driver at once concluded that this was the same gang at work
  again, and decided that he would take no risks with his own life.


  "Whoa-a!" he cried, and hauled on the reins with all his might.


  The horses had been going at a good pace. By the time they stopped they
  were opposite the point where the Six-Gun Gorilla was hidden.


  O'Neil was pleased with the result of his experiment. He fired another
  shot just to make sure of things.


  It knocked the driver's hat from his head, and with a howl of fear the man
  raised his arms over his head.


  "All right, I've drawn up! Don't shoot!" he gasped.


  The passengers behind him were seized with the same fear. One and all
  raised their arms in the air.


  O'Neil blinked. This was a funny way to behave. He had not seen men do
  this before. For a moment he was suspicious that there was some trick about
  it, but when they did not stir he grew more confident.


  He started to emerge. The bushes parted, and the trembling occupants of
  the coach held their breath. They wondered what kind of man the bandit was.
  They hoped that he would be content with their money, and not take their
  lives as well.


  Then simultaneous gasps of horror escaped them. No man stepped forth, but
  a monstrous gorilla brandishing a gun, a bandolier slung over one massive
  shoulder.


  O'Neil went straight towards them on his hind legs, and their mouths dried
  with fear. The driver fainted and fell from the box to the road.


  None of the coach passengers stirred. Gorilla the bandit might be, but he
  had a gun which he knew how to use. When he pointed it at them they
  winced.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla bared his fangs and snarled. He did not know where to
  begin. He could smell no food, though there were one or two crates stowed on
  top of the coach which looked interesting.


  The horses were trembling and sweating with fear. They would have bolted
  if the guard had not held them in.


  Twice O'Neil circled the coach, then he caught hold of one of the doors
  and wrenched it open. He did not trouble to turn the knob. He did not know
  there was a catch on the door. From his point of view it did not matter very
  much, for it came away from its hinges without any trouble.


  He stuck his gun and his head inside the coach and sniffed. The passengers
  cringed back in dismay, thinking that their last moments had come.


  O'Neil sniffed again. Unless he was very much mistaken, he could smell
  something to eat. In a corner of the coach was a carefully packed crate. One
  hairy hand came out and gripped it, jerked it onto the road with a mighty
  crash, and it burst open.
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    The stage-coach passengers gazed in wonder at the
    amazing

    bandit who had held up the coach to steal a box of organges.

  
 


  Out rolled oranges, the first O'Neil had seen for many a day. This
  crateful was a special consignment brought at enormous expense from the East
  for a gold miner millionaire.


  O'Neil gave a roar of triumph. The amazed passengers saw the Six-Gun
  Gorilla lower his gun and snatch up two oranges at a time. He crushed them
  into his mouth, peel and all, and squeezed them between his powerful
  jaws.


  Orange after orange he snatched from the crate in the same way, and seated
  himself beside the trail to enjoy this unexpected feast.


  Then the guard realized that they were safe. This particular bandit had no
  further use for them or their money. All the gorilla had wanted was food.


  Cautiously the man took off the brakes and shook the reins. The team of
  horses trotted forward, broke into a canter, and raced away down the
  trail.


  O'Neil raised his head and blinked after them. He raised no objection to
  them going. They had provided him with the best meal he had had for a while,
  and he was grateful to them. There and then he decided that it might be worth
  while holding up every coach he saw.


  So, for the next half-hour he squatted there eating, finally turning the
  box upside down to get out the last orange. At last filled and satisfied, he
  rolled down under the nearby bushes and went to sleep.


  Meanwhile, the coach with its terrified passengers and almost hysterical
  driver, had arrived in the next settlement, and told their amazing story of a
  monster with a gun which had robbed them of a crate of oranges.


  At first they were not believed, but just about that same time a messenger
  came from Sheriff Brewster, asking all and sundry to keep an eye open for a
  fierce gorilla, and people began to realize that the story was true.


  Once again a posse was formed to hunt down the Six-Gun Gorilla, and the
  searchers rode out cautiously along the road to the spot where the holdup had
  occurred.


  O'Neil was still there, sleeping off his big meal. The clatter of the
  horses had awakened him, and he raised his ugly head to stare at the
  approaching group of horsemen.


  More men! They had guns!


  He did not wait to face them, but dived back into the woods and travelled
  through these parallel with the trail for many a mile. He was trying to get
  on the track of Tutt Strawhan. For the moment he had lost it, but sooner or
  later he knew that he would come up with it again, and finish the job which
  he had already three quarters accomplished.


  He kept close to the trail, for he realized that coaches travelled along
  this, and since his fortunate find of the oranges he was very interested in
  stagecoaches. He meant to stop every one that he saw!


  He was not the only one with that idea in view that late afternoon.


  In the mining camp to which he had fled once he had escaped from the
  gorilla, Tutt Strawhan had found new clothes, guns, ammunition, food, but no
  cash.


  He had got away on horseback before the miners had returned to discover
  their losses. He rode hard for most of the day, taking an altogether
  different route to that of O'Neil.


  He knew that Pete Stark would be dead by this time, but that did not worry
  him. He believed that he had finally shaken the Six-Gun Gorilla off his
  trail. All he now needed was some cash in order to make his getaway a
  certainty. In some other State he might be able to forget the nightmare of
  the past six weeks.


  So, towards late afternoon, when he came to a trail where wheel marks told
  him coaches sometimes passed, the idea of staging a holdup suddenly struck
  him.


  There were gold mines to the west, and there was a fair-sized settlement
  at the railhead some thirty miles to the east. He did not see why he could
  not intercept a consignment of gold dust. He was well-armed, and with guns in
  his hands he was a different person to the man who had cowered before the
  Six-Gun Gorilla.


  So he examined the tracks and tried to guess when the coaches usually
  passed. He came to the conclusion that one usually passed that way before
  sunset.


  Hitching his horse to a convenient tree, he proceeded to wait patiently
  for the coming of the coach. As he waited, eh munched some of the food he had
  brought with him from the mining camp.


  Time passed, and finally, in the distance, he heard the telltale rumble of
  wheels.


  His lips parted in an evil smile. Before long his victims would be within
  revolver range, and Tutt Strawhan had never been a man to show mercy at such
  a time. He preferred to shoot and be certain.


  What he did not know was that he had a rival waiting further down the
  trail, a rival holdup bandit who was listening to the coming of this same
  coach.


  O'Neil had decided to look for more oranges. He, too, had hidden himself
  behind some bushes with a gun in his fist!

  


  
XXVI. — THE GOLD-COACH HOLDUP


  The stagecoach was bowling along smoothly over a
  comparatively level trail. There were not many passengers aboard, but,
  judging by the effort the horses were putting out, there was something inside
  which weighed even more than passengers.


  A big consignment of gold dust was aboard, from the new mines which had
  been opened in the nearby hills. The coach was heading for the railhead,
  about thirty miles away. Beside the driver sat the watchful guard, a shotgun
  across his knees, a revolver in each of his low-slung holsters.


  Sunset was not far off, and over the prairie there spread the hush which
  precedes nightfall.


  Behind a clump of bushes crouched an evil looking ruffian with two
  revolvers. His eyes were on the oncoming coach, his fingers on the triggers.
  He was Tutt Strawhan, the notorious killer, and one-time leader of the most
  feared gang of bad men in that part of the West.


  Now, however, his gang was no more, he was on his own, and the cause of
  this breakup was a gorilla!


  Some months before this, Strawhan had heard about old Bart Masters, who
  had worked a little gold mine of his own in the Boulder Hills of Colorado.
  Masters had worked that mine for seven years, aided by a gorilla which he had
  purchased from a sailor named O'Neil.


  O'Neil was the name which Masters had given the huge brute, and O'Neil had
  become his constant companion. The miner had taught the great beast to be
  useful in many different ways. It could dig, bring in firewood, or haul up
  buckets of ore from the mineshaft, and what was more, and of great
  importance, it had been taught to fire and load a revolver.


  One night Masters had decided to take all the gold he possessed, about ten
  thousand pounds worth, and return to civilization. Before he could leave,
  however, the Strawhan gang had arrived, and had killed the miner, wounded the
  chained gorilla, and made off with the gold.


  O'Neil had only been stunned, however, and when he had recovered and found
  that his master was dead, he had been heartbroken. He had buckled on his late
  master's six shooter and cartridge bandolier, and had set out on the trail of
  the murderers.


  The trail had led for a hundred miles and more. O'Neil had hounded the
  guilty men from place to place, and had forced them to abandon the gold. He
  had already killed three of them, and had continued after Tutt Strawhan so
  closely that the one-time leader of the bandits had had to make for a new
  district.


  At the moment Tutt Strawhan believed that the gorilla had lost touch with
  him. All Strawhan wanted was some money with which to get across the Border
  to safety. He had decided to hold up this coach which was coming from the
  mines and take all the gold dust he wanted.


  Nearer came the coach. The hidden gunman's eyes gleamed more
  intensely.


  Strawhan drew a bead on the luckless guard who sat beside the driver, and
  when the coach was but thirty paces away, he pressed the trigger of his
  right-hand weapon.


  The sound of the shot shattered the silence. The guard's gun dropped from
  his fingers, and he rolled from the coach—dead!


  Hardly had the echo of the first report ceased ringing when a bullet
  caught the leading horse in the head, killing it instantaneously. The coach
  came to a standstill, and the terrified driver raised his arms.


  "Don't shoot!" he pleaded.


  Tutt Strawhan came slowly from the undergrowth, a gun in either fist. He
  advanced towards the coach menacingly.


  "If anyone moves—he'll get a bullet in him," he snarled. "Where's
  the gold?"


  Fifty yards down the trail there was a movement behind some more bushes. A
  hideous face appeared, and stared in the direction of the holdup. The face
  was the face of O'Neil, the Six-Gun Gorilla, and his gun was in his fist!


  He, too, had been waiting for that coach. Since O'Neil had lost touch with
  Tutt Strawhan he had been roaming the countryside, and on one occasion he had
  held up a stagecoach in which there had been a crate of oranges.


  O'Neil had harmed none of the occupants, but he had taken the oranges and
  enjoyed them so much that he now believed that every coach carried oranges.
  So when he had heard this vehicle approaching down the trail he had decided
  to stage another holdup, little knowing that Tutt Strawhan intended doing the
  same.


  The wind was blowing in the wrong direction for Strawhan's scent to be
  carried to the gorilla, and so O'Neil had no idea that his enemy was so near
  him, or there would have been a very different story to tell.


  The first warning he had of the presence of anyone else near him was those
  shots, and he peered out to see who was spoiling his chance of a first class
  meal.


  The coach and the plunging horses had come to rest, and blocked his view
  of the man who had caused the stoppage.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla showed his yellow fangs in a soundless snarl. Who had
  dared to interfere with his plans? Was someone trying to get the oranges
  before him?


  He lumbered through the bushes parallel with the trail. The six-gun was in
  his hairy fist, a partially filled bandolier over one shoulder. He was
  immense in size, being well over six feet in height, and enormously
  broad.


  He was mad with fury. He had rarely been so angry since his master had
  died.


  He drew level with the stagecoach on the opposite side of it from Strawhan
  just as the holdup bandit thundered:


  "Everyone get out and stand on this side of the road!"


  The three passengers got out, leaving the door of the coach swinging open.
  The trembling driver had indicated that there were two crates of gold dust
  inside.


  He saw nothing for it but to hand over the gold to the scoundrel with the
  gun. Only in that way should the lives of himself and his passengers be
  saved.


  Tutt Strawhan kept one gun trained on the cowering men, and made for the
  doorway of the coach to make sure that the crates were actually there.


  He even set one foot on the step, and stuck his face inside—just as
  another face came through the opposite window!


  A hairy, flat-nosed, fierce-eyed, monstrous face, it was the face of the
  gorilla! O'Neil was having a look to see what all the excitement was about,
  and just for a moment he and Strawhan were face to face, almost within reach
  of each other.


  Tutt Strawhan was so terrified that he forgot to raise his gun and fire.
  The color drained from his cheeks, and he reeled backwards with a choking
  sob.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla gave one terrible roar, and tried to get at his enemy
  by diving through the open window. That was impossible, however. The window
  was not nearly big enough. O'Neil stuck for an instant then drew back and
  snatched at the edge of the door with a huge, hairy paw.


  The door came off its hinges when he gave a powerful wrench. The coach
  rocked, the horses reared again, and the terrified holdup man raced down the
  trail towards the spot where he had left his horse tethered.


  Tutt Strawhan no longer cared about the gold that lay in those crates in
  the coach. There was only one thing he wanted—to get away from the
  menace of the Six-Gun Gorilla. It seemed incredible to him that the gorilla
  should have turned up at this moment.


  O'Neil dived through the suddenly opened doorway, across the coach, and
  out the other side. The men who had been lined up there promptly turned and
  fled for the cover of the trees.


  O'Neil paid no attention to them. He was only interested in Tutt Strawhan.
  As the Six-Gun Gorilla rushed forward he saw the man he was after come out of
  the bushes, bending low over his horse. Away down the trail thundered the
  terrified holdup man, and the Six-Gun Gorilla knew that he could never catch
  him on foot.


  Just then the panic stricken coach horses tried to bolt, but they were
  hampered by the lifeless leading horse which Strawhan had shot.


  O'Neil saw what was wrong. He jumped forward, caught hold of the traces
  which held the dead animal, and gave one terrified jerk. The traces broke,
  and the remaining three horses were free to bolt down the trail.


  Away they went, the one door left on the coach swinging to and fro. As the
  coach started its mad journey the Six-Gun Gorilla leapt on top of it, and
  clung on.


  He had realized that the coach was going in the same direction as the man
  he wanted. It would enable him to keep Tutt Strawhan in sight.
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    Even on horseback Tutt Strawhan could not escape the
    vengeance of O'Neil.

  
 


  So there he crouched on the top of the coach, snarling and growling,
  watching the frantic efforts of the horses, who could smell him in the rear,
  and who were trying to escape from his presence.


  Faster and faster the animals went, until there was a final mighty crash
  as a wheel struck a tree. The traces all snapped at once, the horses galloped
  madly on, and O'Neil was sent head over heels into the bushes at the side of
  the trail.


  His revolver went off as he fell, but he did not relax his hold on it. The
  jarring impact on the ground knocked the breath from his body. He snarled and
  growled with fury as he pocked himself up, but he was not hurt in any way.
  Only his temper had suffered.


  The coach now lay on its side, but O'Neil righted it with one heave of his
  powerful arms. The two crates inside attracted his attention. They did not
  smell as if they contained oranges, but he was going to examine them
  nevertheless.


  With his fingers he pried open the lids of one of them and peered inside.
  The yellow dust puzzled him. He grabbed a handful and put it in his mouth,
  only to spit it out a moment later in disgust, for it had no flavor.


  The feel of it between his fingers told him it was the stuff for which his
  master had slaved for all those years at the mine. Again he snorted, and
  turned his fierce eyes towards the West. There went the killer of his master.
  He was going after him.


  Two minutes later the lat occupants of the coach who peered out from
  behind the shelter of the trees, watched a gorilla disappearing at full speed
  down the western trail.


  They could hardly believe that they were still alive and unharmed.

  


  
XXVII. — THE MYSTERIOUS STRANGLER


  Tutt Strawhan kept looking back, beating and goading his
  horse until he was quite sure that he had outdistanced his terrible pursuer.
  Then he began to mutter fierce curses. Was this Six-Gun Gorilla going to
  haunt him all his life? Was it always going to hound him, always going to
  interfere with every piece of business he undertook?


  This though drove him to fury. His lips curled back from his teeth, and he
  snarled like a wild beast.


  Over and over again he had told himself that the only thing to be done was
  to face the monster and kill it. Several times he had tried that, but without
  success.


  Penniless, though well equipped with weapons and ammunition which he had
  recently stolen, Strawhan was in no fit condition to cross the Border and
  establish himself in new surroundings. He wanted to have some money with him
  when he went over the Border. How to get that was his next worry. The big
  chance with the gold carrying coach had been ruined by O'Neil.


  Strawhan crossed the next hills and rode through a region of canyons and
  defiles. He was trying to make up a plan for the future, and all the time he
  urged his horse on to make sure that the maddened gorilla did not overtake
  him. He knew very well that it could trail him by its powers of scent.


  Meanwhile darkness had fallen. The hoofs of the horse beat hollowly on the
  hard ground as Strawhan entered one particularly gloomy looking canyon, and
  suddenly a shot whistled past his head.


  "Halt! Hands up!" came a snarled order. Tutt Strawhan's first impulse was
  to crouch forward on his horse, dig in his heels, and dash straight on.


  Then he changed his mind. There were at least six men in the party, and
  four of them were right in front of him. He thought he heard another one or
  two jumping down from the rocks behind him.


  He saw that he was cornered, and raised his arms after checking his weary
  horse.


  "What's the big idea?" he growled. "What do you want with me?"


  "Whatever you've got!" was the curt reply from a harelipped ruffian who
  had his hat pulled forward over his eyes.


  Tutt Strawhan gave a mocking laugh.


  "Well, pardners, you're sure welcome to all I've got," he said. "My guns
  are the only things I possess, an' that's the truth. Fact is, I'm in the same
  line as yourselves. I'm Tutt Strawhan."


  "Not the Strawhan who shot the sheriff of Alter Creek?" muttered one of
  the holdup gang, lowering his gun.


  "The same! That's me," growled Strawhan. "I guess we ought to be friends.
  I've nothin' to hand over."


  The harelipped man growled angrily.


  "He's no more Tutt Strawhan than I am!" he snarled. "Strawhan has a gang
  with him. He wouldn't be ridin' alone like this. That guy's lying.
  He—"


  Crack-crack!


  Tutt Strawhan had not been accounted one of the most dangerous men in the
  country for nothing. When he was up against men he was fearless. He had
  produced his gun as if from nowhere, and had drilled the harelipped leader in
  two places before any of the gang could stir.


  Then, with a gun in either hand, he covered the rest of the toughs,
  ordering grimly:


  "Don't raise them guns again. I want to talk to you. I'm Tutt Strawhan all
  right. Who was that I just shot?"


  "Harelip Harry!" grunted one of the men nervously.


  "Then he was a cheap piker, not worth knowing," growled Strawhan. "If you
  want a leader, I'm ready to show you guys how to get some big money. I've
  lost my gang. They got themselves shot up. I'm looking for some good men
  right now. What about it?"


  The gang of toughs looked at each other. They had all heard of Tutt
  Strawhan, and the neat way in which he had disposed of their leader and
  turned the tables on them had impressed them greatly.


  "Sure!" murmured one. "We're with you, Strawhan. Harelip never did bring
  us much luck."


  So it was settled, and once again Tutt Strawhan found himself at the head
  of six or seven men who were as desperate as himself. It was a great relief
  to him to know that he now had some men behind him, but one thing was
  certain. He was not going to scare them by telling them about the Six-Gun
  Gorilla. Evidently they had not heard of that episode in his life.


  His new gang led him back amongst the trees to a secluded corner where
  they had a camp. They told him that they had heard his hoof beats in the
  distance, and had come out to "welcome" him.


  They gave him food and coffee. He boasted of his plans, but all the time
  he was straining his eyes into the distance, wondering how long it would be
  before the gorilla arrived.


  At last he said as casually as he could:


  "There's one thing I didn't tell you men. I've got a sheriff's posse after
  me. They shot up my gang when we tried to stop the coach from the mines. It
  was a put-up job. They fixed an ambush for us. I don't know whether they've
  struck my trail to here or not, but I want to take no risks. They've got a
  first class tracker with 'em. He might find his way here."


  "Don't you worry, Strawhan, no tracker could follow you over this hard
  ground," declared one of the gang.


  "Don't be so sure," snapped Strawhan. "This guy is a wizard. I'd feel
  mighty upset if we had trouble the first night I arrived. The only thing to
  do to make sure we'll be safe is to set a man on either side of the entrance
  to the canyon, an' they can shoot down anyone who enters before daylight.
  That'll make certain we're not disturbed here. We don't want any accidents
  before we get going properly."


  Two of the gang promptly volunteered to take up this job for the night,
  and with a couple of guns apiece they posted themselves on either side of the
  entrance to the canyon.


  Utterly worn out by his recent attempts to escape the gorilla, the killer
  went off into a deep sleep which lasted for hours.


  His men were getting breakfast ready when he wakened in the morning,
  feeling much fresher and full of confidence, ready to face most dangers.


  "Any trouble in the night?" he asked casually.


  "Nope, not that we know of," answered one of the gang. "Ted an' Jake
  haven't come in yet, but they did no shootin' after dark. They ought to be in
  to breakfast soon."


  After a few minutes the coffee was ready, and there was still no sign of
  the two sentries. One of the men went to the top of the slope and bellowed
  their names.


  To their surprise there was no response.


  "It ain't like them to miss their grub," muttered one of the gang. "Surely
  they ain't gone to sleep on their job!"


  Tutt Strawhan and two of the men went down the canyon to see what was
  wrong. Strawhan for some reason felt nervous. His hand was continually on his
  gun, though there was no sign of anything being wrong.


  "Hi, Jake! Hi, Ted, what's the matter with you?" shouted one man. "Don't
  you want any grub this morning?"


  The words were echoed by the cliffs on either side, but there was no
  response from the men concerned.


  Again Tutt Strawhan shivered, and he gripped his gun.


  "Where did you post Jake?" he asked.


  The two men with Strawhan pointed behind a certain boulder near the mouth
  of the canyon, and all three went round there to see if their comrade had
  left any clue to his whereabouts.


  Tutt Strawhan was to the forefront, and he gave a sudden strangled cry,
  pointing with a shaking finger at the ground.


  The man called Jake lay there. He lay on his chest behind the rock, and
  the position of his inert body told his horrified comrades that he was dead.
  Livid marks on his neck showed that some terrible pair of hands had gripped
  the unfortunate sentry and had strangled him.


  Gurgles of horror came from the other men as they stooped beside their
  dead comrade. One of them pointed out the livid bruises on his neck, where
  the great fingers had gripped and twisted.


  "What—who could have done it?" muttered one tough. "Jake was a
  strong man, an' no ordinary person could have done this. It—it's
  uncanny!"


  Tutt Strawhan swallowed hard. He could have told them that there was only
  one being in Colorado that could have done this thing—the Six-Gun
  Gorilla!


  Strawhan could picture how the great beast had scented the presence of the
  gunman, and how instinct had warned it that the man was dangerous. O'Neil had
  probably climbed up on the sheer cliff beyond and dropped down on the man
  from above. Jake had been killed before he could even pull trigger.


