OHAPTER XVL
Pave Meets Two Friends and & Fbe
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In the early morning Dave. tm'nnl, you.

to rest his cramped limbs.  He was|

in a day coach, mdhjsdeéptkmﬁ\

the night had been brokem.

escent dayn of the desert, and his
blood quickened at sight ‘of the en-
chanted mesa. To I came that
joyous thrill of ‘one who comes home
to his own a!tormmu*of exile. “. -
Presently he saw the silvery
sheen of the mesguite when the sun
is -streaming npwud Dnst addies

whirled across the bérran
prickly pear knd the palo vei:rd:
ins

uow but:today his eves: devoured

ly. The wonderful. of-lag

them hungri
fect of space and llgkt. the cloud
skeins drawn out-as b; ioma invisr
ible hand, the brown T
that wandered-over mmn
| brought to him an emotion poign
e L Al

ley bonadod b’ hi!is
fantastic

ral fenced with brush and twis
roots, in which were long, shallow
feed troughs and flat-roofed sheds,
leaped out of nowhere, was for a
fow moments,  and v‘:tnithed;ﬂ:;n;
gcene in a.moving picture,

gray mass of color on a hillside was |
agitated like a sea wave. It was a
flock ‘of sheep moving toward the
eorral.  For an {nstant Dave canght
a glimpse of a. deg circling the hud-
dled pack; then dog and sheep were
out of sight together.

The pictures stirred memories ot
‘the acrid smoke of hill camp-fires,
_of nights under a tarp with the
rain beating down on him, and still
others of a road herd bawling for
water, of winter camps when the
ropes were frozen. stiff and the snew
slid from trees in small avalanches.

At the junction he took the stage
for Malapj. Already he could see
that he was going into a mew world,
one altogether different from that
he had last seen here. These men
were. not eattlemen. They talked
tke vocabulary of oil. They had hte
shrewd, keen look of the driller and
the wildcatter. ‘They were fall of
siervous enérgy that oozed out in
constant conversation.

““Jagkpot. Number- . Three lost a
string = o’ tools yesterd-ay W'hile
they’re’ fishin’, Steelman’il beé drill=
in’ hellamile. You got to sit np all
night to beat that Coal Of Sohnny."
one wrinkled little man said.

light coming from the window wks ’
him. - -He looked out ‘on ‘the opal-}

bort of oad | <liv

Hd into wrro!' v:xl: .

" Fhoas ook | ho bavkboved

gratitude.
sﬁnwed in his dry vo‘ieo
“Thanks, Bob.”
“Hart knew a.lretdy tha.t

gone .in a boy, W‘ﬂd. turbu
Ltamed ﬁe had e

‘by the fires of ex

cipline. - The steel:g

'1o er frank and ge

'ed warily and inserutabl
i'{Muttle and mos

‘was m
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Dave shook his hend “I'm mueh
obnxed. ‘but I'd rather mot yet, Got
to feel out my way whllcr Ilearn the
range here.”
~To this Bob did ‘not:consént with-
fout gsﬂl Mest, 'but Sa.ndors was

xitht. Suit yoreselt You al-
W:a was stubborn as a Missourl
mule;" Hart said with & grin, “‘Any-
how, yowll eat —supper with me.
Le’ go tso the Delmonico - for. ol
Jske. We'll see if Hop
“you. I'll bet he does.”
~'Hart had come im to see a'con-
tractor ahout bmilding a derrick for
a well. “I got to see him Dnow,
Dave. Go along with me,” he urged.

“No, see you later: Want to get
my trunk from the depot.”

They: arranged an hour of meet-
ing at the restaurant.

In front of the post-omce Bob met’
Joyce Crawford. The young woman
had 'fumiled the promise of her
girlheod. © As she moved down the
street, tall .and slender, there 'was
a.light, joyous freedom in her step:
+So Ellen Terry walked in her Tesil-
jent prime.

“Miss Joyce, hes here,” Bob sald.