  It was ghastly, terrifying, almost paralyzing. Tutt Strawhan's mouth dried
  with fear. What had happened to the gorilla after it had killed Jake?


  "And Ted?" muttered someone else. "He was behind those bushes over on the
  other side there. Hey, Ted!"


  They found Ted a few minutes later. He lay on his back, and his head
  lolled to one side. His neck was broken.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla had silenced both the sentries in the night. Why had
  it not followed up its advantage by attacking the sleepers in the camp? Where
  was it now? Had it gone into hiding somewhere? These questions hammered in
  Strawhan's brain while the other men muttered among themselves.


  The gang leader kept a tight hold on himself and tried to remain cool. It
  was very difficult. Every few minutes he found himself staring over his own
  shoulder in fear. He was expecting the Six-Gun Gorilla to leap on him at any
  minute.

  


  
XXVIII. — THE ATTACK ON THE MINE


  Terror came to the gang. They remained in that gorge no
  longer than was necessary to pack up their kit and mount their horses. Tutt
  Strawhan spent those last minutes there with his back to a rock and his guns
  in his hand. Even then he was afraid that O'Neil might drop upon him from the
  top of the boulder.


  Why did the gorilla not show itself? It was unlike O'Neil to wait his
  time. Usually he went at things in a bullheaded manner, tearing down every
  obstacle. What was holding him back now? Was he playing with Tutt Strawhan as
  a cat plays with a mouse? Sweat broke out on the gunman's face as he thought
  of this possibility.


  The rest of the gang licked their lips and watched their leader's face.
  They were ready to admit that they were terrified, but they were rather
  disappointed in him. They had always heard that Strawhan was fearless, but
  now he seemed filled with a deadly terror. They wondered why.


  Before long they were clattering up the gorge, heading further West, and
  even then Strawhan kept an eye on the cliffs on either side.


  They had reached the end of the canyon, and were about to descent the
  slope beyond, when a revolver sounded on their right.


  Crack!


  The bullet whistled between two of the men, making them crouch low and
  urge their horses to a gallop.


  There was no other shot. That single report had seemed to come from
  nowhere and only one member of the party could have explained it. Tutt
  Strawhan fancied that he had seen a hairy arm come for one moment out of the
  bushes, and then disappear immediately the shot had been fired. The Six-Gun
  Gorilla had not followed up his shot.


  Why? What did this change of tactics mean? Was the gorilla hatching some
  plot by which it hoped to trap Tutt Strawhan? Once again the gang leader
  shuddered at the thought.


  The fleeing toughs rode down that long sloped at breakneck speed, then
  pulled up at the bottom. One of the gang, a man named Gorman, forced a
  laugh.


  "Well, if that was a sheriff's posse that was after you, Strawhan, we've
  sure shaken it off!" he growled. "There's nary a person on the slope."


  "It wasn't no posse that did Jake an' Ted in," growled another of the men.
  "Reckon there's more than that behind us."


  The other two men were watching Tutt Strawhan closely. He licked his lips
  and forced his brain to act quickly. He could see that the men were getting
  suspicious. He had to invent something.


  "Seems to me I once heard of a mad hermit who lives in these parts," he
  muttered. "Maybe he had a spite against us. If I thought it was worth while
  I'd go back an' search those hills for him, but I'm thinking of you others.
  You want to get busy raising some cash. There's a small mine run by half a
  dozen miners over in the next valley. Supposed to be pretty rich it is. I
  vote we head that way an' clean 'em out."


  The idea met with their approval. In thinking of the gold dust which they
  hoped would be theirs before nightfall, they managed to forget the horror of
  the past hour, and the deaths of their two comrades.


  But Tutt Strawhan could not forget. He knew that all the gold dust in the
  world would not make him forget the peril which hung over him.


  O'Neil was still on is trail! That was as certain as the rising of the sun
  in the morning. The gorilla was relentless, and though it was sometimes slow
  in picking up a new trail, it never failed to do so.


  That was why Strawhan wanted staunch comrades with him, and why he was
  willing to offer them the bait of gold dust to remain with him.


  All that morning the gang rode hard, and it was early afternoon when at
  last they saw the dump of earth and rock which had been turned out from the
  Conifer Mine.


  This mine was set in a hollow between three hills. It was a remote spot,
  with a waterfall supplying ample water for washing ore. As a matter of fact
  Strawhan had been right when he had said that it was rich, and there was no
  doubt that when the country was more developed, more would be heard of the
  Conifer Mine.


  At the moment it supported six or seven hardworking miners who had formed
  a little syndicate and bought one stamping machine.


  From the trees at the top of the hills, the three ruffians cast greedy
  eyes on the collection of shacks below. They could see only two men moving
  about, and guessed that the other miners were below working. There was a good
  sized shaft at one end of the property, with an extra large windlass, geared
  for winding.


  "Now's our chance!" whispered Tutt Strawhan. "We'll deal with those two
  first, then we'll have the others at our mercy."


  The ruffians left their horses under the trees, and crept down the slope.
  They kept behind their leader, and the two unsuspecting miners were stooping
  over some newly raised ore when they felt two guns prodding them in the
  back.


  "Up with 'em!" came the voice of Tutt Strawhan. "Step back from
  there."


  Bewildered, trapped by three armed men, the luckless miners stepped back,
  and were at once seized. Their weapons were taken from them, and their arms
  pinioned behind their backs.


  The fact that the miners had been captured would have satisfied most men,
  but not Tutt Strawhan.


  "Take 'em over to the corner an' finish 'em!" he muttered.


  A few moments later a crackle of shots told that his orders had been
  carried out. The men down in the mine still knew nothing of what was
  happening.


  About two minutes later there came a shout from the bottom of the
  mine:


  "Haul away, Eb!"


  Tutt Strawhan nodded to one of his men, who worked the windlass
  vigorously. A great bucket of ore came to the surface, was emptied, and duly
  returned empty.


  In this way the men below were kept in ignorance of any trouble above. It
  gave the Strawhan gang time to search the mine and discover the stock of gold
  dust which had recently been raised.


  They were rather disappointed with what they found. There was much less
  than they had expected, not enough to repay them for their trouble.


  Tutt Strawhan growled with fury.


  "Maybe they keep their dust down below in the mine," he said. "I've heard
  of that being done before. Maybe they've got a store down there. We'll have
  to see."


  It was obviously impossible to descent the shaft while the men were there.
  It would be much too dangerous. Strawhan decided that it would be far better
  to wait until the miners unsuspectingly returned to the surface, and then
  deal with them.


  "We'll shoot all except one, an' keep him to make him tell us where the
  dust is kept," snarled the gang leader. "Meanwhile keep that windlass going.
  They mustn't know anything's wrong."


  So all the afternoon the windlass creaked, and the ore was emptied into a
  pile. Tutt Strawhan did not help with this. He spent most of his time in the
  stone building, with the door closed, peering from the window.


  Whenever any of his new friends came into the shack he seemed to be
  searching under the floorboards for gold, but actually he was watching the
  surrounding slopes, wondering if the Six-Gun Gorilla had yet tracked him
  down.


  At last, just about for o'clock in the afternoon, he saw it!


  It was outlined against the skyline on the eastern side of the hollow.
  Just for a moment it stood there, balancing itself with one hand in a tree,
  the six-gun and the bandolier clearly visible.


  Its head was turned towards the mine, and Tutt Strawhan shivered. It knew
  that he was there! It was coming down to seek him, and if he remained where
  he was he would be trapped!


  Only for a moment did the gorilla show itself, then it dodged down amongst
  the bushes and vanished.


  Tutt Strawhan gave a choking gurgle. Just then one of his gang came in at
  the door and said:


  "They won't be long coming up now. One of 'em shouted that they'd be
  knocking off in half an hour. Better come an' get ready for 'em, Tutt."


  "No!" the gang leader croaked. "We've got to get out of here at once, an'
  by that side of the hollow. I've just seen the—the sheriff an' his
  posse up there on the ridge. I believe they're creeping down the slope. Let's
  get our hosses an' bolt for it."


  The man frowned.


  "Seems to me we made a mistake when we took you on as our leader,
  Strawhan. You've lost your nerve. Why shouldn't we stop here an' face them?
  With these buildings to cover us we'd soon settle them. We'll give you a hand
  to wipe them out, then deal with the miners afterwards. Remember the gold
  dust."


  Strawhan clenched his fists.


  "I say we've got to clear out!" he rasped. "We've got to go—got to!
  Do you hear me?"


  He clutched at the other's arm, and the man thrust him away.


  "Better go by yourself, Strawhan," he growled. "We're not leaving until we
  lay hands on that dust. You go if you want to, but you don't get no share of
  the gold."


  Tutt Strawhan nearly choked with terror. Through the window he could see
  the bushed slope, and could imagine a huge, slinking shape gliding nearer and
  nearer.


  His impulse was to get his horse and ride away at once, yet that would
  mean going alone. It would mean that he would lose his new friends.


  He had a terrible alternative, either to flee alone or stay here at the
  mine and face O'Neil!

  


  
XXIX. — TUTT STRAWHAN SURRENDERS


  The Conifer Mine was a lonely one, one of the loneliest in
  Colorado. Set in a hollow between high hills, it was remote from the world, a
  fit setting for the grim drama which was being played out there.


  Two dead bodies lay in one of the sheds, the bodies of the two miners who
  had been working on the surface when a gang of desperate gunmen had descended
  on the place in search of gold.


  The rest of the group of miners who owned the mine were still down in the
  workings, knowing nothing of the fate of their comrades, or what was awaiting
  them up above.


  For hours the windlass had been worked by the gunmen, who were only
  waiting for the miners to come to the surface in order to shoot all except
  one. That man was to be spared so that he could be questioned and forced to
  tell where the gold dust was hidden.


  Leader of this villainous gang was Tutt Strawhan, a killer with an evil
  reputation in the West. The men who were now working with him had only
  recently come under his leadership, and at the moment they were looking for
  him with contempt and wonder.


  For just when they were about to see the results of their day's work, just
  as the miners were about to come up to the surface and fall into the trap,
  Tutt Strawhan was pleading with his comrades to leave and flee.


  "I tell you we've got to run for it! There's not a moment to spare!" he
  croaked, as he crouched in the only stone-built cabin in the tiny settlement.
  "That sheriff's got a dozen men with him. We've got no chance!"


  Sweat trickled down his face. His mouth quivered with terror. His face was
  ghastly to look upon. It was bewildering to these hardened gunmen that such a
  tough fellow as Tutt Strawhan could be scared because he had seen a sheriff's
  posse approaching.


  That was what he had just told his comrades. He said he had seen the
  sheriff coming through the trees.


  "Nix on that!" growled one of the group. "We're stopping here, sheriff or
  no sheriff! We can deal with him an' the miners as well. If you want to quit,
  Strawhan, get going!"


  No man had ever spoken to Tutt Strawhan like that before without guns
  being drawn, but today he even ignored the insult.


  Although his companions did not know it, Strawhan was in mortal terror of
  something so horrible that he had not even dared tell his new partners of its
  existence. Even now he continued to lie to them.


  Some months before this Tutt Strawhan had been at the height of his power,
  with a well-armed gang. He had heard of the Dragonfly Mine, a rich little
  gold mine owned and worked by an old miner named Bart Masters.


  Masters had worked the mine for seven years, aided by a gorilla which he
  had purchased from a sailor.


  O'Neil was the name Masters had given his pet, and O'Neil had become his
  constant companion. The miner had taught the great beast to be useful in many
  ways. It could dig, bring in firewood, or haul up buckets of ore from the
  mineshaft. What was most important, however, was the fact that he had taught
  it how to handle a revolver!


  The night the Strawhan Gang had arrived at the mine Masters had collected
  all his gold, ten thousand pounds worth, for transport to civilization, for
  he intended to retire from work. The Strawhan Gang had killed him, had
  wounded the chained gorilla, and had made off with the gold.


  O'Neil had recovered, however, and his sorrow and rage had been terrible
  when he had discovered that his master was dead. He had set out on the trail
  of the murderers.


  Ever since then he had hounded the Strawhan Gang. One by one he had killed
  off the gang, until now only Strawhan remained.


  Strawhan had joined up with these other men merely because he was afraid
  to remain alone, and he had not dared tell them of the monster which was
  hunting him.


  It was O'Neil, the Six-Gun Gorilla, which he had just glimpsed amongst the
  trees on the slope, and not a sheriff! O'Neil was coming, and Tutt Strawhan
  knew what that meant.


  A shout from the top of the mineshaft took the other ruffians over to the
  windlass. The miners were wanting to come up. They still knew nothing of the
  fate of their comrades.


  Tutt Strawhan was left alone in the stone cabin. He closed and bolted the
  door. He had decided to remain there. He dared not flee alone. He simply had
  to have these men with him. There was just a chance that they might be able
  to deal with the great creature, but the gang leader had not very much hope
  of that. Revolver bullets seemed to have no effect on O'Neil.


  Over at the shaft the windlass was coming up. Two of the gunmen were
  winding at the handle whilst two others stood by with drawn revolvers.


  An iron bucket came to the surface. Two grimy looking men were standing in
  it, clutching at the rope. As it swung close to the side of the shaft they
  jumped nimbly off.


  Their day's toil was done. They sighed with relief as the cool air struck
  their faces, then gulped when revolvers were jabbed into their sides.


  "Hands up! One shout out o' you, an' it'll be your last!"


  The miners were trapped. Dumbly they gazed around at the four tight-lipped
  men who had awaited them. The bucket was already being sent down for two of
  their comrades. There was no chance of warning them. They themselves were now
  being herded away from the side of the shaft, and their hands were quickly
  roped behind them.


  "What—What's it all mean?" gasped one of them.


  "You'll know in good time," growled one of the gunmen. "You keep your
  mouth shut, or it'll be the worse for you!"


  Two more miners were brought to the surface and likewise trapped. The
  bucket went down for the one remaining miner.


  This one, as he came to the surface, saw the guns leveled before he was
  properly clear of the shaft. So great was his surprise that he lost his
  balance and fell backwards down the shaft. He must have been killed
  instantly.


  That did not worry the gunmen. They drove their four prisoners into a
  corner against the big dump of earth and ore which had been excavated from
  the mine.


  "You guys know what we're here for," snarled one tough, a man named
  Gorman. "We want the gold. Where is it?"


  The miners looked grimly at each other. They were hardworking men who had
  formed a little syndicate to run this property. All their life's work would
  be made worthless if they gave up their store of gold. It was better to die
  than do that.


  "We've sent it all to the nearest bank," croaked one.


  He received a brutal blow in the face.


  "Nix on that!" snarled Gorman. "Don't try to stall us off. We know durn
  well it's here, an' we mean to get it. If someone don't tell us in two
  minutes we'll shoot the little guy with the moustache first, then each of you
  other at intervals of five minutes."


  Gorman meant what he said. The miners saw that they were up against
  utterly ruthless killers. Lives meant nothing to these outlaws. Gold was the
  only thing they craved.


  One of the four miners began to weaken.


  "Better—better tell 'em!" he gasped.


  Crack!


  Gorman had seen that the fellow's nerve was breaking, and had decided to
  take full advantage of it. He had fired a shot within an inch of the miner's
  head.


  "Yes, you'd better tell!" he roared. "Out with it! Where's that gold?"


  In another moment the secret would have been out, but the sudden bark of a
  gun from behind the killers was followed by the collapse of one of the
  outlaws. He had been shot in the back by a heavy .45 bullet.


  The others spun round, and their guns nearly dropped from their hands.
  Their mouths dried with fear when they saw who had fired the shot.


  They had expected to see a sheriff, with perhaps a posse, but what now
  confronted them was a mighty gorilla, well over six feet tall, with a huge
  chest, a face like a fiend, and a smoking gun in its hand.


  A bandolier was across one huge shoulder. Red eyes glared from under
  shaggy brows. O'Neil was on the warpath.


  He had tracked Tutt Strawhan to his spot, and had been creeping up with
  the intention of seizing him unawares, when Gorman had fired that solitary
  shot. The Six-Gun Gorilla had immediately concluded that someone was shooting
  at him. This was his retaliation, and at that short range it had been
  impossible for him to miss.


  "Wh—What is it?" murmured one of the scoundrels, feebly. "It ain't a
  man. It ain't an Injun'!"


  None of them had ever seen a gorilla before. To them it was something
  fantastic, something out of a nightmare. They were too terrified even to use
  their guns.


  O'Neil snarled, and Gorman instinctively tightened his finger on the
  trigger of his gun. He had not intended to fire, but the gun went off with a
  loud report, and a shot struck the ground near O'Neil's foot.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla roared loudly, and fired as rapidly as his hairy
  finger would press the trigger. The bullets went in all directions. The
  captive miners narrowly escaped being hit. One of the remaining three gunmen
  was shot through the head. The other two turned and fled.


  After them went O'Neil. His blood was up. Usually he did not harm ordinary
  men. Today he was angry because he believed that these men who had fired at
  him were friends of Tutt Strawhan's, and were protecting the gang leader.
  O'Neil wanted to smash them or kill them, just as he had killed the rest of
  the Strawhan Gang.


  He covered the ground in great leaps and bounds. He had fired all the
  shots in the chambers of his gun, so that the weapon was useless until
  reloaded.


  The two desperate men fired over their shoulders. Once or twice their
  bullets went close to the gorilla, but the sight of their terrible pursuer
  unnerved the fleeing men so much that they could not aim properly.


  The last the four astonished miners saw of their strange rescuer was
  O'Neil following the two gunmen into the thick scrub on the hillside. Shortly
  afterwards they heard terrible screams and roars.


  Then, to their surprise, the door of the stone store hut opened, and a
  wild-eyed man came running out. At each hip swing a six-gun, but he did not
  attempt to use them.


  Instead he came rushing up to the miners, cut the ropes that bound them,
  and dropped on his knees before them.


  "I'm Tutt Strawhan, the leader of these men who tried to kill you!" he
  babbled. "Take me away from here. Put me under arrest. Lock me up. Do
  anything you like with me, but don't leave me alone with that gorilla!"

  


  
XXX. — THE SEARCH FOR THE SLAYER


  What Strawhan had seen and heard had completely broken his
  never. He was ready to give himself up to the Law rather than come face to
  face with O'Neil lone-handed. The Law might be able to protect him.


  The miners looked at him in amazement.


  "Guess he's crazy!" grunted one of them. "Who did he say he was?"


  "I'm Tutt Strawhan, you must have heard of me! There's a reward of five
  thousand dollars offered for me in this State. You'll get that if you take me
  in. Take me back to Denver—anywhere away from here!"


  He dropped his guns at their feet. One of the miners picked them up.


  "If you're responsible for what's happened here the best thing we can do
  is to shoot you here an' now," he growled.


  Tutt Strawhan looked pleadingly at the miner.


  "No, no, I'm worth five thousand dollars, alive, I tell you!" he
  gasped.


  With trembling fingers he drew a crumpled piece of paper from his pocket,
  and the miners saw that he was speaking the truth. Printed on the bill was a
  photograph of Strawhan, with a list of some of his earlier rimes underneath
  it, and an offer of five thousand dollars if he was brought in alive.


  "It's true enough," murmured the leader of the miners. "He's the guy on
  the picture. Five thousand dollars is a lot o' money. It might be worth while
  handin' the rat over alive."


  "Yes, yes, but you've got to save me from the gorilla!" panted Strawhan,
  clutching at their knees. "He's killed those other men. He's after me. He'll
  be back soon. He's reloading that gun, that's what he's doing. He'll be back
  for me at any time now. Put me somewhere safe. Put me down the mine!"


  "Eh?" demanded the startled miner. "That's an idea. If that gorilla is
  really after him—"


  "It is!" gasped Strawhan. "It's followed me for a month. It's nearly
  driven me mad. I shot its master, an' it's never forgotten. It'll kill me,
  an' you'll lose five thousand dollars unless you put me down the mine."


  The miners muttered amongst themselves. They were beginning to believe
  Strawhan's ravings. They had seen the Six-Gun Gorilla in action, and knew
  that the great beast was quite capable of doing all that Strawhan threatened
  it would do.


  "Down the mine! Down the mine!" whimpered Strawhan.


  Nobody who had know him in his bullying, triumphant days would have
  recognized the notorious Tutt Strawhan now. He was a broken man, seeking
  protection from this terrible monster which had followed him so far.


  The miners finally agreed to Strawhan's plan. They lifted the gang leader
  and put him in the bucket. One of the others climbed in and balanced himself
  beside the prisoner.


  "Lower away!" he growled, and the winch creaked as the other two worked
  the handles. "I'll tie him up and leave him at the head of the tunnel."


  Ten minutes later the man who had taken the gunman down the mine was
  hauled up the shaft. He told his comrades that he had made sure that Strawhan
  would not escape.


  The four miners began to look around the small camp and see the damage
  that had been done by the raiders. They muttered with fury when they came
  across the bodies of their dead comrades.


  They carried the two bodies to the store room and covered them over with
  sacks. They were so busy doing this that they did not see the monstrous
  figure which stumbled across the clearing.


  They did not know of its approach until a shadow fell across the door, and
  they hurriedly turned to find themselves face to face with the Six-Gun
  Gorilla.


  He was pointing his revolver at them, and instinctively two of the four
  men raised their hands into the air. O'Neil did not fire. He did not make a
  sound, but his lips moved in a noiseless snarl. His fierce eyes were
  searching the room.


  He saw the two covered figures, and snarled. He knew that these two men
  were dead. Slowly, walking awkwardly on his massive hind legs, he cross the
  room and jerked away the sacks. He wanted to see the faces of the dead men.
  He wanted to know if Strawhan was one of those still figures.


  A grunt escape him when he saw that this was not the case. He turned, and
  without paying any more attention to the four trembling miners, he went from
  the hut.


  They watched him lumber into the shack in which they lived, and heard him
  opening and closing doors. They saw him peer into the wood shed where they
  kept their stamping machine. O'Neil did not miss a single corner.


  "Strawhan told the truth!" whispered one miner. "The brute's looking for
  him. He doesn't want anything to do with us."


  Fascinated and frightened by the strange sight they watched closely as the
  Six-Gun Gorilla completed his tour of inspection of the mining camp. As he
  neared the end of his search, and proved to his satisfaction that the man he
  wanted was not in the camp, O'Neil flew into a rage. He put his gun back in
  its holster and beat his chest with his clenched fists, roaring at the same
  time in a voice that could have been heard a mile away.