“Who—Dave?” X, S mad

She and ‘her father
more than onte met uendoonmii'be
of ‘three to. discuss ;the :interests of
iSa‘ndem both before “and since his
release. ‘The week after he left
Canon City letters of ‘thanks had

A -big man in boots laced over]reached both Hart and Crawford,

corduroy trousers nodded. *He's
smooth as a pump plunger, and he
sure has luck. He can buy up a
dry hole any old time and it'l be
2 gusher in a week. ‘He’ll bust Em
Crawford high and dry before he
finishes with him.
to 'a’ stuck to cattle. That's one
game he knows from hoof to hide.”

“Sure. Em’s got no business in
oil.  Say, do you know when they’'re

expectin’ Shiloh Number Two in?”
3 “She’s into the = sand now, but
gtill dry as a cork leg. That's la-
ble to put 2 crimp in Em’s bank roll,
don’t you reckon?”

“Yep. Old Man Hard Luck’s
campin’ on his trail sure enough.
The banks’ll be shakin' their heads
at his paper soon.”

The stage had stopped to take on
‘a mailsack. -Now it started -again,
and the rest of the talk was lost
to Dave. But hs had heard enough
to guess that the old feud between
Crawford and Steelman had iaken
on a new phase, one in which his
friend was likely to get the worst
of it.

At Malapi Dave * descended from
‘the stage into a town he hardly
knew. It had the same wide main
street, but the business section- ex-
tended five blocks instead of one.
Everywhere oil dominated the place.

Hotels, restaurants, and hardware |

stores jostled saloons and gambling
houses. Tents had beenr set up in
vacant lots beside frame buildings,
and in them stores, rooming-houses,
and lunch-counters were doing busi-
ness. BEverybody was in a hurry.
The street was filled with men who
had to sleep with 6ne eye open lest
they miss the news of some new dis-
covery,

The town was having igrowing-
pains.  One contractor was. puiting
down sidewalks in the same street
where another laid sewer pipe and
s third« put in telephone poles. A
branch® line of a trans-continental
vailroad was moving across the des-
ert to tap the new oil field. Houses
rose overnight. Mule teams jingled
in and out freighting supplies to
Malapi and from there to the fields.
On all sides were dustle, energy, and
optimism, signs of the new West in
the making.

Up the street a team of ‘half<brok-
en broncos came on  the gallop,
‘weaving among the traffic with a
. certainty that showed a skilled pair
of hands at the reins. From the
fuckboard stepped lightly a straight-

backed, well-muscled young fellow.} wah hie horse,

He let out a moment later a sur-
prised  shout of welcome and fell
upon Sanders with two brown fists.

“Dave! Where Iin Mexico you
been, old alkali? We been lookin’
for you everywhere.”

“In Denver, Bob."”

Sanders spoke quietly. His eyes
‘went straight into those of Bob
Hart to see what was written there.
He found only a glad and -joyous
_welcome, neither embarrassment
"mor any siga of shame.

“But why didn‘t you write and
iet us kmow?” Bob grew mildly
profane in his warmth. He was as

Em had ought|ag:

but these had s given mo address.
Their  letters to him had remained
unanswered wnor had a ‘detective
agency heen able to find him.

“Yed, ma’am, Dave!: He’s right

here in town. Met him half an hour
e, :
“I'm glad:;- How does he look?”
“He's grown older, a heap older.
1And he's different. You kunow ‘what
an easy-goin’ kid ~be ‘was; -always
triendly and happy as a half-grown
pup. Well, “he ain’t thataway now.
Looks - Hike he never would laugh
again real cheerful. - T don’t reckon
he ever ‘will. He's “done- got the
prison brand om him. for-good. I
counldn’t see my old Dave in him
a-tall. He's hard as nails—and bit-
ter.”

The - brown eyes softened. “He
would be, of course.: How could he
belp it?" .

“And he klnda holds you off. He's
been hurt bad and ain’t takin’ mo
chances who.tervcr, ‘don’t you Treck-
On.'"