  Thus, O'Neil expressed his disappointment at his failure to find the man
  he sought. The shivering miners remained under cover. One of them suggested
  getting the express rifle and trying to shoot the animal, but the others
  checked him. They said that it was better to leave their visitor alone. He
  might go away soon.


  On one occasion O'Neil went to the head of the mineshaft and sniffed. It
  looked as though he had discovered the hiding place of the man he sought, but
  evidently he was not certain about it. He shook his head dubiously, then
  ambled away, snorting and roaring in turn.


  He was puzzled and bewildered. The tracks of Tutt Strawhan led to the
  mining camp, yet the man was not here. The brain of the gorilla could not
  cope with this.


  It was lucky for the miners that he did not turn on them, or suspect that
  they were hiding his hated foe. He vented his rage on some trees, uprooting
  them as easily as if they had been bushes, then he went back into the scrub
  and vanished from sight.


  The miners sighed with relief.


  By this time it was getting dark, and the miners ventured to light a stove
  and prepare a meal. Sitting round the crude table, talking over the amazing
  events of the day, by the light of an oil lamp, they suddenly became
  conscious of a face at the window.


  It was the hideous face of O'Neil. His flat nose was pressed to the window
  pane, and his fierce eyes were scanning the room. For two or three minutes he
  remained motionless, then he turned and vanished into the darkness.


  One of the miners licked his lips.


  "He's still around," he growled. "He doesn't intend to give up. He means
  to get Strawhan at some time or other. Think he guesses we've got him stowed
  away?"


  None of his comrades would say, but they did not eat their supper after
  that. They had lost their appetites.


  They did not sleep a wink that night, though they barricaded themselves in
  their shack. They could hear O'Neil prowling around the camp. He was still on
  the watch for Tutt Strawhan. He still had a feeling that his enemy was
  somewhere in the vicinity.


  Morning found the miners dark-eyed and weary. There was nothing to be seen
  of the Six-Gun Gorilla, but his footprints were all over the place. The
  miners guessed that he was not far away.


  They were almost afraid to go down the mine with food and water for the
  prisoner. They feared that O'Neil might notice them and guess what they were
  doing.


  However, that morning he did not appear at all, and the miners began to
  think that he had really gone away. They began to discuss what they should
  do.


  They wanted to report what had happened to the nearest sheriff, and to
  hand over their prisoner. The sooner they did this the sooner they could
  apply for the reward. They discussed ways and means of handing Strawhan
  over.


  None of them was inclined to remain at the mine alone. They decided to
  shut the place up for a while, and all accompany their prisoner to the
  nearest settlement, which was a good twenty miles distant. How to smuggle
  Strawhan past the gorilla was their greatest problem.


  By now they were determined to protect Strawhan at any cost, simply
  because he was worth five thousand dollars to them alive.


  In the end they decided to wait for two days, by which time O'Neil would
  almost certainly have left the neighborhood.


  The two days passed. Strawhan remained a prisoner in the mine, never once
  complaining of his fate. He felt safe there. He would have remained there
  forever quite willingly.


  The miners went down to him on the third morning and said that they were
  going to take him to Loshkosh Valley, which was the nearest settlement to the
  mining camp. Strawhan licked his lips feverishly and demanded:


  "The gorilla—where is it?"


  "We haven't seen it for nearly three days," growled one of the miners.
  "It's cleared off somewhere else. We mean to leave here at dusk tonight, an'
  ride straight through. We've got a hoss for you."


  Strawhan said that he would like to remain in the mine for another week in
  order to make sure that the Six-Gun Gorilla had gone. The miners refused this
  request, and they set about making preparations for their departure. The
  prisoner was brought up from the mine and lodged in their shack. They
  collected the hidden gold dust, and saddled their horses.


  The horses were already tethered outside the shack, and the miners were
  collecting a few articles of clothing to stuff into their duffle bags, when
  there came the sound of a terrific commotion outside. The horses were rearing
  on their hind legs, kicking, squealing and trying to break loose.


  Tutt Strawhan made a dive for the underside of the table.


  "The gorilla!" he gasped. "It's back again. The horses have scented it.
  That's why they're scared. Save me! It'll be here in a minute! It can smell
  me!"


  The miners knew that the killer was right. One of them reported that he
  could see the dark figure of the gorilla crossing the clearing, obviously
  making for their shack. O'Neil's gun was still at his hip. He was sniffing
  the air as though he detected something that interested him.


  "He can smell me! He can smell me!" repeated Strawhan.

  


  
XXXI. — THE BLOCKADED MINE


  "We'll soon fix that!" growled one of the miners, and he
  opened a bottle of strong smelling hair oil, which he kept for use for his
  occasional visits to a town, and emptied it on the floor.


  The scent was almost overpowering. It made the other men cough. Strawhan
  whimpered to silence as he crouched under the table in the darkest corner of
  the room.


  Someone rattled at the door. O'Neil was trying to lift the latch, and
  could not. He was coming to make another inspection.


  Angered by his failure to open the door, the Six-Gun Gorilla gave it a
  terrific punch with his fist, and two panels burst inwards. The miners
  cowered back against the wall, screening the hidden man with their legs.


  The head of the gorilla came through the hole, and his broad nostrils
  twitched as he got the scent of the hair oil. He glanced round the room
  inquisitively.


  O'Neil could not see Strawhan, and he certainly could not smell him. He
  could smell nothing but the hair oil.


  Grumbling and grunting to himself, he withdrew his head and ambled away,
  leaving behind him a ruined door and five thoroughly frightened men.


  Suddenly one of the miners lost his temper. "Durn it!" he growled. "How
  long are we going to put up with this? We can't always sit around here
  because a durn gorilla says so! We've got to do something about it. We'll
  simply have to kill it somehow. What about trying to trap it?"


  The rest of the miners liked the idea. Whilst Strawhan remained on the
  floor afraid to let himself be seen through the window, they discussed how
  they could trap the gorilla.


  One of them remembered how an enormous bear had been trapped in Kansas
  after it had terrorized a whole camp for a month. He described the trap which
  had been used.


  "Trouble is to know what to use for bait," he grunted. "What do these
  gorillas eat? What do they like best? You ought to know, Strawhan."


  Tutt Strawhan did not know, and was in no condition to make suggestions.
  None of the miners knew anything about gorillas, but one said that he thought
  that fruit was a favorite food with the great apes.


  To get fruit up at the mining camp was out of the question. The miners had
  none. Then they decided to try something sweet. They had several posts of jam
  and honey. Those might do the trick.


  Far into the night the planning men talked, and the next morning, when
  they had made sure that the gorilla was not watching, they smuggled Tutt
  Strawhan back in the mine.


  Then they set to work to make their trap, a huge, clumsy affair of massive
  timers. It was to have a dropdoor with iron bars, and the "bait" was a plank
  of wood heavily smeared with honey and jam.


  They set it up near their own shack, and felt sure that when O'Neil made
  his next tour of inspection he would nose inside the trap to see if Strawhan
  was hidden there. If the gorilla as much as touched the plank on which the
  jam was spread, the heavy door would come down.


  The miners were proud of their trap, and the man who took Strawhan his
  meal that evening told the killer that he would not need to worry much
  longer. O'Neil would soon be in the trap, and once he was caught the miners
  would find means of killing him.


  That evening they went to their bunks keyed up with excitement. They took
  it in turn to keep awake to listen for the thud of the door of the trap.


  The first part of the night passed without incident. It must have been
  about three o'clock in the morning when the watching miner roused his
  comrades and whispered that he heard O'Neil prowling about.


  Loud snuffling and snorting made it obvious that the Six-Gun Gorilla was
  on the prowl again. The miners heard him open and close several doors. O'Neil
  was leaving nothing to chance.


  The four watching men looked at each other excitedly as they heard the
  sinister noises close outside the shack. The gorilla was nearing the trap.
  They heard him stop and grunt again. He had seen the trap for the first time,
  and was examining it.


  Then came the sound for which they had earnestly hoped—the heavy
  thud which told them that the massive door of the trap had closed. A roar
  from the trapped gorilla followed.


  The four men dashed for the door of their shack. They almost wedged
  themselves in the doorway in their eagerness to get out. From the huge cage
  came the most terrible din imaginable. O'Neil seemed to have gone mad.


  The miners reached the trap and found it rocking to and fro, in spite of
  its weight. O'Neil was safely inside, and had hold of the iron bars with his
  powerful hands, shaking and straining at them in a desperate effort to break
  free.


  "Not this time, me beauty!" jeered one of the miners. "Those bars would
  stand the weight of an elephant. You won't get out of there. We're sorry for
  you, old pal, but you've sure made yourself a nuisance. We'll have to shoot
  you."


  One of the miners had brought an express rifle. It was loaded and ready.
  He tried to maneuver it into a position from which he could put a bullet
  through the gorilla's brain, but the light was not good, and it took him some
  time to find the right position.
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    As O'Neil strained at the bars of the cage, one of

    the miners squeezed the trigger of his express rifle.

  
 


  Crack!


  He had fired at last, but at that same second O'Neil had dropped on all
  fours. Instead of going through his brain as intended the shot just grazed
  his back.


  He gave vent to a roar which outdid all his previous efforts. Then, with
  remarkable speed for such a clumsy looking animal, he snatched for his
  revolver.


  Bart Masters had trained his pet to be quick on the draw, and before those
  astonished miners knew what was happening a fusillade of bullets was whining
  about them.


  O'Neil was no marksman. He just pointed a gun and pulled the trigger, but
  that could produce results at times, and one of the miners groaned as his arm
  was shattered by a bullet.


  It happened to be the man with the express rifle, and in his eagerness to
  get away from the gorilla he dropped the rifle on the ground, not many feet
  from the bars of the trap.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla knew that it was this weapon which had been fired at
  him. One long, hairy arm came out between the bars of the trap, and a moment
  later the rifle was in his grasp. The next minute O'Neil had snapped the gun
  across his knee.


  The miners hastily scattered for cover. They had forgotten that the
  Six-Gun Gorilla was armed! They had forgotten that they had trapped something
  almost human, which could hit back.


  Seeing that he had driven his foes away O'Neil squatted down in the bottom
  of the trap and proceeded to reload his revolver. The miners peered at him
  from a safe distance.


  They had lost the only rifle they had possessed. The only weapons they had
  now were revolvers, and they knew well enough that an ordinary revolver
  bullet would do very little damage to O'Neil.


  Their plan to trap O'Neil had seemed a good one the previous evening. Now
  they were not so pleased with it. All they had done was to trap O'Neil and
  annoy him. Whether they could keep him in the trap or not was a different
  matter. They had only intended holding him there the few minutes that it
  would have taken to kill him. Already a terrific din from the direction of
  the cage indicated that he was breaking his way out.


  The bars were too strong even for O'Neil, but he had got his thick finger
  between two baulks of timber, and was slowly but surely prying them apart.
  Once he got his whole arm into the gap he gave a heave which burst the trap
  asunder, then walked out without further trouble.


  His gun was in his hand. His eyes were angry. Low, rumbling noises came
  from the depths of his throat, and the watching miners trembled. They felt
  sure that O'Neil was going to avenge himself on them. They drew their
  revolvers in readiness.


  O'Neil had no desire to kill anyone except Tutt Strawhan, however. The
  gorilla was furious, but not in a murderous mood. Instead of going after the
  miners the Six-Gun Gorilla went to their quarters and avenged itself by
  smashing everything in the place. O'Neil finished his work by throwing the
  remains of the miners' belongings out through the door. Then he stalked
  majestically away.


  It was just as though he had said:


  "Let that be a lesson to you. Don't try any tricks on me again."


  The miners licked their parched lips and crept board to tidy up the
  wreckage. It was not so easy to get rid of the Six-Gun Gorilla after all. It
  seemed ridiculous that four fully grown, intelligent men should be blockaded
  in this fashion by a gorilla, but such was the case.


  It began to look as though Tutt Strawhan would spend the rest of his life
  in the mine, and as though that five thousand dollars' reward would never be
  secured.


  Daylight was showing over the mountains when the leader of the miners had
  another brainwave.


  "I've got it!" he whooped. "You saw how we fooled the gorilla in the shack
  when Strawhan hid under the table. The gorilla couldn't see Strawhan or smell
  him, so it didn't think he was there."


  "Well?" chorused the other men.


  "We can do that in another way!" snapped the leader. "We'll make a box
  like a coffin, big enough to hold Strawhan, an' we'll paint it all over with
  that Stockholm tar we've got. That stinks like anything. We'll put it on
  thick. Then we'll get Strawhan inside the box an' take him away right under
  the nose of the gorilla. I'll bet that after one sniff of the tar the brute
  will go away."


  The idea seemed a good one. The miners set to work making the box, whilst
  Tutt Strawhan remained hidden in the mine, still in a state of acute terror,
  and whilst O'Neil roamed the slopes around the camp, still intent on
  discovering what had happened to the man who had murdered his master.

  


  
XXXII. — WILL THE TAR TRICK O'NEIL?


  The Confer Mine was one of the loneliest in Colorado, and
  for several days it had been blockaded...by a gorilla.


  Four miners only remained alive in the place, but there was a fifth man
  down at the bottom of the mine, who had his arms tied behind him, and his
  ears strained for sounds from above.


  Tutt Strawhan was his name, and he was a gunman with an evil reputation.
  There had been a time when he had been the leader of the most feared gang in
  Colorado. But at the moment he was in fear of his life, glad to be kept at
  the bottom of the deep shaft.


  Some months before this, when he had a large gang around him, he had heard
  of a small gold mine owned and worked by an old miner named Bart Masters.


  Masters had worked the mine for seven years, aided by a gorilla, which he
  had purchased from a sailor.


  O'Neil was the name he had given it, and O'Neil had become his constant
  companion. The miner had taught the great beast to be useful in many ways. It
  could dig, bring in firewood, or haul up buckets of ore from the mineshaft,
  and what was more important, it had been taught to use a revolver.


  Then the Strawhan gang had arrived, shot Masters, wounded the chained
  gorilla, and had made off with about then thousand pounds' worth of gold.


  O'Neil had recovered, and had nearly gone mad when he had discovered that
  his master was dead. He had set out on the trail of the murderers.


  Ever since then he had hounded the gang. One by one he had killed them
  off, until now only Strawhan remained.


  Accompanied by several other toughs, Tutt Strawhan had come to the Conifer
  Mine to rob it. They had all been killed when the gorilla had arrived on the
  scene, and now Strawhan was glad to be the prisoner of the remaining
  miners.


  He had even convinced them that he was worth five thousand dollars, the
  reward they would be given if they got him to the nearest sheriff alive. The
  gunman preferred to be in the hands of the law rather than suffer the end
  O'Neil would give him. He knew there might be a chance of escape from the
  sheriff later on.


  But when the miners had attempted to take their prisoner to the nearest
  settlement they had come up against a difficulty.


  O'Neil was still waiting for Strawhan. The Six-Gun Gorilla had already
  searched the mine buildings on more than one occasion, trying to find the man
  whom he had followed for so long.


  The miners had tried to kill the huge brute and had failed. They had
  captured O'Neil, but he had escaped from the trap.


  He watched the mine like a lynx. If the miners had attempted to ride away
  with Strawhan he would have pounced.


  At last they had thought out what appeared to be a good plan. They knew
  O'Neil tracked Strawhan by both sight and smell. If O'Neil could neither see
  nor smell the gang leader, he would not know he was there.


  That was why the miners were engaged in making a big, stout, wooden case
  shaped something like a coffin. It was intended for the transport of
  Strawhan. The miners had explained to him about it, and he was quite prepared
  to travel in that fashion as long as they took precautions to prevent the
  gorilla from smelling him out.


  This the miners were going to do by painting the case thickly with strong
  smelling Stockholm tar.


  So they worked as rapidly as they could, only stopping once when a shadow
  fell across them, and they looked up to find O'Neil looming over them.


  He had seen the closed box which they were preparing to smooth down for
  paint, and he was suspicious.


  Well over six feet tall, with a broad, barrel-like chest, the gorilla was
  a terrifying sight apart from the gunbelt and the bandolier which he
  wore.


  They scattered as he advanced upon them, one huge paw outstretched. He
  gripped the long box, and with one mighty heave had it upside down.


  The hinged lid fell open, revealing nothing inside. The Six-Gun Gorilla
  sniffed and peered into the interior, then walked away.


  He was no longer interested in the box. He had believed it might hold
  Strawhan. He saw that he had been mistaken.


  The miners watched him retreat to his usual position on the hill
  overlooking the mine, then mopped their foreheads.


  "I thought we were goners that time!" muttered one man. "He looked as
  though he understood what we were up to. I believe that gorilla can think
  like a man."


  "Rot!" grunted another. "Of course he can't. It's just instinct with him.
  He's as stupid as any other animal."


  His companions did not agree with him. They could not imagine any stupid
  animal using a gun as expertly as O'Neil did.


  The case was finished just before nightfall and duly tarred. By the time
  the mines had finished doing this, the case looked like a sinister black
  coffin.


  After taking every precaution to see that the coast was clear, they
  lowered the coffin to the bottom of the mineshaft, and two of them went down
  the rope.


  Down there by the light of a lantern they lifted the once feared gunman
  into the box, and closed the lid. Holes had been left so that he would not
  suffocate for want of air.


  The box with its occupant was then attached to the rope which ran to the
  hoist, and the other two miners hauled it to the top of the shaft.


  The two miners who had done the work below next came up, and in due course
  the four of them hoisted the heavy box to the back of a horse, and lashed it
  in place.


  "There's no sign of him," one of them told the trembling Strawhan through
  an air hole. "You can take it easy, but don't make a row whatever
  happens."


  "Trust me!" replied the man inside. "Hurry up an' get going."


  The miners had taken all the things they needed for the journey, and their
  horses were ready. Before long they were on their way up the narrow trail
  leading to the top of the valley.


  One man rode in front, leading the horse to which the box and some camping
  equipment was tied. The other three miners came behind.


  All of them were breathless with excitement. Since O'Neil had smashed
  their only rifle, they had nothing but revolvers with which to defend
  themselves. They knew that these weapons were almost useless against
  O'Neil.


  As they neared the top of the valley they scanned the surrounding bushes
  anxiously.


  The four miners reached the edge of the woods beyond the valley, and the
  horse of the leading miner suddenly reared. A gigantic shape dropped out of a
  tree right in front of the horse. The frightened beast would have turned and
  bolted if a hairy hand had not seized the rein and held it fast.


  The new arrival was O'Neil.


  He made no sound, but his lips were drawn back from his long fangs in a
  snarl. His eyes glowed savagely.


  The four miners swallowed hard.


  Now their plan to save Strawhan from the gorilla would be put to the test.
  Their hears beat violently as they checked their horses and watched O'Neil
  sniffing the air.


  It was the big box on the second horse that interested him. He reached up
  and touched the ropes by which it was tied to the animal's back. The horse at
  once reared, and the ropes broke.


  To the horror of the watching miners, the case crashed upside down on to
  the ground.


  If Strawhan had uttered a sound at that moment he would have been lost,
  but such was his fear of the huge animal outside that he kept his mouth
  shut.


  The gorilla turned the case up on one end, and sniffed it closely. Then it
  wrinkled its nose, shook its head, and turned away.


  The miners glanced at each other in triumph. The Stockholm tar had done
  the trick. It had such a strong smell that O'Neil could scent nothing
  else.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla stalked away down the slope towards the camp.


  He had not the slightest objection to these four men going away. He wanted
  only one person, and he still believed him to be somewhere in the mine.


  Hardly yet able to believe their good luck, the four miners again lashed
  the box to the horse, soothed their mounts, and rode swiftly away.


  Before they had gone very far they heard a mighty roaring, and a sound
  like a drum being beaten.


  O'Neil had again searched the mining camp without success, and was again
  expressing his anger and disappointment by hammering on his chest.


  He knew that he was being tricked, but he could not understand how.

  


  
XXXIII. — THE MAN WHO REFUSED TO BE RESCUED


  Never had four men travelled faster than those four miners
  as they rode from the Conifer Mine. All through the night they travelled, and
  when they were about a dozen miles from the mine they suggested taking
  Strawhan out of the box and letting him ride the horse.


  The gunman refused the offer point blank.


  "Let me stay in here," he pleaded. "The gorilla might come back again.
  Leave me where I am. I feel safer here. Don't take any risks yet."


  So the miners left him where he was, and as dawn was breaking they sighted
  the little township for which they had been heading. It was a small place,
  but it had a sheriff's office, and there were a good many men in the district
  who were willing to form a posse when required. For that reason the place had
  become the recognized centre of law and order in that region.


  The little procession pulled up outside the sheriff's office just as that
  worthy sleepily opened the door.


  "Hey, Sheriff, we've got a prisoner for you, one worth five thousand
  dollars!" cried one of the miners.


  "Eh, what's that? What are you talking about?" demanded the sheriff.


  "About Tutt Strawhan, who's wanted for a dozen murders," replied the
  miner, and he pulled out the reward notice which Strawhan had given them to
  prove his identity. "It says that five thousand dollars' reward is offered
  for him."


  Sheriff Lucas read through the notice.


  "Yes, the State would be willing to give five thousand dollars for Tutt
  Strawhan, but he's been out of the district for some time," he grunted.


  "He's back again now," said the miner gleefully. "We've got him."


  The sheriff snorted impatiently.


  "Who are you trying to fool?" he growled.


  The miners looked for them cautiously, straining their eyes to make sure
  there was no telltale cloud of dust on the horizon that might be O'Neil.


  All seemed clear however, and one of them pointed to the black box.


  "He's in there," he said.


  Sheriff Lucas looked disappointed.


  "I don't want the job o' burying him," he grunted. "What made you get a
  coffin for him? I'd have left him for the coyotes."


  "But he's not dead!" protested one of the men, as he helped to loosen the
  ropes. "He's in there alive. We wanted to carry him inside this box. If you
  take our tip you'll keep him there most of the time, or you'll lose him."


  Between them they miners carried their burden into the office, locked the
  door behind the astonished sheriff, then raised the lid of the box. The
  sheriff took one look at the half-suffocated man inside, and his eyes
  bulged.


  "By hookey, it is Strawhan!" he gasped. "It's the rat himself! I'd never
  have believed it possible. How did you manage to take him? He swore he'd
  never be taken alive."


  "He gave himself up," was the reply. "He begged us to take him and bring
  him somewhere like this. You see, there's a gorilla after him."