“Do. you. meln fhe*s ‘broken?”

“Not a bit. He's strong, and he
looks at you straight and hard. But
they’ve  crushed all the kid outa
him: - ‘He ‘'was a mighty nice -boy,
Dave wag. ¥ hate tp lose him.”

*“When can I see him?” she ask-

ed. -

Bob looked at his watch. “I got
an appointment to meet him at Del-
monico’s Tight now. Maybee I can
get him to comeé up to the house af-

terward.”

Joyee was 4 young woman who
made swift decisions. “I‘ll go with
you now,” she said.

Sanders ‘was standing in front of,
the restaurant, but he was faced in
the other direction. His flat, musc-
ular back was rigid. In his atti-
tude was -a ceriain  tenseness, as
though his body was 4 bundle of
steel springs ready to be released.

Bob’s  eye travelled swiftly past
him to a fat man rolling up the
street on the opposite sidewalk. “It's
Ad. Miller, ‘back. from the pen. I
‘heard he got out this week.” he told
the girl in a low voice.

Joyce, Crawford - felt “the hlood
ebb from ~her face. It was as
though her heart had beén drench-
ed with icé water. What was going
tc take place between these men?
Were they armed? Would the gam-
bler recognize his old enemy?:

She knew that each was respon-

gible for ithe other’s prison ‘sen-
tence. - Sanders had: followed the
thieves fo Denver and found them

lled Dave . into the peniteatiary: by
swearing - that the boy had fired the
first shots. - Now they were meeting
for the first time since.

Miller had been drinking. The!
stiff precision . of his gait showed
that.” For a moment it seemed that
he would pass without noticing the
man across the road.
some twist of chance, he

take the aﬂﬂmlk on tka lde.
of the

He took one m——uc ltoppul
He had recognized Sanders. His

back a changed map. xsm "',
s urbulent, un-|

‘head.
Dizzily Sanders rose. -He leaned w

The fat crook !mdl

Then, by;

:

tefrsiatiifater Jilicl

against a. thepllom pole for support.
The haze cleared to

- | white, .anxious face nt 4 young Wo- |

m
; ‘“Are you hrut?” she asked.

presence “He's the ouG
ithat’s hurt,” he Mered quiotly
~“I thought—I was

.| voice died away. She felt her k*uug
" jgrow. weak..

Toher this man” had,
to be mwﬁh

‘eyes atm held their grhn hard tense-|
ness; bu M self-control

“He was shootin’ wild.
‘were here, Miss Crawford.”
eyes- swept the gatherins crowd.
“Yon’d better go, dom't you reck-

:You come too, please.”
'l‘he cirl's voice broke.

#Pon’t worry. It's all over, sl He
turpged to the crowd. “He ‘begain
shootin’ at me. I was undrmed. He
shiot four times before I got to him.”

“Tha’s right, ‘I saw it from -up
street,” ~a 8 velunteered.
'Where do you take out yore in-
sifance, friend? 1'd like to set some
of the same.’”

“T'll be in town here if I’'m want-
2d,” Dave announced  before he
cameé back to where Bob and Joyce
were standing. “Now we’ll 'move,
Miss Crawford.””” ™

At “the second stteet pormer he
stopped, evidently intending to go
no farther. “I’ll say good-bye, for
this time. I'll want to ses Mr. Craw-
ford rght soon.  How is little Keith
comin’ on?”*

She had mentioned that the boy
frequently spoke of him.

“Can you come up to see father
tonight? Or he’ll go to yonr room
if you'd ra.ther.'!

T be amrions to

1 be anxious to m wn
want you and !fob ‘to come tvdinnet
Sunday.”. ’

“Dont hatdly tmt Il be here
Sunday - My pla aren’t seitled.
'trluank you just the same, Miss Craw-
or

She took his words as a
rebuff. There was a little lump-in
her throat that she had to get“rid
ot ‘before she spoke again.

“Sorry. Perhaps  somé  other
time:” " Joyce gave him her hand.
“P'm mighty glad to have seen you
again, Mr. Sanders.”

He bowed. *“I thank you. e

After she had gone, Dave furned
swiftly to ‘his friend.

“Where’s the nearest doetor's of-
fice? Miller got me in the shoulder iy

CHAPTER XVII.

Oil,

r-ﬁ»

“I'll take off my hat to. Dave,”
said Hart warmly.

“He’s ‘chain lightnin’. I never did
see anything like the way he took
that street in two jumps. 'And
game? Did you -ever hear tell of
an ‘unarmed men chergin’ a guy with
a4 gun gpittin’ at him?”

his craw. 'What ‘does Doc ‘Green
8ay?” ‘asked Crawford,: lix!mng a
corncob  pipe. -

“Says nothin’ to worry about. A
flesh ‘wound - in the shounlder.
to heal np in a few days?*’

Miss Joyee speaking, with an in-
dignant tremor of the.voice: - “It.
was the most cowardly thing I ever
8Saw. ~He was unarmed, and he
hadn’t 1ifted a ‘finger when that ruf-
fian began to shoot. I was sure he
would be .... killedg."

““He'll take a heap o’ killin’, that
{boy,”™ her father reassured. "l‘n a
way it’s a good thing ‘this happened
'now. -His enemies-have showed their

hand.  They tried to gun him, before !

witnesses, while he was, unarmed.
Whatever happens now, Dave's zot
public sentiment on hi§ side. I'm al-
ways glad to have my enemy declare
hxmelf Then I can take measures.”’

‘‘What measures can Dave take?”
asked Joyce.

A faint, grim ‘smile flitted across
the - old ecattleman’s ~ face: - ‘“Well,
one measure he’ll take pronto .will
be & good six-shooter wem his hip.
One I'll take will be to send Miller
back ‘to the pen, where he belongs,
soon as I can get ¢ourt action, He's
‘out. .on - parole, like Dave fs.: All
the&tatehu(ot todohrmh

'mt and haul him h@k :
“1f it can find’ " “added Bob

now.” y

Crawford roso. "Wd A
[fown with you to his room “
’tt.mboy ‘Bob. - Wisht

To the ugu, Buvamule li:ht

of his wonnd. m%b Wd allja
wu ;

right in a few- l!a:s'r. Be. m
only ®w-scratch,
(“!‘hq.'l

‘Dave looked -tidyee.wondu‘lns,
mnx«

1'.7 ..’:a
Nﬁacl.tement mhlmwnd thh

B
Sorryym'x e
His|

dryly. “i“ll‘betﬁtm‘t. m'snm ¥
ed for thekmsor thr‘bomm went

wol‘ldcm*
:x;‘ud stay with s uam he |

through a

his ed‘ueaﬁon in ‘booh was 1

it ‘was in some respects more thor-
ough than that of many wcollexe

boy.

Dave did nof explain all this. He
tet his simple “statement of fact
stand 'without enlarging on it. His
‘¥ife of late years had tended to make|
him reticent.
© *“Heard from Burns yet about thct
fishin’ job ~on Jackpot Number
Three?” Bob asked Crawford. -
. “Only he thinks he hooked the
tools and Iost ’em again. -~Wisht
you’d run out in’the mo’nin’, son,
and See wha's doin’. I got to go
out to the ranch.”
< #1711 drive out tonight and take
Dave with me if he feels up to it.
‘Then we’ll know the foreman keeps
humphl’.”

“Fine and dandy.”
man turned to Sanders. “But I
reckon you better stay right here
and rest up.  Timé enough for you
te go to work when yore shoulder’s
all right.”

“Won’t hurt me a bit to drive
out ‘with- Bob. ‘thing’s going
to keep me. wnkt*ﬂhow 4‘!-*;-#
Iither be outdoorst’; -

. They drove out in the 'bnckboo,rd
behind the half-broken colts. The
young broncos went out of town to
a: fiying start. *l‘hel
the plain as hard asthey could teor
the light rig swaying behind them

@irect jas the wheels hit the high ‘spots.