  "A gorilla! Are you crazy?"


  "Not a chance," chorused the miners. "We've seen the brute a hundred
  times. It's after him right enough—and with a gun."


  The idea of a gorilla being after anyone in Colorado, least of all a
  gorilla with a gun, seemed ridiculous to Sheriff Lucas.


  But the miners told their story, warned him never to let the gorilla get
  near Strawhan, and asked how long it would be before they got the reward.


  Sheriff Lucas rubbed his chin.


  "I don't handle that," he said. "It's a State matter. I'll take him into
  Denver, an' then I'll give in the names of you men as being entitled to the
  reward. But as for this gorilla—"


  "It's the most dangerous thing in the world!" croaked Strawhan. "It has
  the strength of ten men, an' can shoot straight. It's killed all my pals, one
  after the other. Now it wants to get me. It's after me day and night, but
  I'll cheat it. You'll have to look after me—you'll have to. I'm your
  prisoner."


  The five men finally convinced the sheriff what fear the great creature
  had inspired, and how serious a menace it was. He took Strawhan to the
  innermost of the two cells which the lockup possessed.


  "Don't you worry, Strawhan," he said grimly. "If it's the last thing I do
  in life I'm going to see you hanged. No gorilla is going to take you from me.
  Tomorrow we start for Denver, an' there you'll be tried."


  "Can't we start today?" asked the terrified gunman.


  "We can't!" was the emphatic reply, and another door closed with a thud
  behind the departing sheriff.


  "Guess we'd best say nothing about the gorilla to the folks in town,"
  muttered the sheriff to the four men who had brought him his important
  prisoner. "It ain't likely to come as far as this, an' we don't want to scare
  people for nothing."


  The miners agreed, and so it was that when the news spread through the
  township that day that Tutt Strawhan had been brought in, nothing was said
  about the reason why he had surrendered. Everyone though he had been taken in
  a gun fight.


  Amongst those who heard the news were two dark, quiet looking men who had
  been standing all day in one of the saloons, and presently strolled out to
  their horses.


  "Hear that? Tutt Strawhan's been taken. They must have got him in a tight
  corner," murmured one of the men. "Remember the time we did that Greenbank
  robbery with him, an' netted two thousand dollars each? Reckon we owe it to
  him to get him out of jail."


  "You bet!" replied his companion in a whisper. "We'll wait till it's dark.
  That lockup ain't very strong."


  So the two men who had once been friends of the notorious gunman planned
  to rescue him, little guessing that that was the last thing Strawhan would
  have wished them to do.


  Their chance did not come till after dark, and only then because a couple
  of roughnecks from the mining camp blew into the town and started a fight in
  one of the saloons.


  Sheriff Lucas rushed to the spot to try to restore order, and the lockup
  was for the time being unattended.


  The two strangers made their way round to the back of the place, force a
  window, and climbed inside.


  There was yet another door barring them from the corridor leading to the
  two cells, and they had some difficulty in getting this open. If there had
  not been such an uproar going on in the town they would certainly have been
  heard.


  At last they reached the door of Strawhan's cell, and one of them
  called:


  "Tutt Strawhan, are you there? It's Baldy Peters speaking."


  "Yes, I'm here, Baldy. What the heck's the matter?" asked the prisoner,
  who had been dozing until the recent outburst of noise. "What's going
  on?"


  "Never you mind," was the answer. "Keep out of the way of that lock!"


  "Hey!" came the alarmed cry. "What's the idea? Don't—"


  Crack!


  Baldy Peters had drawn his gun and fired into the lock of the door. The
  bullet shattered the lock, and the door of the cell swung open. When the
  smoke cleared, the would-be rescuers saw Tutt Strawhan pressed against the
  wall, regarding them with horror and anger.


  "Get out!" he roared. "Leave me alone! What have you come butting in here
  for?"


  Baldy Peters and his companion stared in blank amazement.


  "But you're free, Tutt, free to go!" they gasped. "There are plenty of
  hosses about, an' there's a scrimmage goin' on down the street. All the guys
  in town are too busy to notice anything up here. You can make a bolt for
  it."


  As they spoke they got hold of Strawhan's arms and tried to pull him
  towards the door. To their surprise the prisoner tore himself free, pushed
  them violently into the corridor, and slammed the door, holding it with his
  weight.


  "Go away, I say, go away!" he panted. "I don't want to escape. It's still
  after me. If I went out there it might get me. This way I have a few weeks to
  live, and maybe in Denver I can escape. I don't want to be out where you are.
  Beat it!"


  It was amazing to see a prisoner holding the door against the men who
  wished to rescue him. The two bandits were still staring in amazement when
  fresh uproar outside, more shots, and the sound of running feet near the
  lockup made them think the sheriff was returning.


  "He's mad! Come on!" hissed Baldy Peters, and he and his companion made
  for the back door with all possible speed.


  Something out of the ordinary was certainly going on in the street
  outside. People were bellowing and shouting as though in fear. Amidst the din
  men could be heard crying:


  "But what is it? It's got a gun!"


  Tutt Strawhan heard these shouts, and turned a ghastly grey. He guessed
  what was happening. The Six-Gun Gorilla had arrived in the township, and was
  scaring everyone.


  The prisoner groaned when he saw his cell door swing open directly he took
  his weight from it. If the gorilla smelled him out it would break its way
  into the jail, and he would be cornered. The lockless cell would no longer
  protect him.


  Suddenly Strawhan remembered the cell next to him. He had seen the key in
  the lock.


  Quickly he slipped out of his cell, slithered into the adjoining one,
  locked the door, and took the key with him to the furthest corner of the
  small chamber. A bunk had been constructed along the end wall, and there were
  blankets on it. Tutt Strawhan stretched himself out at full length and
  covered himself over the blankets.


  The noise in the street increased. People seemed to be running. Tutt
  Strawhan longed to look out of the small window and see what was happening,
  but he did not dare show himself.


  As a matter of fact the Six-Gun Gorilla had arrived at the town in an
  angry mood. After searching the mine over and over again, he had decided that
  the four miners must have had something to do with Strawhan's
  disappearance.


  No sooner had O'Neil decided this than he set off after them.


  So when he arrived at this little town he was on the trail of the four
  miners, and his entry into the main street was rather like that of a
  bloodhound on the scent.


  It one of the saloons a mechanical piano was playing. Someone had put in
  the necessary coin.


  O'Neil stopped and stared. Music always interested him. It even made him
  forget why he had come to the town.


  The evening was close, so the saloon door was open. Luckily it was a wide
  one, or the gigantic O'Neil would never have got through it.


  He lurched into the room, and the first thing the group of men near the
  piano knew of his entry was when he fired a shot at the ceiling. It was his
  way of calling attention to himself.


  It certainly worked. The occupants of the saloon spun round as one man,
  and their hands reached for their guns. They thought that perhaps another
  drunken miner had come in to shoot the place up.


  But when they saw the hairy monster with the smoking gun in its fist they
  forgot to draw their own guns. All they could do was stare as if they had
  been petrified.


  O'Neil slowly and deliberately made for the piano. He had no interest in
  anything else. He could see the keys bouncing up and down under the glass
  cover, and he was nodding his head in time to the music.

  


  
XXXIV. — THE LURE OF THE MUSIC


  The men in the saloon shrank away from him, but there were
  four of their number who did more than that. They were the four miners who
  had brought Tutt Strawhan into the town, and they had been standing at one
  side of the saloon. Directly they saw the awful visitor they slipped quietly
  towards the door. A few moments later they were outside, running through the
  streets, shouting for the sheriff.


  "The gorilla's here!" they yelled. "The gorilla's here! Look out for Tutt
  Strawhan!"


  Back in the saloon the music suddenly stopped. O'Neil waited a few moments
  for it to begin again, then roared with rage when no sound came from the
  piano. He stamped his hairy foot, and brandished his gun.


  He wanted the music to begin again. With one huge hand he took hold of the
  end of the mechanical piano and shook it vigorously. That did not start the
  music.


  One of the watching men realized his trouble and thought that the music
  might keep this terrible intruder quiet a little longer. He hurriedly slipped
  in the necessary coin to make the piano go once more.


  It looked as though those men would have to keep the piano supplied with
  coins all night long, for O'Neil never tired of music.


  So whilst the music played the four miners brought the warning to the
  sheriff.


  "If you don't come quickly you'll lose Strawhan!" the miners told the
  lawman. "The Six-Gun Gorilla is here and on the warpath."


  The sheriff wasted no time. Unslinging his guns, he followed the four
  determined men back towards the lockup. They were eager to help him because
  they wanted to get their reward.


  The first place they visited was the lockup, to make sure O'Neil had not
  already been there.


  Their disgust and alarm when they saw that the back door was open, the
  inside door forced, and the cell where Strawhan had been now empty, can
  hardly be imagined.


  "He's gone! This wasn't the gorilla's work, or there'd be more damage
  done. His friends must have rescued him!" roared the sheriff. "He's gone, the
  skunk, an' we were worrying about protecting him from the gorilla."


  The man under the blankets in the adjoining cell did not move. He was too
  terrified, afraid to speak lest the hairy monster outside should hear and
  recognize his voice.


  So he let the miners and the sheriff go away believing that he had
  escaped. He heard them rushing down the street, and wished they had closed
  the door of the lockup behind them. The more doors he had between him and the
  open the better he was pleased.


  The angry miners saw their hopes of five thousand dollars fading. They
  blamed the sheriff. They were wrangling as they went along, until some men
  came hurrying up to the sheriff to tell him that the Six-Gun Gorilla was in
  one of the saloons.


  "To all accounts the brute's done more than enough damage," growled the
  sheriff, who was anxious to arrest someone to make up for his lost prisoner.
  "I'll fix that gorilla for good this time."


  When he and the four miners arrived at the saloon they were amazed to hear
  no uproar, but the strains of the mechanical music being wafted on the
  evening air. They tip-toed to the door of the saloon and peeped in.


  Just then the music stopped again, but O'Neil knew what to do now. He
  grabbed for the nearest man and turned him upside down in his powerful
  grip.
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    O'Neil turned the nearest onlooker upside down and shook
    out

    the coins that were needed to make the piano resume playing.

  
 


  The money in the man's pocket rolled to the floor, and the giant ape
  grabbed a handful of it, trying coin after coin until he found one that
  fitted the slot.


  Then the music began again.


  The five men at the door could hardly believe their eyes. The men beside
  the piano had seen the new arrivals, but dared not shout out or move towards
  them for fear of enraging the gorilla.


  Because of the presence of so many men round the gorilla the sheriff and
  his four allies could not open fire. The miners had told the sheriff that
  revolvers were useless against O'Neil, and the lawman had fetched two
  rifles.


  The music rippled on. It was only tinny, untuneful stuff, but the Six-Gun
  Gorilla though it was wonderful. He was swaying in time with it.


  "It's a sure thing he had nothin' to do with Strawhan gettin' clear,"
  muttered one of the miners huskily. "We ought to be lookin' for Strawhan
  instead of standin' here."


  The sheriff nodded his head in agreement, and hurried after the four
  miners, who were setting out to scour the neighborhood for a sign of the
  missing man.


  Meanwhile O'Neil continued to rock to and fro in time with the music. He
  did not care how long the musical party continued. He was quite happy,
  nodding his head and beating time with his revolver.


  Not a man dared to leave his side. They all feared that that would draw
  his wrath upon them.


  Back in the lockup Strawhan began to notice that the town had become quiet
  again, and he sat up in his cell. There was no longer any uproar in the
  streets. Somewhere he could hear the strains of music, but that was the only
  sound. The panic must have subsided.


  Did that mean that O'Neil had gone away?


  Hardly able to believe that this was possible, Strawhan got up and went to
  the window of the cell and looked out. The street outside was deserted. There
  seemed to be no sign of trouble. He rubbed his chin and wondered what he
  should do.


  He felt safer under cover, but still this was a great chance to get away
  altogether again. From what he had heard since he had been a prisoner he knew
  full well that he would be hanged after trial. Why be hanged when he might
  get clean away and outwit both the police and the gorilla?


  The rest in the lockup had calmed his nerves. He felt fit to face danger
  again, through one glimpse of the gorilla would have thrown him into a
  panic.


  Cautiously the killer unlocked the door of the cell and let himself out.
  All other doors had been left open. He only had to walk out to be free, but
  before he went he took something which was hanging on the wall over the
  sheriff's desk. It was a large, useful looking revolver. Strawhan was armed
  again.


  In the same desk he found ammunition. It made him fell twice as brave to
  know that he could now defend himself.


  A few minutes later he was outside in the narrow alley at the back of the
  main street. He meant to avoid the main street, and dodged from cover to
  cover until he was on the edge of town.


  His sense of smell guided him to a stable where two horses were
  contentedly eating. He picked the better of the pair, and was soon mounted
  and riding away in the opposite direction to that taken by Sheriff Lucas and
  his volunteer posse.


  Luck had certainly been with Tutt Strawhan that night, though as he rode
  he kept his eyes on the shadows, and felt his heart thump every time the wind
  rustled the bushes.


  At the saloon the music suddenly stopped with a clatter. This time it was
  not because another coin was needed, but because the machine had broken
  altogether. The long-suffering spring had finally given out.


  O'Neil tried his best to push in another coin. It bent in his powerful
  grip. He roared with anger, and the men in the saloon winced and crouched
  back in alarm. Now what was going to happen?


  But O'Neil intended to do them no harm. After shaking and banging the
  piano several times, he flew into an even greater passion towards it, and
  fired his revolver twice into its polished sides.


  Then he kicked it and walked away. The concert was over. He had now
  remembered why he had come to the town.


  Out into the road went O'Neil, the rest of the inhabitants of the town
  hiding behind closed doors as he passed, for by this time his presence had
  become known to everybody.


  Turning his head from side to side, he twitched his wide nostrils. He was
  trying to pick up the scent of those four miners.


  He came opposite the lockup, and suddenly he stopped. His hair bristled,
  his mouth opened in a soundless snarl, his eyes gleamed with hate.


  He had scented someone even more important to him than the miners. He had
  caught a whiff of the smell which he associated with Tutt Strawhan!


  Licking his thick lips, he turned and crept towards the building. By this
  time he had learned that it was safer to be cautious when dealing with the
  man who had killed his master. He made no noise as he approached the
  lockup.


  The doors were open, and that made things easy for him. Still sniffing the
  air, he picked his way down the corridor until he came to the two open
  cells.


  There the smell was strongest, for Strawhan had been there the longest.
  The Six-Gun Gorilla nosed inside, gun in fist. His lips were drawn back from
  his teeth in an evil snarl.


  He found nothing. The blankets which Strawhan had used to cover himself
  the gorilla tore to shreds. His rage grew when he realized that his man had
  again escaped him, and he vented his fury on the lockup, smashing doors,
  wrenching out bars, even destroying the furniture.


  The noise he made caused the people in their shacks to tremble and crouch
  closer together. By the time the Six-Gun Gorilla had finished, the lockup
  looked as though a cyclone had struck it.


  Not until then did he lurch out into the yard at the back, still sniffing
  the air, still intent on picking up the trail of the man who was at that
  moment galloping a horse to exhaustion half a dozen miles away.


  Tutt Strawhan had made the most of his period of liberty, but if he
  thought he had seen the last of the Six-Gun Gorilla he was due for a painful
  surprise.

  


  
XXXV. — TUTT STRAWHAN: HERO


  The lone rider was reeling with weariness in the saddle. The
  horse he rode was on the verge of collapse. He had been goading it cruelly to
  get it over those last few miles. Yet even though he was hunched forward with
  fatigue, and steadying himself with one hand on the pommel of the saddle, he
  found the energy to turn every few minutes and look behind him. He must have
  done that about a hundred times during his ride. At such times his eyes would
  widen with fear, and he would shiver. He was a hunted man, fleeing from his
  pursuer. Even yet he could scarcely believe that he had escaped with his
  life.


  Tutt Strawhan was his name. A price had been on his head for several
  years, but it was not a sheriff or other officers of the law that he now
  feared. He was fleeing from something much more terrible.


  Some months earlier, when he had been head of the once-feared Strawhan
  Gang of Colorado, he had heard of a small gold mine worked by an old miner
  named Bart Masters.


  The mine had been run by Masters for seven years with the aid of a gorilla
  which he had purchased from a sailor.


  Masters had named the beast O'Neil, and it had become his constant
  companion. The miner had taught the beast to be useful in many ways. He had
  even taught it to use a revolver, rigging it up in gunbelt and bandolier.


  Strawhan and his men had gone to the mine, killed Masters, wounded the
  chained gorilla, and had made off with the gold.


  O'Neil had recovered, and his grief and rage were terrible when he had
  discovered his master was dead. He had set out on the trail of the
  murderers.


  Ever since then he had hounded the Strawhan Gang. One by one he had killed
  off its evil members, until now only Strawhan remained.


  Terrified out of his wits, Tutt Strawhan had finally managed to get away.
  Now he believed that he had shaken off his terrible pursuer, but he could
  never be certain. O'Neil could stick closer to a trail than a bloodhound.


  Strawhan had been riding west ever since his last escape. He did not know
  where he was going. He did not care much. His only wish was to get away from
  the Six-Gun Gorilla.


  A good many miles had passed beneath his horse's hooves since he had last
  seen O'Neil. The desperate man was now heading into uncharted country, beyond
  the furthest settlements of the pioneers.


  He knew that this was dangerous because of the presence of Indians, but he
  would rather face Redskins than the Six-Gun Gorilla.


  Dawn was breaking when at last he stopped and climbed stiffly from his
  horse beside a stream. His throat was parched with dust. He threw himself
  down and drank his fill, whilst the horse thrust its muzzle into the same
  water with a grunt of relief.


  All was silent around them. They seemed to have the wilderness to
  themselves. Tutt Strawhan sighed. He wanted nothing more than to be alone.
  Behind him he had a lifetime of crime. Now he wanted only peace—and
  safety.


  During his long ride he had crossed three rivers, and he believed that
  that would put O'Neil off the scent. Ahead were rugged mountains. He intended
  putting those behind him as another barrier against his pursuer.


  But for the moment he was too weary to think of anything but sleep. He
  tethered his horse, lay down under some bushes, and slept soundly.


  It must have been midday when he was roused by unearthly screams and the
  sound of shots. He rose to his knees in alarm, and parting the bushes, peered
  down the river bank.


  What he saw made his hand flash instinctively to his gun. A party of
  pioneers must have been following the river with the idea of seeking an easy
  crossing for their wagons. There were five of the big prairie wagons, each
  heavily laden and drawn by mules. About eight men in all rode with these
  wagons, and they were firing desperately at a horde of Redskins who had risen
  from the rushes of the river.


  It was a surprise attack. The Indians were between Tutt Strawhan and the
  wagons. There were twenty or thirty of them, and they were firing arrows as
  they rushed forward. The wagons were being hurriedly pulled round to form a
  crude square. There were women and children in them, the families of the
  pioneers.


  Strawhan saw all this in a matter of seconds. His jaw muscles tightened
  when he saw two of the pioneers fall from their saddles. The Indians were
  suffering losses, too, but it seemed that by sheer force of numbers they
  would sweep through the wagon train and massacre every person there.


  Tutt Strawhan had no sort of feeling for those pioneers. He did not care
  if they were massacred or not, but it suddenly occurred to him that if the
  Redskins were as warlike as this he would have little chance of living in the
  country alone.


  It would be much better for him to get in touch with some people who knew
  nothing of his past.


  No sooner did he decide to do this than he snatched out his revolver,
  leveled it, and began to fire from behind the Redskins.


  In his time he had been accounted one of the best marksmen in the West.
  Five Redskins fell to his first six bullets, and panic seized the rest. This
  unexpected attack from the rear was too much for them. They had planned an
  ambush for the white men. Now they thought that the white men were ambushing
  them.


  They hesitated, the wagons were pulled into formation, and the remaining
  pioneers poured in a volley. By that time Strawhan had reloaded, and fired
  again and again.


  The cowardly Apaches could stand no more. They turned and splashed across
  the river, leaving a dozen of their number dead and dying.


  The pioneers stood staring towards the bushes where the cartridge smoke
  still hung. They were amazed by this astonishing escape. One moment they had
  expected certain death, and the next their enemies had been driven away.


  Tutt Strawhan rose and lumbered forward. There was a smile on his evil
  face as he called:


  "Hullo, strangers! How—do?"


  The pioneers crowded round him, slapped him on the back, thanked him for
  his courageous rescue, and congratulated him on his wonderful shooting.


  The gunman shrugged his shoulders modestly.


  "That's nothing, I guess," he said. "White men have got to stick together
  in a new country. I just happened to come along in time, that's all. Ted
  Sinclair's my name, an' I'm a prospector. Where are you bound for?"


  The pioneers explained that they were looking for homestead land suitable
  for cattle raising. Their leader was a tough old-timer named Corrigan, and he
  gripped Strawhan by the arm and said:


  "You can't go wandering round this country on your own. Why not join with
  us, Sinclair? We'll be mighty glad to have you along with us. The more men we
  have who can shoot straight, the more likely we are to get through. What
  about it?"


  Tutt Strawhan thought of that relentless gorilla somewhere on his trail,
  thought of the impossibility of keeping awake all the time, and nodded.


  "Sure, I'd be glad to hang around with you for a while," he said.


  So he helped the pioneers bury their dead, and settled in as one of the
  party. With these goodhearted, rugged pioneers around him he believed he
  would be safe for some time. Furthermore, men of this type usually had a
  little nest egg of money stored away somewhere. Maybe he could find out where
  that was, lift it, and clear out with well-lined pockets when the time was
  ripe.


  All these things prompted him to join the pioneers, and they on their part
  were grateful and pleased. They had not the slightest idea that he was one of
  the worst characters in the West, a murderer, bandit, a criminal with a
  reward of five thousand dollars on his head. They looked on him as a fine
  fellow, and made much of him.


  For two days they travelled into the wilderness, watching day and night
  for Redskins. Soon they came to a pleasant valley where they decided to rest
  for a while and feed up their stock, which had got painfully thin.


  No one could have stuck more closely to the wagons, or have worked harder,
  than the so-called Sinclair. He never went out of sight of the others, and if
  he seemed extra watchful, sometimes climbing hillocks in order to study the
  countryside, the pioneers put this down to his desire to be sure that no
  Redskins were about.


  The real cause of this, of course, was that he was wondering whether
  O'Neil had yet picked up his trail. It seemed hardly possible that the
  gorilla could ever find his whereabouts again, but O'Neil was something
  entirely out of the ordinary. There was no knowing when he might turn up.