Not tiH they had worn out their
first wild energy was conversation
possible.

Bob told of his change of occupa~
tion. ; ;

‘“‘Starfed: dressin’ tools on a wild-
cat test for Crawford:two years ago
when he first begun to plunge in oil.
Built derricks for a while. Ran a
drille. Dug sump- holes. 'Shot a
coupla wells. Went in with a fellow
on a star rig as pardner. We busted
and took Crawford’s offer. to be
handy man for him. Tha’s about
all, ecept that I own stock in two-
three dead ones and some that ain't
come to life yet.”

The road was full.of chuck ‘holes
and very dusty, both faults due to
the heavy travel that went over it
day and night. They were in the
oil ‘field now and gaunt® derricks
tapered to the sky to the right and
left - of them. Occasionally ‘' Dave

“I always knew he had sand inleould hear the kick of an engine or

eon‘ldseeablgbeammping

Lazy R boys have got into oil some,”
st‘:amted Sanders.

- ‘man, woman, and kid
around {8 in ofl neck deep,” Bob an-
swered. ‘“Malapi’s gone oil crasy.
Folks-are tradin’ and ti.n in
stock and royalty righ t mever
could amount to a hill o' beans.
SHck promoters are getiin’ rich. Pve
known photographers to fake gush-
ers in their dark-room The coun-
try’s full of abandoned . wells of
busted companies. i1 is “a big
man’s game. It takes capital to op-
erate. - 1’11 bet it ain’t onet in a
dozen times an investor ‘gets a'
square run for his white alley, at
that,” .

" “There are crooks in every game.”

“Sure, -bat oil’s so ‘darned temp-.
tin' to & crook. - Allsthe suckers-are
shovin’ money at a promoter.. They
don’t ask- his capitannﬁon or in-
vestigate his field.. Lots 0" promot-:
ers would - hate ke Sam Hill to
strike oil. ' If they «did they'd have
to take care of it. That's a lot of!
trouble. They can mke .more or-
ganizin’ a new company and rakin
in money frqm new ol

Bob swung the feam trom the
m:in road and put it at a lo

ere ain’t mothin’

Ju. t
m
cut’ of hom.t.bu.

The ca.me-J

“] ‘Suppose ‘most ~ of the D Bar|

"‘A !ﬂ’ Hrd ’vmanul’ to wme he
- wWhen? :

“This evenin’, I understand.”

- “Where'd he go1” s
“Ha didn’t leave any address. Call-

+ |od -away on sudden business.”’
- '“Did he mention the business?”

“Not to me.” Bob turmed to his

2d | triend. “Did he say anything to you

1 ‘s outfit,” md Hart
gbomny *“His 1’l' old engine goes
right on kickin’ all the darned time.
If he gets to oil first ‘we lose. Man
‘who makes . first = discovery on a
claim  wins - out in this country.”

“Bow’t mat?

'&dnotﬂnetodothem

Amentworkmeveiomod Dug 8!
¢ fsump hole “maybe.
riwhen fthe field here began to look
i up. Gonmytmmovseﬂnm

fWElt sunw ki ot 1'Mn hands hamging loosely by his

Brad jumps in |

“How deep has he drm«!'
“We're a 1{’l’ deeper—not, much.

r-| Both must be cloge to the sands. We
. }were  showin’

driller’'s esmut when
we lost our string.” ' Bob reached
into his hip pocket and drew. out
“the makings.” He ‘rolled his cig-
arette and 1t it. “I reckon Steel-
man’s a mtmona!re now~—on- paper,
anyhow. - 'He was about busted
when he got busy in oili He was
lucky right off, and he’s crooked as
a dawg’s hind im——-don't care how
hhe: gets his, 8o he.gets it. He sure
trianﬂled the suckers a-plenty.”