  The wagons were formed in a square beside a stream. Defenses were raised
  in case the Apaches made another attack, but scouts reported they could see
  no traces of Indians in the district.


  They were wrong. There were redskins in plenty, hidden in a deep gulch
  nearby, more than a hundred of them. To these had returned the survivors of
  that first unsuccessful attack, with stories of the loot to be collected if
  they could only rush these wagons.


  An attack was prepared.


  It was too early in the month for a moon, and the nights were dark,
  especially when low lying clouds blotted out the stars. The Redskins planned
  to launch an assault that night.


  As soon as darkness shrouded the sides of the valley the Redskins crept
  down the slopes. They came silently, like shadows. Not a rustle betrayed
  their movements.


  They completely surrounded the camp, lay down in the grass and waited.


  The campfires of the pioneers showed up brightly. The women and children
  were in the wagons, preparing for bed. The men sat or stood around the fires,
  smoking their pipes, and swapping yarns.


  The Redskins watched through narrowed eyes. They know that only half of
  the party of white men would be on guard once the camp settled down for the
  night. The other half would roll themselves in their blankets. The Indians
  waited for that time.


  The pioneers finally prepared for sleep. Five men only remained alert, and
  even they could not see the hundred sprawled figures in the grass outside the
  camp.


  Time passed. Not a sound gave warning of the presence of the Redskins, but
  word passed from one to the other that the moment had come. Arrows were
  fitted to bows. At a given signal they would pour in a volley of arrows, and
  follow it up with a mad rush with their tomahawks.


  The chieftain had been kneeling behind some high clumps of grass. He had
  not stirred for an hour. Suddenly he rose and opened his mouth to give the
  warning shout that would start the massacre.


  Then suddenly there came a long, deep growl from behind him, and a
  revolver cracked.


  The chieftain doubled up with a scream, and fell forward on his face.


  Panic seized the Redskins who had been about to spring to their feet. A
  hundred heads turned at once, whilst in the camp of the pioneers warning
  shouts brought every able-bodied man rushing to his post.

  


  
XXXVI. — THE MYSTERY RESCUER


  The Redskins saw a monstrous shape rise from the grass. The
  sight of it froze the blood in their veins.


  It was well over six feet in height, with a huge barrel-like chest,
  covered with thick, shaggy hair, and with a face like a nightmare. Around its
  waist was a revolver belt, and a dangling holster. Over one shoulder hung a
  bandolier containing cartridges.


  Never in their wildest dreams had the Redskins imagined any such creature.
  They did not know whether it was man or beast. They only knew that it was an
  enemy, and that it had killed their chief with one of the Paleface
  firesticks.


  Was it a white man? Was it some terrible ally which these pioneers had
  fetched from somewhere to keep watch through the night? These ideas flashed
  through their minds as the Six-Gun Gorilla waddled forward.


  Truth to tell, the Six-Gun Gorilla had been as scared as they were. He had
  known nothing of the presence of the Redskins in the grass when he had first
  crawled towards the camp, for the wind had carried their scent away from
  it.


  Having trailed Strawhan across miles of country, he had at last sighted
  the pioneers' camp, and had settled down in the grass to watch the men round
  the campfires.


  The sudden appearance of the Apache chieftain when he had leaped to his
  feet had startled the gorilla into snatching its revolver and firing that
  shot. Even then it was bewildered by the appearance of those other Redskins
  on all sides.


  It stood there waving the gun in its hairy fist, uncertain whether to fire
  or not.


  In the wagon camp the pioneers could see nothing of the gorilla, but
  someone gave the order for a volley to be fired and leaden bullets shrieked
  out in all directions.


  The Redskins continued to stare at the awful apparition which had
  seemingly come from out of nowhere. They wondered if there were more of the
  strange beings about, perhaps behind them.


  The idea was too much for them. With howls of fear they fled up the side
  of the valley and vanished into the night. The pioneers fired one more
  volley, then ceased.


  O'Neil crouched low. He was bewildered by what had happened. A hundred
  Indians had appeared from the ground as if by magic, and he was scared. He
  backed away to some bushes and lay down, licking his thick lips and snarling
  softly.


  In the camp, men were baffled and astounded. That a Redskin attack had
  been check by that one mysterious shot was evident to them all, but who had
  fired the shot?


  A hurried roll call was made by Corrigan, and it was discovered that every
  man was present in the camp. No one had been out there to fire a shot. No one
  could explain it.


  The pioneers were both delighted and frightened. Corrigan went to the edge
  of the camp and shouted in the direction whence the shot had come:


  "Hullo, there, hullo!" he roared. "Who fired that shot? We're mighty
  grateful to you, whoever you are!"


  There was no reply. The pioneers shouted again and again, with the same
  lack of results. The single shot that routed the Redskins remained a
  mystery.


  Some of the pioneers wished to go out and search the grass in case their
  unknown friend should have been struck down by the fleeing Redskins. Wiser
  heads advised caution. It would be time enough for that when dawn came.


  So they remained at their posts all night, staring into the darkness,
  ready for anything, and all the time expecting a challenge from up the
  valley.


  Morning found them eager to go out and find some explanation for the
  mystery.


  Nearly all the men went together, and it was not long before they found
  the dead Indian chief, face down, with a hole in his back. Corrigan looked at
  the bullet hold grimly.


  "A heavy .45 did this," he muttered. "Someone knew just where to catch
  him. Reckon the bullet came from over there. Let's have a look behind those
  bushes. We might find tracks."


  Tutt Strawhan was with them. He was rather tight-lipped as they searched
  around, and suddenly one of the younger men cried:


  "I've found tracks, but what—what made 'em? Hey, look at
  this—an' this—!"


  He pointed at the ground, which happened to be soft there, and the
  pioneers pursed their lips with amazement. Huge, queer imprints of a bare
  foot showed clearly. They were something like the tracks made by a native,
  yet there was something not quite human about them. The toes were broader and
  more screwed up.


  "What the heck—?" grunted Corrigan, then heard a sobbing gasp behind
  him.


  He turned, in time to see Tutt Strawhan clutching at his revolver, his
  eyes wild with fear, his face as white as a sheet. The pioneers had never
  seen such terror on a man's face before. It was ghastly.
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    Terror gripped Tutt Strawhan as he saw the marks in the
    mud.

  
 


  Someone grabbed him, but he shook off the man savagely.


  "It's around here! It—it must be!" he croaked.


  "What's around here?" asked Corrigan. "What do you know about it,
  Sinclair? Do you recognize these tracks?"


  Tutt Strawhan swallowed hastily. There were two choices open to him, to
  deny all knowledge of the gorilla, in which case the pioneers might be taken
  off their guard, or to make up some lying tale. He decided to do the
  latter.


  "Yes, I guess I do," he said. "It's a gorilla—a—a circus
  gorilla. When I left Denver I heard about it. Folks said that a huge gorilla,
  stronger than ten men, an' armed with a revolver, had escaped from a cage and
  killed some men. I saw one of 'em once after the brute was finished with 'em.
  Guess that's why I was shaken up! We'd better get on its trail an' settle it
  once an' for all. Otherwise we'll be sorry."


  He was trying to speak bravely, though his pulses raced madly. He was
  trying to keep his nerve in front of his new comrades. He remembers what had
  happened when he had lost his nerve once before.


  Corrigan squared his shoulders.


  "Well, if that's the case, I reckon we'd best take your advice," he
  growled, "but it does seem a pity to kill an animal that saved our scalps for
  us! Maybe we could tame it an' save its life."


  Strawhan nearly screeched with fear. The idea of anyone trying to tame the
  Six-Gun Gorilla appalled him. Sweat showed on his face.


  "No, no, we can't do that!" he protested. "It's a killer. Some old fool
  taught it to use a gun, an' it fires at anything it sees. It's dangerous. Now
  it's come up with us it'll follow us until we kill it."


  "Guess he's right," murmured someone, and to the gunman's relief the
  pioneers agreed to hunt down O'Neil and finish him.


  They all had good rifles, the same ones they had used against the
  Redskins, ant Tutt Strawhan gained courage from the fact. He had proved that
  revolver bullets had little effect on the massive gorilla, but even its tough
  hide would not keep out heavy bullets from express rifles. They ought to be
  able to riddle it.


  They started to follow the tracks on the ground, but soon came to harder
  soil where no imprints showed. From what they could see the beast had crossed
  the river.


  They also intended crossing that river when they moved on. It was not
  pleasant to think of the mighty creature waiting for them to stage a
  holdup.


  As they hunted, Strawhan told the pioneers hideous tales of the gorilla's
  savagery. He made it out to be the most awful creature in the world, and gave
  no hint that O'Neil was pursuing him because of the cold-blooded way in which
  he had murdered Bart Masters.


  He made his listeners' blood curdle with his stories. They became more
  than ever determined to hunt down O'Neil.


  Up and down the river bank they hunted for more footprints, but found
  none.


  If they had only known it, O'Neil was not very far away, hidden in a tree
  which overhung the water. There he had retreated at dawn, in order to watch
  the camp where he believed Strawhan to be.


  O'Neil had been there when the searchers had come out accompanied by Tutt
  Strawhan, and the huge creature's eyes had flashed murderously when he had
  seen the man he sought.


  A few months earlier O'Neil would have hurled himself recklessly from the
  tree and would have snatched Strawhan up at once, regardless of the presence
  of the other men. Now he knew better. He had learned a good deal about white
  men since he had started on the trail of vengeance.


  He had learned that those long, stick-like things they carried in their
  hands were deadly. They were even more deadly than his prized revolver.


  It was wise to keep away from the other white men as much as possible, and
  to wait until he could get Tutt Strawhan on his own. Now he had made up with
  him again he did not intend to let him out of his sight.


  So the Six-Gun Gorilla remained where he was, motionless, watching every
  move of Tutt Strawhan.


  The six-gun remained in his holster. Even O'Neil realized that this was
  not the time to use the weapon.


  The searchers passed to and fro up the river bank. They even crossed to
  the other side, but not a footprint of the gorilla did they find.


  In the end they had to admit that they were baffled, and returned to the
  camp, where anxious-eyed women waited to hear the result of their search.


  No one was more anxious than Tutt Strawhan. Once again fear had gripped
  him. His lips were twitching, and his hand was continuously on his gun. He
  urged the leader of the pioneers to leave this valley as soon as
  possible.


  Corrigan was reluctant to do that. Now he knew that there were Redskins
  about in large numbers, he preferred to remain in a place which he could
  defend. Further up the valley the wagons would have to pass beneath some high
  cliffs which would make an admirable hiding place for the Redskins if they
  wished to stage another ambush.


  Corrigan did not like the idea of risking such an attack.

  


  
XXXVII. — THE SCALP THAT COULDN'T BE TAKEN


  One of the Six-Gun Gorilla's chief troubles in life was the
  matter of food. A huge creature such as he was, weighing fully six hundred
  pounds, needed a great deal of food of a special kind.


  He was a vegetarian, and lived on wild fruits or tender shoots of plants.
  It meant spending several hours each day to search for his meals.


  So it was hunger that finally brought him down from the tree beside the
  stream, and caused him to wade across between the high banks which screened
  him from view.


  He still feared those rifles of the pioneers. He had decided to wait till
  darkness shrouded his movements, and then try to get Strawhan. Meanwhile he
  would look for food.


  Up the valley he wandered, picking a tender shoot here, breaking off a
  succulent twig there. These only served as appetizers, and increased his
  hunger. He showed his teeth angrily when he found no wild fruits. They were
  not plentiful, as they were in his native jungle.


  At last he came to the foot of the cliffs, and looked upwards. Bushes grew
  on the sheer slopes, and on those bushes were red berries.


  The cliff would have been considered impossible to climb by a man, but to
  the Six-Gun Gorilla it was easy. He reached up an exceptionally long arm,
  gripped a narrow ledge with his fingers, and hauled himself clear of the
  ground.


  Up and up he went, finding tow and footholds where no man could have found
  them. The gun swung against his thigh, and the bandolier sometimes got about
  his neck and threatened to choke him. But he was used to that. He merely
  snarled and continued on his way until he came to the first of the
  bushes.


  There he squatted and plucked the berries. They were good to eat. He
  decided to devour all he could get.


  Higher and higher he went, from bush to bush, and at each stopping place
  he ate several pounds of berries. It was the best feed O'Neil had had for a
  long time.


  Now he was nearing the top of the cliff, and what he did not know was that
  fifty or sixty Redskins were lying there watching him.


  They had been there ever since they had fled from the lower part of the
  valley. They had been watching the white men and trying to find out more
  about this huge, hairy ally who had routed them the previous night.


  When they had seen this strange figure coming up the cliff their first
  impulse had been to flee, but more courageous members of the party had seen
  that here was a good chance of destroying the Palefaces' friend.


  "As he comes over the top of the cliff his hands will not be free," they
  whispered. "We can strike him on the head with our tomahawks. He will fall to
  the bottom and we can take his scalp."


  The idea of taking such an unusual scalp appealed to them. Each of the
  young warriors there and then decided that he would be the one to have this
  honor.


  Grunting and panting, O'Neil neared the top of the cliff. He had eaten a
  lot, and he was rather breathless. He planned to rest up there and sleep off
  some of the meal.


  One powerful hand gripped the edge of the cliff, the other ranged up
  beside it, and the Six-Gun Gorilla's head came above the ground level.


  There was a mad rush towards him. A score of Redskins had been waiting for
  that moment. They fell over each other in their eagerness to be the one to
  land the fatal blow. Six or seven tomahawks landed at once on the massive
  skull of the gorilla, and with a snarl of fury and pain he lost his hold.


  Backwards he went, head over heels. Once he struck a patch of projecting
  bushes, and tried to grasp them with his hands, but they were pulled out of
  the ground, and the Six-Gun Gorilla continued his fall.


  He landed on his back at the foot of the cliff and lay still. The Redskins
  peered down from above, and whooped their joy.


  Then came the mad rush to descent for the scalp. Braves fought each other
  as they raced for the narrow path which they knew of to the right. Two of
  them fell to death in the scramble.


  One young fellow, with gleaming scalping knife held in readiness, got a
  yard or so ahead of the others. He raced down the twisting pathway with half
  a dozen of his comrades close behind him.


  It was he who was the first to kneel on the massive chest of O'Neil, and
  grasp the shaggy head by a tuft of hair at the top.


  To scalp O'Neil was a very different proposition to scalping a white man.
  That flat-topped head was so hug, and the hair so thick, that the young
  Redskin scarcely knew where to begin.


  He delayed so long that is comrades arrived, and hurled him aside. They
  fought over the lip form of O'Neil, trampling on him, falling over his hairy
  legs, stepping on his face.


  Finally a young chieftain claimed the honor, and the others stood back
  sullenly as he knelt to do the gruesome task. He caught hold of one of
  O'Neil's ears to twist the head to the one side, and inserted the point of
  the knife through the hair.


  The next second there was a terrific roar which echoed along the cliff in
  both directions, and O'Neil heaved clear of the ground. The young chieftain
  was hurled a dozen yards, and landed with such force that his back was
  broken.


  That fall from the cliff would have killed any man, but it had not killed
  the Six-Gun Gorilla. It had merely stunned him, and the prick from the knife
  had brought him back to consciousness with a rush.


  Mad with rage, infuriated by the sight of these red-skinned men around
  him, O'Neil launched a furious attack.


  His revolver remained in its holster. He did not use it. His great hands
  and his mighty strength were the only weapons he needed.


  With both arms he swept a bunch of Redskins together, crushed them until
  their bones cracked, then hurled them against the cliff.


  One of the braves had leaped on to O'Neil's back to try and tomahawk him,
  but he was clutched in a gigantic hand and thrown into the midst of a group
  of others, bowling them over like ninepins.


  For five minutes this fight went on. Nothing could be seen of the gorilla
  except an occasional hairy arm. It was almost buried in Redskins. Their
  screams and howls were terrible to hear.


  At first the Redskins had tried to fight back at him, confident in their
  numbers and in the knowledge that he could not use his firestick, but when
  they sampled his incredible strength and his ferocity, they decided to get
  away.


  Many of them fled along the foot of the cliff, a few tried to climb, but
  found it impossible. Others were even more unlucky, and were caught in the
  gorilla's huge arms. Their fate was quick and painful.


  In the end O'Neil was left there amidst a pile of maimed and dead
  Redskins, blood trickling from the cuts on his head, and his huge chest
  heaving as he panted for breath. He had won the battle. Twenty Indians had
  been slain, and the rest had fled for their lives.


  O'Neil was content. He started to move away, heard a sound above him, and
  turned his head.


  One Redskin remained hanging from the cliff, about forty feet up. He could
  go no further, and dared not come down.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla reached for his gun. Gripping it in his clumsy
  fingers, he found the trigger. With him, shooting was the simple matter of
  pointing and pulling the trigger. He rarely took aim.


  At short distances this was unusually effective, as it was now.


  Crack!


  The Redskin gave a howl, and dropped to his death. O'Neil snarled with
  satisfaction, blew down the barrel of the smoking gun, and put it away. He
  was always pleased when he hit anything with the gun.


  The first the pioneers and Strawhan knew of the fight up the valley was
  when that shot rang out. It came faintly but unmistakably from the distance,
  and in a moment the whole camp was jabbering with excitement.


  They knew that it must be their mysterious rescuer of the previous
  night—the Six-Gun Gorilla. Tutt Strawhan turned pale, and wondered
  whether he could hide inside a wagon.


  The pioneers were men of great courage. One of them named Thomas, slapped
  him on the back.


  "Come along, Sinclair. We'll get him this time," he said. "It's a durn
  good thing you'd heard about him, or we might have taken him for a
  friend."


  Strawhan shuddered. He could think of no more terrible friend than the
  Six-Gun Gorilla.


  He could not well refuse. A few minutes later he was crossing the river
  with the other pioneers, and straining his eyes anxiously for a glimpse of
  O'Neil.


  But O'Neil was not to be seen. He had seen the searchers and had crouched
  to the ground.


  He knew that they were after him, and he blamed it all on Strawhan. Men
  had never hunted him like this before.


  His lips parted in a soundless snarl. Daylight had only an hour to go. It
  would then be dark, and he wanted to be very close to Tutt Strawhan when
  darkness closed down.


  He knew that the men would return to the wagon camp after they had
  finished their hunt. That gave him an idea.


  With the stealth and cunning of the wild beast he was, he passed through
  the cordon of men who advanced up the valley. Once he was tempted to fire a
  shot at Strawhan, who stood only thirty yards from him, but he restrained the
  impulse. He wanted to get his hairy hands on the killer of his master.


  Gradually he reached the lower end of the valley, and studied the camp.
  The women and children were crowded on to the river bank to watch their men
  folk in the distance. Two men had remained behind to protect them. The mules
  were grazing peacefully in an enclosure which had been made from thorn
  bushes.


  The wagons were for the moment deserted, and O'Neil had another brainwave.
  He had seen people going in and out of those houses on wheels.


  Crawling through the long grass with a skill which any Redskin would have
  envied, he came to the wheels of a wagon. There he crouched and waited.


  Nobody was looking in his direction. Tutt Strawhan, in his nervousness,
  had fired a shot at a shadow, mistaking it for the gorilla. Every eye was
  turned to him. O'Neil's movements were unnoticed by anyone.


  One hairy hand grasped the tail-end of a wagon, and the next moment the
  six hundred pound gorilla made the vehicle creak as it stepped inside.


  The wagon contained boxes of stores and sacks of potatoes. The Six-Gun
  Gorilla squeezed himself down in the remotest corner and waited.


  When Tutt Strawhan came back O'Neil would be ready for him!

  


  
XXXVIII. — MENACE IN THE WAGON


  The wagons had been drawn up in a rough square for defensive
  purposes, and at the moment they seemed to be deserted. The women and
  children who usually travelled in them were crowded on the nearby river bank
  to watch the men in the distance.


  These men were pioneers, and they had crossed the river on a hunting
  expedition. They were spread out in a line as they picked their way over the
  rough ground. Each man carried his rifle or revolver at the ready. They
  seemed to be expecting trouble.


  Amongst them there was one fellow who hung back nervously whenever he had
  the chance. His heart was not in the hunt. He would have turned and hidden in
  the wagons if he had dared show fear before the pioneers.


  Tutt Strawhan was his name, though he was known to these pioneers as
  Sinclair. Until recently he had been head of a much feared gang of outlaws in
  Colorado. A price had been on his head for several years.


  Some months earlier, when his gang had still been in existence, he had
  heard of a small gold mine run by an old miner named Bart Masters.


  Masters had run the mine for seven years with the aid of a gorilla which
  he had called O'Neil, after the man from whom he had bought it.


  The gorilla had become his constant companion. The miner had taught the
  great beast how to be useful in many ways. He had even taught it to use a
  revolver, rigging it up in gunbelt and bandolier.


  Strawhan and his men had gone to the mine, killed Masters, wounded the
  chained gorilla, and made off with the gold.


  When O'Neil had recovered, and found his master dead, he had taken the gun
  and cartridge bandolier and had set out on the trail of the murderers.


  He had killed off the gang one by one, until now only Strawhan
  remained.


  Terrified, Tutt Strawhan had finally managed to get away to the West, and
  had joined this party of pioneers in Indian country. At first he had believed
  that he had at last dodged his terrible pursuer, but now he knew
  differently.


  O'Neil had turned up outside the camp, and had driven off some Redskins
  who had been about to attack the wagons. Strawhan had learned to his horror
  that his pursuer was still after him.


  Cunningly, the killer had told his new companions that the gorilla was a
  made brute which had escaped from a circus in Denver, and that it was
  dangerous to all human beings. He had begged them to help him hunt it down
  and kill it. Only if O'Neil was dead could Tutt Strawhan live in peace.


  So now the pioneers were hunting the gorilla, while the women and children
  watched from a distance.


  But there was yet another pair of eyes that watched the hunters—the
  eyes of the Six-Gun Gorilla! O'Neil had slipped past the men who were hunting
  him and was already in the camp.


  A few weeks earlier he would have leapt at Strawhan on sight, but now he
  was more wary.


  Instead he had hidden himself in one of the big wagons, behind some boxes
  and bales. There he was awaiting the return of Tutt Strawhan.


  O'Neil was quite content to bide his time. It was comfortable down there
  in that corner, with sacks of potatoes against his back. He lay at his ease,
  and kept one eye to a crack in the side of the wagon.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla was tired, however. The comfort and warmth made him
  feel drowsy. A few minutes later he gave a grunt and fell fast asleep.


  Time passed, and the hunters reached the foot of a cliff where they found
  many dead and mangled Redskins. They stared in awe at the sight. Evidently
  there had been a terrific battle between a party of Redskins and the Six-Gun
  Gorilla. The gorilla had won easily.


  It was terrifying to think of its strength. Corrigan, the big leader of
  the party of pioneers, shrugged his shoulders.


  "I guess the best thing we can do is to leave this brute alone and clear
  out of the district. At least he's got rid of those Injuns for us. The way
  seems clear. I vote we get on our way and keep our eyes open."


  Still very much on their guard, the hunters retraced their steps and
  re-crossed the river. Their families met them with questioning looks, but
  Corrigan was not the sort to explain himself to womenfolk.


  "We're pushing on and getting clear of that valley before dark," he said.
  "Drive in the beasts."


  The mules had been hobbled nearby. They were driven in and harnessed to
  the wagons at top speed. The men had done this sort of thing so often that no
  time was wasted, and before long the wagons were on the move, mounted men
  riding on either side.


  It was the lurching and bumping of the wagon which first aroused the
  Six-Gun Gorilla. His lips drew back in a silent snarl, and he stuck his head
  forward to see what was happening.


  He saw the back of a man who sat on the driving seat of the wagon with a
  long whip in his hand. He saw the team of mules in front. The gorilla was
  both frightened and bewildered.


  Rearing up to half his height, and balancing himself by touching his hands
  on the floor of the wagon, O'Neil looked along the line of wagons. He could
  see Strawhan riding a horse on the left flank and his eyes flamed red at the
  sight.


  His hand went to the six-gun which hung in its holster, but he did not
  draw the weapon. The time had not yet come.


  The wagons bumped and jolted over the stony ground. The one in which
  O'Neil rode was so heavily laden with stores that no one but the driver was
  allowed to travel in it. For that reason O'Neil remained unnoticed.


  His first impulse was to climb out the back and escape, but that would
  mean letting his enemy out of his sight. He must remain where he was until
  Strawhan came nearer.


  So he remained silent, and watched the train of wagons cross the river,
  which was no easy task, for there was no proper ford.


  With much shouting and lashing of whips, the pioneers finally reached the
  other side. The wide valley lay before them.


  Skirting the foot of the cliff where the Six-Gun Gorilla had battled with
  the Redskins, the pioneers headed for the more open country beyond.


  Many times they glanced around them, wondering if they could see the huge
  shape of the gorilla in the rear. Tutt Strawhan could not keep still. His
  head was continually darting from side to side.


  Not once did Strawhan come back close to the wagons. The hidden gorilla
  kept its eyes on the man and waited.


  The pioneers must have been about five miles from the river when, without
  warning, a hail or arrows hissed from some bushes, striking down two of the
  men and wounding some of the mules.


  Once again the pioneers had run into Redskins!


  In a moment Corrigan had bellowed orders, men were swinging the wagons
  inwards to form a square, and the outriders were galloping in to take part in
  the defense.


  Rifles cracked, revolvers spat, but there was one wagon which did not come
  round in line. That was the wagon in which the Six-Gun Gorilla was
  hidden.


  As ill luck would have it, one of the Redskins' arrows had torn a groove
  in the neck of the lead mule. Maddened by pain and squealing terribly, the
  mule had bolted. The rest of the team likewise took to their heels.


  The terrified driver stood up and heaved back on the reins, shouting for
  them to stop. He knew full well that if he was separated from his companions
  he would be caught by the Redskins and killed.


  "Whoa! Pull up, you brutes! Whoa!" he roared.


  The team of mules took no notice. They were galloping at full tilt in a
  blind panic. His heaving had not the slightest effect. They were going
  straight up the valley, and already a dozen Redskins had started in pursuit,
  seeing easy prey.


  O'Neil had been thrown on his back amongst the potato sacks by the sudden
  jerk forward. Quickly he turned over and scrambled forward.


  The exhausted driver's hands were slipping from the reins with the strain
  of his efforts, when over his shoulders came two long, hairy arms. Two huge
  hands gripped the reins alongside his own.


  The driver's eyes bulged and his heart missed a beat. There was hot breath
  on his neck and he could hear a low, growling noise.


  O'Neil was taking a hand!


  So startled was the driver that he forgot to let go the reins. He felt
  them being pulled with terrific force. He felt a colossal strength being
  added to his own. O'Neil had the strength of ten men when he was roused, and
  now he had put out all he had.


  The mules were surprised to find the bits dragged back in their jaws with
  such power. They began to pull up.


  O'Neil increased his pull, and with a final jerk the wagon came to a halt,
  only a quarter of a mile from the others. The driver looked round to see who
  had brought him such timely aid, found himself gazing into the hideous face
  of the Six-Gun Gorilla, and promptly fainted.


  The gorilla brushed his limp form to one side and looked around.


  Behind, not a couple of hundred yards away, a score of Redskins were
  rushing to the attack.

  


  
XXXIX. — "KING OF THE PALEFACES"


  Again, O'Neil bared his teeth. He hated the red men. He
  recognized them as enemies, and he did what he had been trained to do. He
  drew his six shooter.


  Resting it on the side of the wagon, he took careful aim and fired. The
  leading Indian fell, and the rest spread out to attack from the other
  side.


  O'Neil fired another five shots, then the hammer of the gun clicked down
  harmlessly and he knew that the weapon was empty. He thrust the smoking gun
  back into its holster and tensed himself for a spring.


  On came the Indians, little guessing what was awaiting them.


  Back at the other wagons, a fierce fight was taking place. The pioneers
  had got their wagons drawn up so quickly that the Indians had no time to take
  them unawares. Concentrated fire drove the Redskins back again and again,
  leaving the ground littered with their dead.


  It was the same old story, a few well-armed white men against a horde of
  ignorant savages. After a few attempts at battering a way through, the
  Redskins withdrew to the bushes, growling and snarling at their failure.


  For the first time, Corrigan and his men had time to look at their fifth
  wagon, which they now saw to be in a desperate plight. It had come to a halt,
  and the Redskins were almost on it. No more shots came from the vehicle.


  "Why doesn't he keep on firing? Is his gun jammed? What's the matter with
  him?" gasped the pioneer leader.


  The Indians came on, yelling with delight. They had seen only one figure
  in the wagon, and they were already arguing as to who would have his
  scalp.


  Then, as they reached the tailboard of the wagon, the canvas screen
  suddenly burst aside, and O'Neil appeared.


  With a savage roar of fury, he made a lightning leap and landed amongst
  the onrushing Redskins.


  Two of them were at once snatched in his grasp, and their heads cracked
  together as though they were eggshells. Their bodies were hurled at two other
  attackers, and then O'Neil made another grab.


  Corrigan and his men were speechless with surprise. To them it seemed as
  if O'Neil had dropped from the sky. Tutt Strawhan gave a groan and dodged
  inside a wagon.


  In three minutes, O'Neil had killed seven men, and a few spear thrusts,
  which the Redskins had managed to inflict on him, did not seem to have the
  slightest effect on him. Finally, the remaining Redskins fled for cover,
  followed by the angry gorilla.


  The mules belonging to that marooned wagon stood there as if hypnotized,
  until their rightful driver recovered his senses, grabbed the reins, and
  drove them back to the others.


  There he told of those mighty arms which had come over his shoulders and
  lent him strength.


  Weird and terrible cries came from the woods into which O'Neil had chased
  the Indians. His blood was up, and few things are as terrible as an angry
  gorilla.


  The pioneers waited about half an hour to make sure that it would be safe
  for them to proceed, then they drove on as fast as possible.


  Tutt Strawhan did not make his appearance for the next hour. He lay in one
  of the wagons like a man paralyzed. Luckily for him, no one else noticed his
  plight.


  Long after the darkness fell, the wagons continued on their way. Corrigan
  wanted to get clear of the district where these amazing things had
  happened.


  In the woods, O'Neil relentlessly hunted down the last Redskin and killed
  him. Then he leaned against a tree to recover his breath.


  His frenzy wore off, he became calmer, and remembered that his revolver
  was empty. He seated himself under the tree to reload, a slow and clumsy
  business with his thick fingers.


  As he did this, he was reminded of the beloved master who had taught him
  how to do such things, and of the scoundrel who had killed him. His teeth
  bared once more, and he lurched to his feet with new resolve.


  He would continue to hunt and treat Strawhan as he had treated those
  Indians!


  Bursting out of the woods, he soon came upon the trail left by the wagons,
  and followed them swiftly.


  But the Six-Gun Gorilla had reckoned without the vengefulness of the
  Indians. They had not all been killed. Ten of them had survived, having
  climbed into tall trees to hide themselves.


  They held a rapid conference. This was the third time in recent days that
  this hairy monster had upset their plans. It was time they made an end of
  him.


  Previously, they had not known whether O'Neil was man or demon. Now,
  however, they were convinced that he was human, that he was some peculiar
  kind of ally whom the Palefaces employed to protect them.


  Whilst seven of them trailed along behind the gorilla, the three others
  raced to the hills to take the news to those of the tribe who were in camp,
  and to get them to turn out in force.


  They used many short cuts, and within a short time they had reached the
  camp. Fifteen minutes later, accompanied by two hundred of their tribesmen,
  they set out on the trail of the Six-Gun Gorilla.


  They could have attacked the wagons, but did not choose to do so. They
  preferred to wait until O'Neil came along the trail.


  The gorilla was hot on the scent of Strawhan. It was no more than half a
  mile behind the wagons, and had no thought for anything else. O'Neil did not
  see the ambush awaiting him.


  The Redskins could have riddled him with arrows, but they did not want to
  kill him so quickly. They had other and more sinister plans. They wanted to
  take O'Neil alive.


  A hundred of them waited on either side of the trail, and, when the
  gorilla came along, nearly as many noosed ropes flew through the air.


  At least a dozen of them caught over O'Neil's head and settled around his
  thick neck on his shoulders. He was jerked to a standstill, and before he
  could utter one roar of fury the two hundred Redskins rushed.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla fought like a fiend, but he was impeded by the ropes
  that pulled his arms to his sides. These prevented him from drawing his
  gun.


  Some of the ropes he quickly snapped, but before he could free himself
  from all of them the Redskins had rained blows upon his head. They used heavy
  tomahawks, the shafts of their spears, and big stones.


  Blow after blow the Redskins rained on O'Neil, but it was a long time
  before he was struck to the ground. Even then his hairy body heaved and
  twisted as he lay there.


  A score of ropes were used to bind him, and in the end the Indians
  performed a war dance around their captive.


  "Truly he is a strange color for a Paleface, but he must be one of them or
  he would never have fought for them," they said. "He must be the strongest
  Paleface living and he is our prisoner. Long will he last at the torture
  stake!"


  A tree was cut down and passed like a thick pole between O'Neil's bound
  arms and legs. Twenty men hoisted him from the ground, and for once in his
  life O'Neil was helpless. Someone had taken charge of his gunbelt and his
  bandolier.


  The whole procession then turned and headed in triumph for the hills.


  A mile away, the pioneers and Strawhan made camp on a hilly slope where
  they believed they could beat off any surprise attack that might come. They
  knew nothing of the plight of O'Neil.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla knew nothing of this himself until he recovered his
  sense, to find himself trussed in such a painful position.


  Then he began to struggle, until his efforts to escape made the men who
  carried him stagger and stumble. Their comrades hit him blow after blow,
  bidding him be quiet.


  "You are helpless, Paleface!" they jeered, "Even your strength is as
  nothing now. Nothing can save you. Before long the women and children will
  laugh at your antics as you writhe in pain. It will take many hours for you
  to die. First of all we will take off those hairy clothes which you have so
  cunningly sewn on you."


  Naturally enough, O'Neil did not know what they were saying. He roared and
  snarled worse than ever, and the Redskins thought that he was using the
  tongue of the Palefaces, and jeered more than before.


  So it was a noisy procession which laboriously made its way into the
  hills. The gorilla weighed six hundred pounds, and the Redskins had to change
  over every mile or so.


  Word had gone ahead of their triumph, and the rest of the tribe came
  running to meet them, torches in their hands, all shouting with glee when
  they saw the huge captive.


  "He must be the King of the Palefaces!" said one of the Indians, and the
  idea caught on.


  O'Neil was called the King of the Palefaces, and the entire tribe danced
  round him as he was carried into the Redskin camp.


  There he was dumped down before the tepee of the old chief, who listened
  to a recital of the injuries which O'Neil had inflicted on his warriors.


  The chief's lined face grew stern.


  "The Paleface shall die a thousand deaths in one!" he said. "Take him to
  the torture stake, and, when dawn comes, we will start to kill him. His death
  will be a lingering one. He shall not die before another dawn comes, nor yet
  another dawn."


  With whoops of delight, the warriors rushed to get a stake strong enough
  to hold O'Neil. They drove it deep into the ground, and the united efforts of
  thirty men were needed to lift the infuriated gorilla and tie him to this in
  an upright position.


  O'Neil suddenly became quiet and docile.


  His recent struggle had exhausted him. He was waiting until he had
  recovered his strength.


  There was no sleep in the Indian village that night. Everyone was kept
  awake to await the dawn, when the Feast of Torture would begin, and when they
  would show the King of the Palefaces what happened to prisoners who fell into
  their hands.

  


  
XL. — THE LIMPING PURSUER


  Dawn came at last and a mighty cheer went up from the
  waiting Redskins. Three fires had been started, and around these crouched men
  performing sinister rites.


  Wooden spikes were being specially hardened. Knives were being made red
  hot. Other knives for the skinning of the victim were being sharpened to
  razor-like keenness. Stones were being heated so that they glowed, and piles
  of fuel had been dragged in.


  A hundred warriors with tomahawks started to dance round the monster
  captive, and every time they passed in front of O'Neil they pretended to
  strike at him.


  Then the chief came forward and stopped the dance. Leaning close to his
  captive, he demanded in a loud voice.


  "Before we start to kill you, Paleface, what have you to say for yourself?
  Is there any last request you would like to make?"


  O'Neil growled deeply in his throat.


  The chief flew into a rage and struck the prisoner on the nose with his
  hand. O'Neil turned his head as quick as lightning, there was a snapping
  sound, and the chief gave a howl of pain when he found himself minus two
  fingers. The prisoner had bitten them off.


  "Set to work! Begin the torture! Make him stuffer a thousand deaths!"
  bawled the infuriated chief.


  Men with skinning knives rushed in to start their terrible work. One of
  the Indians with a red-hot stone held between sticks reached out and dropped
  it on O'Neil's right foot.


  The Redskin fully expected the victim to jump, and jump he did! He gave a
  roar that caused his tormentors to start back in fear, and a moment later he
  had leapt a full yard in the air.


  With him went the torture stake!


  In his pain, the gorilla had redoubled his strength. The stake had been
  driven into the earth for a distance of six feet, and with one jerk he had
  lifted it more than halfway clear of the hole in which it was sunk.


  The Redskins, recovering from their first shock, saw the danger and rushed
  forward. They were too late. Although they rained blows on O'Neil with their
  tomahawks, he continued to heave and struggle.


  At last the stake came clear and O'Neil toppled forward, with the stake
  still attached behind his back, his arms encircling it.


  Again, the Redskins rushed to secure him afresh, but O'Neil's efforts to
  free himself prevented them from getting to grips with him. He bent himself
  almost double, and the great stake snapped in half. The two pieces fell
  through his bonds, and except for the ropes about his limbs, he was free.


  Rolling over and over, defying the efforts of the Redskins to seize him,
  he snapped the ropes that held him.


  Then he rose in his wrath, six feet six inches of him, hair bristling,
  eyes blazing, one foot still smarting from the effects of the red-hot
  stone.


  The Redskins fled for their lives.


  O'Neil started after them at top speed, but, discovering that his foot was
  too painful, he turned about and returned to the encampment.


  Then he proceeded to wreck the tepees, beginning with the tepee of the
  chief. The gorilla went through the village like a hurricane, uprooting
  poles, slitting the sides of shelters, tearing everything to shreds.


  On his way through the village he discovered his revolver and cartridge
  belt, which had been dropped when the Indians had fled. Slowly and clumsily,
  he fastened it about his mighty waist, and roared with pleasure at being so
  equipped once more.


  Then a cunning gleam came to his eyes. He had learned a lot during the
  past few months, and one of the things he had learned was the power of
  fire.


  He saw the fires which had been lighted at the torture place. One of these
  had been scattered and red-hot embers had set alight to a big birch bark
  tepee. O'Neil watched the fire burning for some moments, then uprooted
  another tepee and pitched it on to the flames.


  It likewise burned, and he beat his huge chest in triumph.


  Then he collected other huts and shelters, dragged them to the scene, and
  increased the size of his bonfire. So fiercely did it burn that sparks flew
  all over the camp, and before long there were a dozen other fires
  blazing.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla had very successfully set fire to the village. Those
  Indians were being made to pay dearly for the things they had done to
  him.


  From the woods they watched the destructions, and did not dare
  interfere.


  At last O'Neil decided to leave. He limped towards the woods, and, as they
  saw him coming, the braves whispered together. They leveled their bows. They
  were going to see what a hundred arrows would do to the King of the
  Palefaces!


  "Let no man shoot until the Paleface reaches the first tree," ordered the
  chief.


  So the Redskins waited, and O'Neil came steadily nearer, knowing nothing
  of what was awaiting him. His foot was getting more and more painful. He
  limped worse than ever. He winced and grimaced at every step, until he
  reached the first of the trees.


  Then, just as the bows twanged, the giant gorilla leapt upwards for a high
  branch, caught it in one hand, swung himself forward until he caught the next
  tree, and vanished from the sight of the Redskins.


  He had decided to give his foot a rest. It would be wise to travel in the
  treetops until he reached the edge of the prairie again.


  The astonished Redskins were so startled by what they had seen that they
  shot no more arrows. They were left with their empty bows, blinking into the
  darkness of the woods, where the sound of creaking branches alone betrayed
  the gorilla's movements.


  It did not take O'Neil very long to reach the bottom of the hills. There
  he found a stream, and steeped his foot in the water until he experienced
  some relief from the pain.


  But his recent experience had upset his temper. Sight of the sunlit
  prairie before him did not improve his feelings. He knew that somewhere out
  there the wagons were on the move. With those wagons was the man he meant to
  kill.


  Still limping, O'Neil began to pick up the trail. That was not difficult,
  for the wagon wheels had left their marks in the ground.


  On and on he went, and the hills and the Redskins were left far behind.
  But the Six-Gun Gorilla was not travelling as fast as he would have wished.
  His injured foot prevented that. It became more and more painful, and
  sometimes he sat down to lick it.


  At last he was forced to go on all fours, and then to hobble on three
  limbs. That cut his pace still more.


  Yet he did not think of stopping. He plodded on and on, confident that in
  the end he would come up with the wagon train.


  The pioneers, on their part, had been making very good progress since
  dawn, but about the time when O'Neil's foot began to give him real trouble,
  they came to a serious obstacle.


  A great valley lay before them. At the bottom of it ran a wide river. The
  near slope was so thickly bushed that it was necessary to hack a way through
  for the mules and the wagons.


  Everyone was turned out for this, men, women, and children. They cut a
  roadway just the width of a wagon, and it took them two hours to do this.


  But they got the wagons to the bottom, and found themselves confronted by
  a deep stretch of water with no apparent ford. Once again the spirit of the
  pioneers prevailed, for Corrigan had rocks and large stones rolled into the
  river to form a causeway.


  This took another two hours. At last the mules dragged the wagons to the
  other side, and the party halted to take a midday meal.


  Tutt Strawhan and one or two other had been left on the other side to form
  a rearguard. Judging by the way he kept looking behind him, Strawhan did not
  relish the job.


  At last it was time for them to follow their friends across the river.
  Strawhan had one final glance round.


  His eyes widened. His hands clenched the reins so tightly that his
  knuckles showed white.


  He had just seen the Six-Gun Gorilla coming over the top of the valley and
  entering the brush-grown trail which had recently been cut to allow passage
  of the wagons.


  For a moment Strawhan considered spurring his horse into the water and
  riding for his life, then a desperate, cunning look came into his crafty
  eyes.


  He dismounted, rushed to the nearest bushes, and set them alight in
  several places. He had noticed that a strong breeze was blowing across the
  river. In a few moments a wall of flame would race to meet O'Neil.


  Not until the slope was well alight did Strawhan turn and ride across the
  newly-made ford.

  


  
XLI. — THE BATTLE OF THE GIANTS


  With a crackling roar, the flames rushed up the steep slope,
  feeding on the dense, dry bushes which grew there. So thick was the
  undergrowth that in two minutes the side of the valley above the river became
  a raging furnace.


  From somewhere near the top of the slope there sounded a bellow of rage.
  There was a crashing of branches, and a gigantic figure went hurtling towards
  the top of the hill, running from the flames.


  It was a gorilla, and one of its feet appeared to be damaged, for it was
  limping. Over six feet tall, and with a massive chest and long, powerful
  arms, it would have looked at home in an African forest, but here in the Wild
  West of American it was very much out of place.


  With furious leaps it won clear of the flames, and reached the bare,
  grassy ridge above.


  Below lay the river, wide and imposing. About half a mile away, on the
  opposite side from the gorilla, a number of wagons were moving along, drawn
  by mules and oxen. Pioneers were on a trek, seeking new homes, but the
  gorilla's eyes were not for them.


  In the rear of the pioneers, riding hard to catch up with them, was an
  evil-faced man with a red moustache. Now and again he turned his head, and
  grinned triumphantly at the fire which he had started.


  The gorilla was maddened by the sight. It bellowed and beat its huge chest
  with its clenched fists.


  Around its waist was a gunbelt, with a revolver in the holster. Over one
  shoulder was strapped a bandolier of cartridges. These were strange trappings
  to find on a gorilla, but there was a reason for them.


  Until some months earlier the gorilla had belonged to a lone miner named
  Bart Masters, who had named it O'Neil.


  Bart Masters had worked a little gold mine in the hills of Colorado, and
  had taught the gorilla to be useful in many ways. He had even taught it to
  handle a revolver and to shoot. It had become deeply devoted to him.


  Then one night a gang of gunmen, led by a ruffian named Tutt Strawhan, had
  arrived at the mine. They had murdered Masters, wounded the chained gorilla,
  and taken all the gold the old man had mined.