““Feo and- Crawford. are ‘still un-
friendly,” ‘Dave suggested, the in-
flection of . his voice - making the
statement a guestion.

“Onfriendly!” drawled Bob, lean-
ing back against the step and letting
& smoke ring curl up, “Well, tha's
a- good, nice parior word. Yes, T
reckon you ecould - cdll them on-
friendly.”” Presently ‘he went on,
in explanation: ‘‘Brad’s goin’ to put
Crawford down and out if it can Ibel
done by hook. or crook. - He’s a big

been lucky, like he has. Besides,
the ol man’s company's
gquare. This.  business ain’t like'
cows. - It takes big money-to swing.
You make or break mighty sudden.”

IlYe"

“And Stelman .won’t_ stick at a
thidg., “Wouldn't trast Him or nny
one-of his.growd-any. her than 1
conld sling a bull by the. tail. He'd

.LIO 0

- Sandérs- nodded- agreement ,He I
hadn’t a doubt of .it,

With a thaumb jerk toward the
beating ‘engine, Bob took up again
his story. “Got a bunch of thngs'
over there right now ready for bus-
iness if necessary. .Imported plug-
uglies and genuwine blown-in—the
bottle home -talent. Shorty’s still
one of the gang, and our old friend
Dug Doble is boss of the rodeo. I'm !
jookin’ for trouble if we win out and
got to oil first.”.

“You think they’ll attack?”

A gay- Mght of cool recklessness
dance ‘in the eyes of the young ofl-'
man. “I've a kinda notion they’ll!
drap over and pay us a visit one o’
these nights, say in the dark of the
moon. - If they do—well, we certain-
Iy aim to welcome them -proper.”

CHAPTER XVIIL
Doble Pays a Visit.

‘“Hello, the Jackpot!”
- Out.of the night the call came to
the men at-the bunkhouse,

Bob locked at his companion and
grinned. “Seems to me I recogmize
that melojious voice.”

+

with masterful, arrogant strides.
“Lo, Hart,” he said.
lend me-a reamer?”
.- Bob knew he had come to spy out
the land and not to berrow tools.
“Don’t seem to.me we've hardly
got any reamers 10 - spare, Dug,”.
drawled the young mean sitting on
ithe porch floor. “What's the troun-
!ple? Gota kink in yore casin’?”
“Not so you could notice it; but
you can never tell ~when you're
goin’ to run intobad luck, can you?”
{He sat down on the perch and took
a cigar from his vest pocket. “What
with josin’ tools and one -thing an
‘nother, this o0il game sure is hell
By the way, howa yore fishin’ . job
comin’ on?”
|~ “Pine, Dug.  We m't hooked our
big fish yet, but we're hopeful.”
Dave was sitting in the shadow.!
Doblo nodded carelessly to him ‘with-
out recognition. It was chaacter
“istie .of his audaecity that Dug had
‘wal.ked over impudently to spy out

“Can you

the camp of the enemy. Bob. knew
why he had come, and he knew that

"Bob- mw Yet both ‘4gnored the

Didn’t you locate |

ke thought he could get away with | hands.

A ‘man stepped from the gloom|
; {tance. “Kmow how he came to break
~{ with the old man. He had the nerve

-~.h!mknovwvam‘tmrh’tokup
.m

-

. {about that, Dl.!'é’"

In the sﬂence one might have
he;rd,_a watch tick. Degble leaned
forward, his body rigid, danger
written large in his burning em and
clenched fist.

“So you're back,’”” he said at last
in a low, harsh voice.

llI!m mk ”

- “It. would ‘'a’ pleased me if they

| had put a rope around yore neck Mr

Convict.”

Dave made no comment.
could have guessed from his stiliness
how fierce was the blood preuure at
his temples.

I’z a difference of opinion makes
horse-races, Dug,” nld Bob lightly.

The ug ex-!ormn rose snarling.