  The gorilla had recovered, however, and when it had found that its beloved
  master was dead its rage had been terrible. It had taken the revolver and
  bandolier and set out on the trail of the ruffians.


  So relentlessly had O'Neil hounded them that he had forced them to abandon
  the gold. He had never left their trail, killing them off one by one, until
  only Strawhan had remained alive.


  The one-time leader of the gunmen had fled far from his usual haunts, had
  joined this party of pioneers under the name of Sinclair and had hoped that
  he had shaken off his terrible pursuer.


  But the gorilla was still on the trail, and Strawhan would have been in
  its clutches if he had not set fire to the river bank. Even O'Neil could not
  pass through flames.


  The great beast was made with rage and pain. It had recently been captured
  and tortured by the Redskins, and its left foot was sore and inflamed.


  Its bellows of fury rose above the roar of the flames, and it started to
  limp along the bank in the hope of finding some other way down to the
  river.


  But the wind was strong, and the flames were blown for more than a mile.
  Everywhere O'Neil went the roaring flames met him.


  All this time the pioneers were getting further and further away, and with
  them went the man whom the Six-Gun Gorilla was determined to kill.


  Grimly O'Neil set out to get round the fire, and when he had travelled two
  miles he came to a place where the river bank was bare of bushes. Here there
  was nothing to feed the fire. It had died out before it had reached this
  spot. With a growl of satisfaction the gorilla plunged down the steep slope
  to the water's edge.


  The river was wide and swift, especially at this point. The pioneers had
  chosen the best crossing, but that was now in the midst of rolling smoke
  clouds. O'Neil could not go back there.


  He hesitated for a moment, for he disliked crossing water, then with a low
  growl he waded forward. Fortunately the water was shallow and only came up to
  his knees.


  There was a strong swirling current in the middle of the river, which
  would have swept any human being downstream, but O'Neil's colossal strength
  was more than a match for it and he soon reached the other bank.


  An overhanging branch there gave him the necessary grip to haul himself
  ashore. He stood erect to shake himself, and from somewhere under the low
  trees there came a ferocious snort.


  O'Neil showed his fangs and waited. Then the bushes parted, a huge, shaggy
  head appeared, and a pair of wicket red eyes stared angrily at him.


  They were the eyes of a huge bull buffalo, an old beast which had been
  driven from the herd by the younger bulls. Its curved horns were yellowed
  with age, but its eyes were bloodshot and glistening with anger.


  Sight of the gorilla emerging from the water had enraged it. Suddenly it
  charged.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla snarled. He had seen buffalo only from a distance
  before this. There had been none in the hills of Colorado. But when he saw
  the lowered head and the curving horns he knew that his end would be sure if
  he did not get out of the way.


  With a grunt of annoyance, he leapt for the overhanging branch of a
  tree.


  But he weighed six hundred pounds, and these scrubby trees out on the
  prairie were not made to withstand such a strain. The branch promptly broke,
  and he fell backwards—on top of the charging buffalo.


  The charging beast pulled up short at the water, and swung around. The
  Six-Gun Gorilla rolled over to one side, dazed and winded.


  The thunder of hoofs, and the sight of those wicked horns approaching,
  roused him, and he got to his knees in time to grab the extended horns, one
  in either hand.


  Then he found himself lifted from the ground and forced backwards, but if
  he was startled by this, the buffalo was also startled by the immense weight
  of its adversary. It could not now raise its head.


  The two beasts came to a standstill about forty yards further on, and the
  maddened buffalo began to toss its head and stamp in frenzy. O'Neil got his
  feet to the ground, and balanced himself more firmly. He still retained his
  grip on those horns.
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    O'Neil was fighting the battle of his life.

  
 


  This way and that plunged the bull buffalo, but O'Neil did not slacken his
  hold. He leaned on the brute's head, his immense weight tiring the buffalo
  out.


  Then O'Neil took the offensive, twisting and heaving with all his
  strength. The buffalo bellowed. O'Neil roared. It was a clash of giants.


  O'Neil leaned forward and tried to sink his teeth into the top of the
  buffalo's head, but all he encountered was hard bone that even his long fangs
  could not penetrate. The pain drove the buffalo to greater efforts. It
  managed to lift O'Neil off the ground once more, and rushed him at top speed
  into a tree.


  Crash!


  If the tree had not fallen over O'Neil would have been smashed to death.
  As it was, he was badly crushed and bruised. He gasped for breath, managed to
  get his adversary's head down again, and gave another heave.


  The buffalo's head was turning. It was a trial of sheer strength. The
  gorilla's grip did not slacken. He had the strength of ten men.


  Slowly, inch by inch, he levered on those horns, until with a roar of rage
  the great bull buffalo crashed over on its side. Once on the ground its doom
  was sealed. The Six-Gun Gorilla knelt and completed his grim task, twisting
  until he had broken the buffalo's neck.


  The great beast lay still. After some minutes O'Neil relaxed his hold and
  tottered to his feet. He could hardly stand.


  Under a tree he fell on his side, his chest heaving, his body caked with
  sweat.


  Then gradually his heart stopped thumping so wildly. His limbs relaxed. He
  closed his eyes and slept.


  For the time being he was too tired to follow the pioneers. Every minute
  he lay there they were getting further and further away, but O'Neil was not
  thinking about that. He was getting his strength back, recovering from what
  had been one of the sternest ordeals of his life.

  


  
XLII. — THE DAWN VISITOR


  Tutt Strawhan had often looked back towards the cloud of
  smoke beside the river, wondering what O'Neil was doing. If the gunman had
  only known it he could have gone back and shot the gorilla as it lay
  exhausted.


  Strawhan was not to know that, however. His one idea was to get as far
  away as possible before O'Neil could cross the river. He urged the pioneers
  to drive faster.


  He had already told them that the gorilla was a dangerous monster, which
  had escaped from a circus. He had not dared to tell them that it was trailing
  him, and him alone, for he was afraid that they might decided to get rid of
  his presence. It was essential that he should have company. He feared to be
  alone.


  His fear puzzled the pioneers. He had shown no trace of fear when he had
  saved them from a Redskin ambush, and his strange horror of this hairy
  monster was something they did not understand.


  Three of them dropped to the rear to open fire on O'Neil if he managed to
  cross the river, but when hour followed hour, and they did not so much as
  glimpse him, they relaxed their vigilance.


  "Guess the brute's turned back," they said. "He didn't like that warm
  welcome you gave him on the river bank. Give up worrying about him,
  Sinclair."


  The outlaw tried to keep calm, but the fear persisted that he had not seen
  the last of O'Neil, and when camp was made that evening he was as nervous as
  a kitten.


  To add to his dismay, Corrigan, the leader of the pioneers, said that he
  had never seen a finer piece of country than that which they were now in.


  "Guess it's what we've been looking for," he said. "If it looks as good in
  daylight as it does now I'll reckon we'll settle here. There's good grazing,
  rich soil, water, an' timber. What more do we want?"


  His companions nodded approval. They had travelled hundreds of miles
  seeking such a place. They were all eager to settle.


  Tutt Strawhan's heart missed a beat.


  "But—but the Injuns!" he protested. "They're too strong in this
  district. You couldn't live in peace here."


  "There are Injuns everywhere," snorted Corrigan. "We'll have to teach 'em
  to leave us alone. Sooner or later they'll be driven further west, then we'll
  be at peace. We're not scared o' Injuns."


  The wagons were pulled up in the usual formation for the night, and men
  hustled about getting wood for the fire, and water from a nearby stream, Tutt
  Strawhan gripped his rifle and shivered.


  He had not expected this to happen so soon. If the pioneers were going no
  further what was going to happen to him? He had expected them to go for
  hundreds of miles further west.


  But if they settled here, with O'Neil only a few hours behind, it would
  mean another clash with him before long. The Six-Gun Gorilla would arrive in
  the morning at the latest, and then—the outlaw shuddered.


  There was only one thing he could do. He must go on alone. He must cover
  up his trail as best he could, and head for the southern plains.


  But he would not go empty-handed. During the days he had travelled with
  the wagons he had discovered that Corrigan was in charge of the pioneers'
  money. He had an ironbound box in his wagon that contained the community
  funds. Corrigan slept under that wagon at night, with a gun at his side. It
  would not be easy to rob him, but Strawhan meant to do it.


  Cunningly the gunman pretended to throw off his fears, declared that they
  could not find a finer spot in which to settle, and joined the men round the
  fireside for the final smoke and yarn when the women and children had gone to
  their blankets.


  During the course of the evening he had accumulated a stock of cartridges
  and foodstuffs, a roll of blankets, and many other things that he needed for
  the journey.


  All these articles he stowed under a bush, where he could get them without
  trouble. He even picked out the horse which he intended taking when he
  fled.


  At last the men separated for the night. Sentries were always set, and
  Strawhan volunteered for the midnight spell. He meant to make his getaway
  during his two hours on watch.


  When the time came for him to take his spell he posted himself in a good
  position. One man was on similar duty on the other side of the wagons. The
  rest of the pioneers were asleep.


  Strawhan began his foul work when things had settled down again. He meant
  to have no interruption from his fellow sentry. Down on hands and knees he
  went, and crawled under the wagons, coming up behind the unsuspecting
  man.


  There was a flash of steel, and the luckless sentry sank down with a knife
  under his left shoulder blade, and Strawhan's big left hand over his mouth to
  stifle any outcry.


  The man died at once. The outlaw had not the slightest hesitation in
  leaving him lying there.


  His next move was to a wagon where he knew spare clothing was kept. From
  this he selected a complete new kit for himself, removed the clothes he wore,
  and tossed them aside, dressing himself in the stolen rigout.


  Only one thing remained to be done. He had to get that money. Stealthily
  he approached the wagon where Corrigan lay breathing heavily. Some children
  slept inside the wagon.


  The wagon creaked a little as he climbed up at the back, and he waited to
  see if the slight noise had attracted any attention. Nobody stirred.


  The children lay sleeping peacefully. His lips curled as he reached over
  them towards the ironbound box. He lifted it clear of the floor and backed
  away.


  He had actually got down to the ground behind the tailboard of the wagon,
  when Corrigan wakened and sat up with a jerk.


  "Who's that?" he grunted.


  There was no time for Tutt Strawhan to use his gun or snatch up a knife.
  Instead he swung the heavy, ironbound box straight at the man's face, and a
  corner of it caught Corrigan on the forehead. He slumped backwards,
  senseless.


  Breathing hard, Tutt Strawhan crouched to await developments, but once
  again his luck had held. Nobody else in the camp had been roused.


  After a minute or so Tutt Strawhan collected the things which he had left
  under a bush, and made for the horse lines. The cash box and most of the gear
  went into the saddlebags which he had brought for the purpose, and within a
  few seconds he was leading the surprised horse away into the darkness.


  Not until he was well clear of the sleeping camp did he mount and ride
  hard for the south. No one heard the beat of those hoofs.


  Corrigan was the first to raise the alarm. He came to his senses with
  blood caked on his face and his head throbbing with pain. Then, still
  half-dazed, he lurched to his feet and shouted for the rest of the camp to
  waken.


  In a moment or two the camp was awake, and men stood to their posts. It
  was fully ten minutes before they discovered what had really happened.


  The discovery of the dead sentry enraged them more than anything else.
  When it was found out that the cash box and a horse had disappeared, some of
  the men wanted to ride in pursuit at once.


  Corrigan checked them.


  "No good would come of it," he growled. "The skunk is probably miles away
  by this time. If we follow him we only leave the women and kids unprotected.
  Maybe there are Injuns about. We're better where we are, but if we ever lay
  hands on that rat again—"


  Growls of rage from the other pioneers indicated what would happen to
  Strawhan if he ever crossed their path in the future.


  There was no sleep for them that night. How long they had slept without
  sentries watching over them they did not know, but they did know that they
  had been exposed to a fearful risk. The Redskins could have rushed the camp
  any time after Strawhan had deserted with his loot. That was another thing
  they could not forgive the scoundrel for.


  Dawn found them still counting their losses. Crouching over the fire in
  the chilly mist at sunrise, they were suddenly aroused by a shout from one of
  the lookouts.


  "He's coming back! Someone coming through the mist!" he roared.


  Half a dozen rifles were instantly raised and leveled. Something was
  certainly moving out there beyond the edge of the camp.


  "Is that you, Sinclair? Put up your arms or you're a dead man!" shouted
  Corrigan.


  The only reply was a low growl, and to the surprise of the pioneers, the
  erect figure dropped on hands and knees. A moment later, before anyone could
  fire, it had leapt more than twenty feet in a single bound, and was right
  beside them.


  It was not the scoundrel who had robbed and betrayed them, but the Six-Gun
  Gorilla.


  Sheer surprise held the pioneers spellbound. Not a shot was fired. They
  stared in dumb amazement at the huge beast. Gun in fist, O'Neil stood
  regarding them from beneath his fierce eyebrows.


  Slowly his eyes travelled along their line of anxious faces, then with a
  grunt he deliberately turned his back on them and walked away.


  "Quiet!" hissed Corrigan. "Don't shoot. He doesn't mean us any harm. We
  don't want a fight here, in the middle of the camp."


  They held their breath as O'Neil made for the nearest wagon, reared up to
  his full height, and peered inside. His nostrils were quivering. He was
  relying on his powers of smell as well as his sight.


  "He's looking for something," whispered someone.


  "Or someone!" muttered another of the pioneers. "Don't upset him. Perhaps
  he'll go away."


  Screams came from another of the wagons as the Six-Gun Gorilla peered in
  over the tailboard. To the women and children he seemed like a fiend.


  The men stood silent, covering him with their guns. Some of them were
  beginning to realize what this was all about. If O'Neil had touched a woman
  or a child they would have riddled him with bullets, but for the moment they
  held their fire, waiting to see what happened.


  From wagon to wagon he went, sniffing, peering, terrifying the occupants
  who were awake.


  At last he came to the wagon where the spare clothing and other stores
  were kept. The watching men had expected him to pass that quickly, but to
  their surprise he gave a ferocious roar, and leapt inside.


  "By gosh! Now, what's he found?" breathed Corrigan.

  


  
XLIII. — O'NEIL GETS HIS MAN


  A moment later the Six-Gun Gorilla reappeared. He held a
  bundle of clothes which the pioneers at once recognized as having belonged to
  Strawhan.


  Every hair on O'Neil's body was bristling. His fangs were bared, and from
  his throat came a continuous growl. With one movement of his powerful hands
  he tore the clothes to shreds, dropped them on the ground, and jumped on
  them.


  Then the onlookers were appalled by his display of ferocity, as he tore,
  ripped, and stamped on those clothes until nothing but a few shreds
  remained.


  Cowed and terrified, even the women and children became silent as they
  watched.


  When at last those articles of clothing were no more than shreds, O'Neil
  turned away, went down on hands and knees to snuffle the ground, and ran on
  all fours towards the edge of the camp.


  Corrigan was the first to break the silence.


  "He—He's after Sinclair!" he gasped. "Sinclair's the only one he
  wants. Those were Sinclair's clothes. The brute's got it in for him for some
  reason. I wonder what he did to it."


  "Something lowdown, I bet!" growled one of the others. "Let it go after
  him. If it catches up with him an' pulls him to pieces so much the
  better—the dirty skunk!"


  Growls of approval came from the rest of the pioneers.


  At last O'Neil found Tutt Strawhan's trail. In some uncanny way O'Neil had
  discovered the spot where Strawhan had mounted, and although the killer's
  scent was no longer on the ground, the gorilla had only to follow the tracks
  of the horse to hunt him down.


  The pioneers watched the great beast disappear into the distance.


  Then Corrigan spoke grimly.


  "D' you know, I've and idea we needn't worry about that skunk Sinclair
  getting his deserts," he said. "That gorilla sure means business. One o'
  these days, sooner or later, he'll catch up with Sinclair, and
  then—"


  The rest of the men nodded. They were all of the same opinion.


  O'Neil was going as fast as his injured foot would allow him. That foot
  still gave him pain. He had been unable to rest it, and the part which had
  been burnt had become inflamed and raw. The constant pain urged him on like a
  spur.


  There was no longer any need for him to sniff the ground. The tracks made
  by the stolen horse were clear enough to his keen eyes. He travelled
  sometimes on all fours, sometimes standing erect.


  Ahead the country became open and rolling. It was real prairie, with
  little more vegetation than some grass and bush. The folds of the country
  were like waves on the ocean, and it was impossible to see more than one
  ridge ahead.


  The sun rose higher and higher in the sky, and O'Neil suffered from the
  heat, but he did not slow down. Somehow he seemed to realize that the end of
  his chase was not far off. Somewhere on the prairie he would come up with the
  man who had killed the one person he loved, and then he would take his
  vengeance.


  He was hungry as well as thirsty, but there was nothing here for him to
  eat, neither fruit, vegetables, or berries.


  Hour followed hour, and then as he came to the top of an extra high ridge,
  he saw something in the distance which made him snarl.


  It was a solitary rider going southwards. The horse seemed to be very
  weary.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla took it for granted that the lone rider was Strawhan.
  It did not enter his head that there might be someone else on the open
  prairie. To him this was as good as the end of the chase, and he broke into a
  straggling run.


  Gradually he made up on the rider. Presently he was no more than half a
  mile behind, then a quarter. He tried to put on an extra spurt, but even his
  great strength was failing. He could go no faster.


  The country was changing now, becoming rougher and more deeply indented.
  When not more than a quarter of a mile ahead O'Neil heard the sharp crack of
  a gun, followed by other reports in quick succession.


  For a moment he thought that the man he was pursuing was shooting at him,
  and he instinctively crouched to the ground, but when there came no whistle
  of bullets he realized that the shots had not been fired at him. The shooting
  was in the other direction.


  On all fours, O'Neil scampered for the top of the next rise, and looked
  over the top. He saw the horseman, crouching behind his dead horse, shooting
  rapidly at a score or so of Redskins who had evidently ambushed him from one
  of the gullies which abounded in the region. The horse was stuck full of
  arrows. The Redskins must have deliberately aimed at the horse in order to
  bring the man down.


  Now they were closing in on him from all sides at once, wriggling over the
  ground, using every scrap of cover.


  The lone man fired two more shots from behind his horse. He was selling
  his life dearly, but he could not watch all sides at once.


  Two Indians fell in the front, but half a dozen others rose and sped
  forward from the rear. They were now no more than a dozen yards from their
  intended victim.


  O'Neil's great hands twitched. Did these Redskins think that he was going
  to give up his cherished victim to them? Did they think that they were going
  to cheat him out of his vengeance after all he had gone through?


  The lone traveler turned on his side, conscious of danger from the rear,
  but he was too late. The Redskins made a wild rush, and swarmed over him
  before he could swing his gun about.


  Then a wild whoop rose from the others as they closed in to help their
  comrades master the struggling man. He disappeared beneath a heap of
  them.


  O'Neil waited no longer. Down the slope he went with great leaps and
  bounds, careless of the pain to his foot. He landed on top of the struggling,
  heaving mass with enough force to knock the breath from the bodies of the
  Redskins beneath him, and the next moment he went into action.


  He did not use the gun. His huge hands were sufficient for the
  purpose.


  The fight lasted no more than three minutes, and during that time the
  Redskins were hurled right and left like earth flying from a mechanical
  excavator. Few of them escaped without broken bones. Their shrieks and cries
  of fear resounded far over the prairie.


  At last their victim was uncovered. No Redskin was left within a dozen
  yards of him. Those few who had escaped death or injury were fleeing for
  their lives, convinced that some demon had descended upon them from the
  clouds.


  The white man lay still. He had been crushed and battered into
  unconsciousness. O'Neil gave a terrible cry of triumph, and snatched him up
  in both hands, much as a child would snatch a doll.


  This was the moment to which he had looked forward for a long time. Now
  there was nothing to prevent him taking his revenge on his hated enemy. He
  turned his victim about to get a better hold, then stared at the face
  revealed to him.


  It was not Tutt Strawhan at all. This weathered face had no red
  moustaches, but a neat black beard. It was not the hated killer, that O'Neil
  had in his grip, but a total stranger, some lone buffalo hunter who had
  blundered across the trail of the man the Six-Gun Gorilla was hunting.


  The gorilla's fingers relaxed their hold. The man slumped to the ground
  and grunted. O'Neil stood over him, glaring savagely in all directions.


  He did not want to harm this stranger. He had no quarrel with him.
  Actually he had done the man a good turn by rescuing him from the Redskins,
  but O'Neil thought nothing of that. He was no longer interested in the fate
  of the hunter.


  The gorilla had blundered, but Strawhan could not be far away. Somewhere
  the trails had crossed, and O'Neil had followed the wrong one. But sooner or
  later he would catch up with the man he sought.

  


  
XLIV. — THE LIVING WALL OF DEATH


  The horse was on its last legs. Even the goading and beating
  of the rider could not make it quicken its stride. Its head hung low, and its
  eyes were glazed.


  All around stretched the limitless prairie. Horse and rider were heading
  south, and neither of them knew just how many miles they had come since they
  had started their mad flight.


  Once the beast stumbled and threw the man heavily. He lay there for some
  minutes before rising to his feet and kicking the horse until it lurched up
  once more.


  The man himself was gaunt, his eyes were deeply sunk and red-rimmed with
  fatigue. Every now and again he would glance round as though afraid of
  something in the rear.


  Terror had him in its grip. He was almost certain that he was being
  pursued, and that was why he was trying to reach the border in record
  time.


  The country through which Tutt Strawhan was passing was Redskin country,
  but he did not fear the Indians. He scarcely thought of the Indians when he
  looked behind him every few minutes. What he feared to see was a huge, hairy
  monster—a giant gorilla!


  Not many months before this, Tutt Strawhan had been the leader of a gang
  of gunmen. He and his gang had been feared all over Colorado.


  Then Strawhan had heard of a rich little gold mine run by a lone miner
  named Bart Masters. This miner had a tame gorilla called O'Neil, which he had
  trained to work for him. To amuse himself, Bart Masters had even taught the
  great creature to use a revolver, and it was never happier than when it was
  wearing a gunbelt and bandolier.


  Tutt Strawhan had learned of Bart Masters' gold strike, and with his gang
  had raided the mine one evening, killed Masters, shot and wounded the
  gorilla, and escaped with the gold.


  The gorilla's fury had been terrible when it had recovered and found its
  master dead. It had taken the revolver and cartridge belt and had set off
  after the killers.


  For months it had kept on their heels. So relentless had been the pursuit
  that it had forced them to abandon the gold, and one by one had killed them
  off, until now only Tutt Strawhan remained alive.


  O'Neil had dogged Strawhan so persistently that in his terror the killer
  had gone out into the far west with a party of pioneers, hoping to
  escape.


  But escape was not for him. The Six-Gun Gorilla was still on his trail. In
  desperation, Strawhan had robbed the pioneers as they slept one night, had
  taken the best horse they possessed, and had started for the border.


  The border was much further away than he had expected, however. Each time
  he topped a ridge he looked anxiously ahead, wondering if he was nearing his
  destination.


  All he saw was more prairie, more grass, more ridges.


  The horse he was riding was heavily laden with supplies and an iron box
  which contained the money Strawhan had stolen from the pioneers. The outlaw
  had not hesitated to rob them of all they possessed, even though they had
  befriended him and trusted him.


  Now this box bumped to and from in the saddlebag alongside the horse's
  right flank. It unbalanced the beast. If Strawhan had had the time to spare
  he would have opened the box and removed the money to his pockets, but the
  box was locked, and it would take a long while to force it open.


  Down into a hollow stumbled the horse, and immediately sank to its knees
  in mud. There was a muskeg swamp which Strawhan had failed to notice. The
  horse had walked right into it.


  Strawhan shouted and raved, tugged and heaped blows on the luckless beast,
  but it had not the strength to pull itself out of the mud. Gradually it sank
  to its death, and the once-feared gang leader was helpless to prevent it.


  At the last moment he removed the saddlebag containing the iron box, and
  when he staggered back to firm ground the still carried this.


  He could not afford to lose the valuable box. It was no use crossing the
  border and entering a new country without some money. He was determined to
  keep the box until he could get at the cash.


  So the sun blazed down on a bent stumbling figure which staggered
  southwards with a saddlebag slung over one shoulder. Tutt Strawhan was on the
  verge of collapse, but fear made him stagger on.


  "It won't get me! It won't!" he gasped to himself. "I'll cheat it yet. It
  got all the others, but it won't get me!"


  He forced himself onwards, but still he turned round and looked back each
  time he topped a ridge.


  Gradually Strawhan's progress became slower and slower, until at last he
  climbed an extra high ridge, and paused for breath. Then he rubbed his
  eyes.


  The prairie below him seemed to be alive with movement. At first he
  thought that the figures before him were men, but when he came to look more
  closely he realized that he was looking down on the biggest herd of bison he
  had ever seen.


  There were thousands of them down there. They formed a mass several miles
  long, and they were moving very slowly in his direction as they grazed.


  "Meat!" grunted the hunted man. "Meat enough for an army. If someone could
  only shoot 'em an' sell 'em to the contractors building that new railroad!
  The hides alone would be worth a fortune."


  So taken was he with the idea that it was some minutes before he thought
  to look behind him.


  When he did look back, the saddlebag containing the iron box dropped to
  the ground with a thud. Strawhan's eyes bulged, and beads of sweat showed on
  his face. At last his fears were realized. There in the distance he could see
  his terrible pursuer.


  It was only a moving speck, but he knew at once glance, by its curious
  shambling walk, that that speck was the Six-Gun Gorilla. Like himself, the
  gorilla was tired. It had travelled farther than he, for it had taken a false
  trail at the start.


  But now it was making no mistake. It was heading directly along his
  tracks. Suddenly, as Strawhan stood watching it, he saw it stop for a moment,
  raise itself to its full height and stare, apparently looking straight at
  him.


  "It's seen me!" he gasped.


  He turned and fled down the other side of the ridge. His feet felt like
  lead, but he forced himself along.


  In all that vast expanse of prairie he could see no hiding place.


  Then ahead of him he saw the army of buffalo, and an idea occurred to
  him.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla was following him by scent and sight. When it could
  not see him it was sniffing the ground and picking out his scent.


  If he could only pass through that mass of buffalo the gorilla would lose
  the trail. Not even a gorilla could track him over ground trampled by
  thousands of buffalo.


  Tutt Strawhan's heart beat with fresh hope. He kept steadily on his way
  towards the herd, and as he drew nearer he slowed his pace to a slow walk. He
  did not want to disturb or alarm the herd.


  To make things even better, he plucked some branches from bushes which he
  passed, and held them around him as camouflage. By moving very slowly he
  believed that he would pass unnoticed. The wind was carrying his scent away
  from the herd so he would not be betrayed by that.


  Nearer and nearer to the outskirts of the herd he went, sometimes looking
  behind him.


  Now he was amongst the stragglers at the front of the herd. One or two
  lifted their shaggy heads and glared at him suspiciously, but he stood
  perfectly still until they looked away, then moved on a little farther.


  It was nerve-racking work passing through the grazing herd. At any other
  time he would not have dared try it. If the brutes had stampeded when he was
  in their midst, he would not have lasted ten seconds.


  For more than twenty minutes he passed through the lanes of grazing
  buffalo, and not until he was on slightly higher ground on the farther side
  did he again glance to the rear.


  His hand grasped his gun impulsively. He got a shock when he saw how close
  the Six-Gun Gorilla had come.


  All that now separated them was the herd of buffalo. The gorilla was on
  the other side of it, and had stopped to stare at the moving mass before
  him.


  "If he tries to come through there—they'll stampede!" gasped Tutt
  Strawhan, and just then an idea came to him. "Why not? Why shouldn't they be
  stampeded—in the other direction?"


  It had suddenly occurred to him that he could start a stampeded from his
  side and send the army of buffalo towards the oncoming gorilla. Anything in
  the path of the buffalo would be wiped out.


  No sooner had the idea occurred to the hunted scoundrel than he jerked out
  his gun and aimed it over the backs of the unsuspecting beasts.


  Crack-crack-crack!


  He fired rapidly, at the same time shouting at the top of his voice.


  Several thousand buffalo raised their heads and gazed in the direction of
  the shots. Strawhan fired at one of the nearest brutes and caught it in the
  shoulder with a bullet. The startled beast roared with pain, and retreated
  towards the others. They all stirred restlessly.


  Crack-crack!


  Tutt Strawhan well knew how to start cattle moving. He had learned that
  during his cattle rustling days.


  When he had reloaded and advanced towards them, the mass of shaggy
  creatures started to move the other way. One or two bulls turned and lowered
  their heads, but they did this only to give the others time to get clear. The
  main herd was on the move, and they were heading faster and faster away from
  Strawhan. Strawhan shouted and yelled at the top of his voice and waved his
  arms vigorously as he jumped up and down.


  The buffalo broke into a gallop. Strawhan knew that he had succeeded, for
  those on the move pushed the others, and after that nothing could stop
  them.


  There came a sound like distant thunder as their hoofs beat the ground. In
  one solid mass they stampeded towards the north.


  Tutt Strawhan stood with hands on hips, and grinned. Right in their path
  was the Six-Gun Gorilla. It seemed that at last Strawhan had got rid of his
  awful pursuer.

  


  
XLV. — STRAWHAN'S LAST REFUGE


  O'Neil had been startled when first he had seen this mass of
  animals between him and his victim. He had never seen such a big herd before
  and he stared in amazement at the beasts.


  Then his hand went to the holster on his hip and drew his gun. He had some
  idea of shooting them out of his way! He had learned that the gun could do
  many things.


  His hideous face was twisted more viciously than ever as he prepared to
  fire a shot. He screwed up one eye in comical fashion, then jerked it open
  again when the sound of shots came from the other side of the herd.


  Tutt Strawhan had started his efforts to stampeded the mass of beasts, and
  almost at once the herd got on the move. Things happened quickly after that.
  The Six-Gun Gorilla got the shock of his life when he saw that the whole herd
  was advancing towards him. He saw a forest of tossing horns and lowered
  heads.


  O'Neil backed away a few yards and bared his teeth. Here was something he
  knew he could not stand against.


  He began to retreat more quickly, for the buffalo were gaining speed. From
  a walk they had trotted, then cantered, and now they were coming at a mad
  gallop.


  So much dust was stirred up and drifted before him that O'Neil could no
  longer see his enemy on the other side of the herd. The living wall bore down
  on him.


  O'Neil suddenly stopped in his tracks and stood snarling viciously. He had
  decided to face them after all.


  Standing at his full height, with huge arms held out before him like a
  wrestler about to come to grips, he awaited the onslaught.


  The buffalo came on as though unaware of O'Neil's presence. They were
  blind with rage and fear. Nothing could check them. Trees or other obstacles
  would have been brushed out of their path. A similar fate would overtake the
  Six-Gun Gorilla if he stayed where he was.


  At the last moment O'Neil realized this. He saw a thousand leveled horns,
  sensed the irresistible force behind this rush, and gave a grunt. The next
  moment he had leapt upwards and forwards, on to their backs.


  The beasts which felt his hairy touch would have stopped, but those behind
  would not allow them to do this. The moving mass swept on, and with it went
  the Six-Gun Gorilla, sprawling on the back of that living sea of animals.


  So tightly were the buffalo wedged together that it was impossible for him
  to fall to the ground again.


  Snarling, spitting, tearing with his powerful hands at everything within
  reach. O'Neil was thrown from one beast to another. For two minutes he was
  treated like a schoolboy being tossed in a blanket, but gradually his wits
  returned, and he awaited his chance.


  A quick grab and he had got hold of a thick mane of hair, had steadied
  himself, and risen to his feet.


  His flexible toes gave a good hold on anything. He managed to remain
  erect. He started to run across the backs of the moving herd. He staggered as
  he ran, but he managed to retain his balance.


  The noise the buffalo made was deafening, and he added his angry roar to
  it.


  Once he lost his balance and fell astride a huge black bull, which carried
  him with it for more than a mile before he managed to scramble on to another
  of its neighbors. O'Neil did not want to go with the herd. He was like a
  swimmer trying to go against the tide. He wanted to go in the opposite
  direction.


  How long he scrambled about on the backs of the buffalo he did not know,
  but when at last he fell forward on to the hard, trampled ground, and saw no
  more of the herd coming, he knew that he had reached the end of his perilous
  'journey'.


  The earth still trembled to the passing of those thousands of feet. O'Neil
  lay there listening to the vibrations, and gradually got his breath back.


  Then he rose and shook himself, felt to make sure that his gun was still
  in its holster, and glared ahead.


  Tutt Strawhan had gone out of sight. The scoundrel had chuckled evilly
  when he had seen the herd heading for his terrible pursuer, but he had made
  off as soon as he was certain that the herd would not stop. He was no longer
  to be seen.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla began to nose around, trying to pick up his enemy's
  trail but he could not find it, which was not surprising, considering the
  mass of hoofs which had passed over the ground.


  O'Neil went round in ever increasing circles, until suddenly away in the
  distance he heard a sound that he recognized—the sound of a shot.


  Instantly he turned and headed in that direction. He did not trouble to
  nose the ground. He felt sure that the shot had been fired by Strawhan.


  Suddenly another shot rang out, followed quickly by two others. This time
  there could be no mistake. The shots had been fired less than a mile
  away.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla limped swiftly southwards. The thought of catching up
  with Strawhan made him forget about the pain in his foot which had recently
  been badly burned.


  His rush carried him over the ground at a great pace, until he came again
  to rising ground, reached the top, and stopped, his bushy eyebrows coming
  together as he scowled in wonder at what he saw.


  A fight was going on between Redskins and someone who had sought refuge in
  the midst of a pile of large boulders. On the ground near those boulders lay
  a saddlebag. A score of mounted Redskins were riding round and round,
  whooping and firing with their bows at the refuge of the solitary white
  man.


  Shots were coming from the midst of the boulders. Tutt Strawhan seemed to
  have run into the Redskins and had hurriedly sought shelter.


  The Six-Gun Gorilla's eyes remained fixed on the scene below. His hair
  bristled, and a low growl came from the back of his throat. He could not see
  Strawhan, but he knew that the man he sought was in amongst those boulders.
  If O'Neil did not hurry up and claim him these red-skinned warriors would
  kill Strawhan.


  Two more shots rang out and one of the Redskins toppled from his horse.
  The other warriors at once closed the gap and continued their circling
  tactics.


  Strawhan must have known that he could not escape, for he was firing
  rapidly, much too rapidly for his scant supply of ammunition. When that was
  gone he would have nothing but his bare hands to defend himself against this
  horde.


  The Redskins knew that, and were waiting until he should cease firing.


  Closer and closer edged the horses, until the pile of boulders was almost
  hidden by them. The Six-Gun Gorilla started down the hill, and he was clever
  enough to go on all fours, for he did not want to be seen yet.


  The shots were now fewer. Strawhan was nearing the end of his tether. The
  Indians were watching closely lest he should try to make a despairing dash
  for one of the ponies of the fallen warriors.


  Suddenly there was an appalling roar, and a huge figure rose and dashed
  towards the Redskins.


  The Redskins turned round in alarm and saw O'Neil seize one of the rider
  less ponies and throw it over on its side. The horses nearby squealed with
  fear and reared up on their hind legs. The circle was broken, and through the
  gap he had made dashed the Six-Gun Gorilla.


  A strangled cry came from amongst the boulders. Tutt Strawhan had seen the
  gorilla at last. A moment later two shots caught O'Neil in the chest and made
  him stagger for an instant.


  But the bullets did not penetrate very far. His matted hair checked them.
  The flesh wounds only made O'Neil more angry, and he reached the pile of
  boulders in a leap.


  The Redskins drew back, scared and bewildered by this interruption. None
  of them had ever seen a gorilla before. They could not make out whether it
  was beast or human.


  O'Neil went round and round, trying to find out where Strawhan was. The
  fugitive had crawled right into the midst of the boulders and hidden.


  But O'Neil knew Strawhan was there. The gorilla could smell him. It
  wrinkled its black lips in a vicious snarl and gripped one of the
  boulders.


  It must have weighed half a ton, but with a single swing of his arms
  O'Neil sent it rolling half a dozen yards away.


  The Indians watched, dumb with amazement. The gorilla caught hold of
  another huge boulder and hurled it in another direction.


  The hidden man fired two more shots but neither hit nor scared O'Neil who
  went on with his task of unearthing Tutt Strawhan. He scattered those
  boulders with the speed and fury of a hurricane.


  At last only two of these rocks remained. The Six-Gun Gorilla gripped one,
  and wrenched.


  It rolled aside, and Strawhan was at last revealed. Before O'Neil could
  release his hold on the boulder and spring on his foe, the gunman had jerked
  up his revolver and fired twice at point blank range. Both bullets took
  O'Neil in the throat.


  The great creature gave a howl of pain and wrath, relaxed his hold on the
  boulder, and let it fall. A second later he fell beside it, and lay
  still.


  Tutt Strawhan gave a whoop of joy. Careless of the onlookers, he rushed
  from his hiding place and climbed on top of the fallen gorilla. There he
  danced a wild jig of joy.


  "Got you! Got you at last!" he roared. "I was too clever for you, O'Neil.
  You should have left me alone. Now you're dead—dead as that fool master
  of yours!"


  He lowered his gun to pump a few more shots into the huge body; but the
  weapon merely clicked harmlessly. He had fired his last cartridge.

  


  
XLVI. — O'NEIL FIRES HIS LAST SHOT


  The realization of this brought Strawhan back to his senses.
  As he reached into his pocket for cartridges, he became aware of horsemen
  looming over him. The Redskins had closed in again. They had seen the hairy
  demon slain by their intended victim, and they were no longer afraid.


  When Tutt Strawhan looked up into those painted, merciless faces, he
  gasped with fear.


  Frantically he searched for more cartridges, determined to die by his own
  hand rather than fall into the grip of these Redskins. But there was not a
  single cartridge left. He had fired the last one into O'Neil. He was
  defenseless. The Redskins would take him alive after all.


  "No, no!" he roared, as they jumped from their horses and tried to seize
  him. "No, no, not the torture stake!"


  The Indians bore him to the ground and beat him to silence. He had gained
  nothing by pumping those last two shots into O'Neil. In his excitement he had
  fired away that final shot which he had always intended reserving for
  himself.


  He was now at the mercy of these red fiends, and he knew what that meant.
  Horrible and prolonged torture would be his fate. It would have been better
  to have died at the hands of the Six-Gun Gorilla!


  The Redskins watched their prisoner carefully, but not one of them went
  near the gorilla. They eyed it from a distance, and were satisfied to see it
  lying so still. They could see the blood on the ground from its head
  wound.


  Immense it looked, even when it sprawled helplessly beside the last
  remaining boulder. It was lying face down, and the broad width of its back
  impressed the Indians greatly.


  "Truly this must be the biggest man who ever lived!" they muttered. "He is
  neither Paleface nor Redskin. He must come of another tribe."


  Two of them stood guard over Strawhan while the rest of them collected
  wood to make a fire. They were very elated with their success, and intended
  taking Strawhan back to their village as soon as their horses were
  rested.


  Meanwhile they squatted round the fire.


  The wood they used was small stuff, gathered from the nearby bushes. It
  crackled loudly as it burned, and threw sparks into the air.


  One spark drifted over the heads of the Indians and settled on the broad
  back of O'Neil. The gorilla's hair began to smolder.


  Tutt Strawhan lay between his two guards, rolling his eyes in terror.


  The spark on the gorilla's back burnt deeper. It reached the flesh.


  A tremor ran through O'Neil. There was still life in the great creature.
  The pain of the burn was penetrating his dazed senses.


  Suddenly he opened his eyes, and tried to turn his head. The pain in his
  neck prevented this, so he rolled on his side.


  From there he could see the fire, the Redskins, and to one side the man he
  had hunted for so many months, the killer of his master!


  O'Neil bared his teeth, but even that movement hurt him. He set a hairy
  hand to the ground, and forced himself to a sitting position. As he was
  outside the circle of the firelight he remained unseen. His fierce eyes
  gleamed with hate.


  He was not going to be cheated out of his revenge. These men with the
  feathers in their hair were not going to have his victim!


  Painfully he dragged himself towards the one remaining boulder. It was one
  of the biggest of the pile he had scattered. Grasping it with both hands, he
  hauled himself erect. His wounds were draining his massive body of its
  strength, but he made one supreme effort, heaved the boulder high above his
  head, and tossed it straight into that circle of Redskins.


  Crash!


  It came down on the fire and scattered it in all directions.


  Crack-crack-crack!


  O'Neil had fallen into a sitting position after the effort of that throw.
  He now started to open fire with his revolver. Bullets whistled amongst the
  startled Redskins.


  Three or four of them fell. At that range even O'Neil could not miss. Then
  with a mighty effort the Six-Gun Gorilla rose to his feet and lurched
  forward.


  The surviving Redskins waited no longer. They could not face this
  terrible, bloodstained apparition. With one accord they turned and fled for
  their horses.


  A voice rang out. It was the voice of Tutt Strawhan:


  "Take me with you!" he screamed. "For the love of mercy, take me away from
  here! Don't leave me!"


  In his fear of the approaching gorilla Strawhan had forgotten the torture
  stake to which he had been doomed. Now he would have welcomed being carried
  away by the Indians.


  But they neither understood what he was saying, nor cared. They wanted to
  get out of reach of this hairy giant who had the strength of ten men.


  O'Neil stood swaying to and fro as he watched the Redskins go. He was
  rocking weakly at the knees. Blood was pouring from his wounds. He could not
  last much longer.


  But he still had one duty to perform. He groped his way to where Strawhan
  lay, and from the terrified look on his face he knew that his end had come.
  He knew that Bart Masters was going to be avenged.


  A hairy paw reached for him, and lifted him clear of the ground. O'Neil
  held him up and peered at him as if to make sure that it was Strawhan he had
  captured.


  But there was no mistaking the scent which O'Neil had followed for so
  long. Even how his hair bristled when he recognized it. This man was the
  killer of his master! This was the man who deserved death.


  Tutt Strawhan ceased to struggle. He was doomed. His end had come.


  The gorilla's fingers searched for his throat. Its grip tightened.
  Strawhan choked and tried to tear away those terrible fingers. The blood
  pounded in his head. Then suddenly everything went black before his eyes.


  O'Neil growled with fury when he felt the figure grow limp in his grip,
  then suddenly he gave a groan and without warning sagged forward and crashed
  on his side, his out flung arm across Strawhan's chest—


  For a long while the gorilla and its victim lay there while the sun sank
  low in the western sky. They lay motionless, like two dead things, then there
  was a faint movement. A tremor ran through Strawhan's body. He stirred, and
  slowly his eyelids opened.


  A great weight seemed to be pressing down on him. His head was bursting.
  He opened his mouth to draw breath into his tortured lungs, and when he tried
  to swallow the pain in his throat was intense.


  Dazed, and unable to comprehend where he was, and what had happened,
  Strawhan lay motionless. Then slowly he turned his head. A few inches away
  was a horrible face—the face of the Six-Gun Gorilla!


  A hoarse scream burst from Strawhan's lips. He was still in the grip of
  the mighty animal that had made his life an agony of fear!


  But the minutes dragged on, and there came no movement from O'Neil.
  Strawhan's heart thudded. Could it be that the gorilla was dead?


  His eyes fixed on the giant body beside him, Strawhan edged inch by inch
  from under the long arm across his chest. A last wriggle and he was clear,
  and O'Neil's arm dropped limply to the sand.


  Panting for breath, Strawhan staggered to his feet, then stood
  swaying.


  "Free!" he gasped. "I'm free! I've cheated you—you fiend!"


  His eyes still fixed on the still body of O'Neil, he slowly backed away,
  then broke into a stumbling run.


  He had covered twenty yards when a shudder ran through the gorilla. There
  was still a spark of life in its huge body. With a great effort it raised
  itself, and something like a groan came from it as it saw that its prisoner
  was no longer there.


  Slowly it turned and saw Strawhan. He was scrambling to the top of a
  ridge.


  O'Neil's hand dropped to his gun, and he raised himself to his knees. His
  gun came up. His finger tightened on the trigger. Then all at once he
  crumpled forward.


  At that moment Tutt Strawhan looked round. He saw O'Neil swaying, then a
  shout of triumph broke from his lips as the gorilla crashed to the ground. It
  was dead!


  There came the roar of a gun and Strawhan's shout rose to a shrill scream.
  He clutched at his side, and gazed stupidly down at the blood oozing between
  his fingers. Then slowly he spun round and dropped face downwards.


  Even in death O'Neil had triumphed. The contraction of his muscles as he
  had slumped forward had set off the gun, and the single bullet in the
  chambers had sped straight and true to the mark.


  The murder of Bart Masters had been avenged in strange and terrible
  fashion.

  


  THE END
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