“Por half a eent I'd gun you here
and now uko you did George.”
smdera hokad at him steadily,

sides. . - :

“I wouldn’t try that, Dug,” warn<
ed Hart. ‘“‘Dave .ain’t armed, but I
‘am. My hand’s on my six-shooter
right this minute. Don’t make a
mistake.”

The ex-foreman ' glared at him.
Doble was a strong, reckless devil of
a fellow who feared neither God nor
}man. A prlmeval savagery burned
in his blood, but like most ‘‘bad”
men he had that vein of caution in
his make-up which seeks to find its
victim at disadvantage. He knew
Hart too well to doubt his word. One
cannot ride the range with a man
year in, year out, without knowing
‘whetker the iron is:in his arteries.

“Declarin’ yoreseli’in on this, are
you?” he = demanded . ominously,
showing his teeth. ’

“T've always been in on it, Dug.

man in the country now, We haven’t !’Took & hand at the first deal, the day

of the race. If you're lookin’ for

on thé trouble with Dave, you'll find it goes

double.”

“Not-able to play his own hand,
eh’l’

““Not when you’ve got 2 stx-shoot-
ér snd ‘heé Rasn% " Not ‘dftér he has

Nobody :

afternoon of the third day Bob Hart
‘rode up to the wildeat well where
Dave was building a sump hole with
u'gpng of Mexicans.

He drew Sanders to one side.
“Trouble tonight, Dave, looks like.
At Jackpot Number Three. We're in
a layer of soft shalé just above the
oil-bearin’ sand. Soom we'll know
where we're at. Word has reached
me that Doble means €0 rush the
night tower and wreck the engine

“You'll stand his erowd off?”’

“You're whistlin’.” -

“Sure your information is right?’

“It's c'rect.”  Bob added, after =
momentary hesitation: “We got a
'spy in his camp.” 5

Sanders did not ask whether the
.affair was to be a pitohég battle. He
_Waited, sure that Bob wouid tell him
when he was teady. |That young
man ecame to the subjeot indirectly.

“How’s yore shouldey, Dave?”

“Doesn’t trouble _me any unless
something is slammed against it.”

“Interfere with you usin’
ghooter?”

‘tNo’ll
“Like to take a ride with me over
to the Jackpot?”’

KCY“-“

“Good enough. I want you to
look the ground over with me. Looks
now as if it would come. to fire-
works. But we don’t want any
Fourth-of-July stuff if we can help
it. - Can we? That’s the point.”

At the Jackpot the friends walked
over the ground together. Back of
the location and to the west-of it an
arroyo ran-from a canon above.

“Follow it down and it’'ll take you
right into the location where Steel-
man - is drillin’,’”" explained Bob.
“Dug’s gonna lead his gang up the
arroyo to the mesquite here, sneak
down on us, and take our eamp with
a rush. At-least, that’s what he-
aims to do. You can’t always tell,
as the fellow says.”

“What’s up above?”

“A dam. Steelman owns the
ground up there. He's got several
acres of water backed up there for
irrigation purposes.”

“Let's go up and look it over.”

Bob showed a mild surprise. “Why
yes, if you want to take some exer-
cise. This is my busy day, but—"

Sanders ignored the hint. He led
the way up a stiff trail that took
them to the mouth of the canon.
Across the face of this a dam stretch-

a six-

jed. They climbed to the top of it.

The water rose t6 within about six
feet from the rim of the curved wall.

“Some view,’ -commented ' Bob
with a grin, -looking ‘ across” the

just been woundeéd-by ‘snother gun-!

blow Crewford and me sky high it man he cleaned "up With™ his bare ! mouth of the gorge.
You and yore friends are)muoh interested

lookin’ for things too easy.”

‘“Easy, hell! I'll fight yYon and him
both, with  or withouf gumns. Any
time. Any place.”

Doble backed away till his ﬂgure
|grew vague-in the darkness. Came
the crack of a revolver: A bulelt tore
"a splinter from theé wall of the shack
in front of which Dave was standing.
A jeering laugh floated to the two
meén, carried ©on the light night
breeze. .

Bob whipped out his revolver, but
he 'did not fire.  He and his friend'
slipped quietly to the far end of the
house and found shelter around the

ishoot the well, Bob?”

‘plains that spread fanlike from the
“But I ain’t
in scemery. today
somehow.”

‘“When were

you ~expectin’ to

‘“‘Some time to-morrow. Don’t
know just when. Why?”

‘“@Got the nitro here yet?”

“Brought it up this mo'nin’ my-
self.”

“How mnch"”

“Twelve quarts.”

“Any dynamite in camp?”

“Yes. A dozen sticks,"may be.”

“And three gal)ons of nitro, you
say ”

“Yep.”

“That’s enough to do- the job,”

corner.

“Ain’t that like Dug, the damned
double-crosser?” whispered Bob. *I
reckon he didn’t try awful hard to
hit you.. Just sent his complhnents
kinda casual to.show good-will.”

“I reckon he didn’t try very hard
to miss me either,” said Dave dryly.
“The bullet eame wuh!n'a foot of
my head.”

‘“‘He’s one bad citizen, if you ask
me,” admitted Hart, without reluc-

to start ‘beauin’ Miss Joyce. She
wouldn’t have it a minute. He stay-
ed right with it—tried to ride over
her. Crawford took a hand and
kicked him out. Since them Dug has
been one bitter enemy of the old
man.”

“Then Crawford had better look
out. If Doble isn’'t a killer, I've
never met one.”

“I'v got a fool notion that he ain’t
aimin” to kil him; that maybe- he
wants to help Steelman bust him so
as he can turn the screws on him and
get Miss Joyce.. Dug must ’a’ been’
makin’ money fast in Brad's com-
pany. He’s on the inside.”

Dave made no comment.

“I -expect you was some surprised
when I told Dug who was roestin’ on
the ‘step so. clost #o  him,” Har
went on. “Well, I had a reason. He
was dué to find it out anyhow in
about a minuta, so I thought T'd let

aln_othatlmmo&tﬂmdy

. brone.

Sanders said, as though talking aloud
to himseif.
“Yep.

,nse.”

“I'm speaking of another job.
Let’s get down from here. We might
be seen.

“They couldn’t hit us from the
Steelman location. Teo far,” said
Bob. “And I don’t reckon any one
would try to do that.”

“No, but they might get to won-
dering what we’re doing up here.”

“I'm wonderin’ that myself,”
drawled Hart. “Most generally when
I take a pasear it’s on the back of a
I ain’t one of them that be-
Heves the good Lord made human
laigs to be walked on, not so long as
any broomtails are left to straddle.”
. Screened by the heavy mesquite
below, Sanders unfolded his proposed
plan of operations. Bob listened,
and as Dave talked there came into
Hart’s eyes dancing imps of deviltry.
|He gave a subdued whoop of de-
light, slapped his dusty white hat on
his thigh and vented his eathusiasm
in murmurs of admiring profanity.

“It may nét work out,” suggested
his friend. “But if your information
is correct and they come up the ar-
royo—'".

“It's c’rect enough. Lemme ask
you a guestion.  ¥f you was at-

Tha’s what. we usually

' {tackin’ us, wouldn't you come that

w",u
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“Sure. It’s the logical way. Dug
 figures to ‘capture our camp without
firin’ a shot. And he'd ’a’ done it,

‘m, if we hadn’t had warnin'.”

“'Sanders frowned, his mind busy

; W the plan. “It ong!ﬁ to work, un-

te it,”* he said.
. You darned old
z :ore boa.t Say,
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need to know.
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third man will
--“Buck Bying
ty soon. I'll g
Fourth-of-July
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about this.”

“When you h
petter bring th
jump.”
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no emotion whai
casually he shi
Dave”

“How, Buck?
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Dave Sanders.
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a thousand yea:
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too dark,” Bob
this spot, Buck.
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ed and set for

Hart straighte
ed at his watch.

“Time to m
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two shots a hea
won't miss ‘em
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