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easy as though hie friend had come eyes narrowed. The head on fate that business from the ground np- and It gets Into a flow's Mood,
back from a week tn the hUls on a short, red neck was thrust forward. I>e been reading all I could on the We re all crazy, but wed hate to he
deer bunt •• We didn’t know when "Ooddlemlghty!” he screamed, subject.” cured.” • ' ,
tke(k>veroor wasgcdn’ to act Or and neat moment was plucking a "Good enough, but don’t yon go The driver stopped at the loce-
we’d ’a* keep right at the gate, me revolver from under his left arm- u> playin’ geology too strong, Dave, tien of Jackpot NumberThree and
nr Frn rraWford one. Whyn’t you pit. j Oil is where It’s at. The formation Invited hla friend to get out.
answer our letters you darned old Bob caught Joyce and swejt her don’t amount to a damn. Ton’ll "Make yoreself to home, Dave. Iscalawag? Dawggône°bnt I’m glad behind him, covering her with his 9nd It where you find It.” reckon you aint sorry that fool
KX” ^ body as best he could. At the same "Mr. Crawford ain’t strong for team has quR joltin’ yore shouder.

Dave’S heart warmed to this fine time Sanders plunged forward, ar- scientific sharps since a college pro- Sanders was not, but he did not 
loyalty. Bto knew that both Hart row-like and swff The revolver feseor got him to drill a nice str^ht say so. He could stand t^ puln of
and Crawford had worked In sen- cracked. It spat fire a second time, hole on Round Top plumb halfway his wound easily enough, but there
son and out of . season tor a parole a third. The tiger-man, head low, to China,” drawled Bob with a grin, was enough of tt to remind him prêt
er a pardon. But It’s one thing to his whole splendid body vibrant with "I suppose It’s a gamble, agreed ty constantly that he had been In a
appear gefore a pardon board for a energy, hurled himself across the Sanders. «ght.
convict in whom you are Interested road as though he had been flung "Worse’n the cattle market, and 
and unite another to welcome Mm from a catapult. A streak of fire nc livin’ man can guess that,. “ld
to your heart when he stands before ripped through Ms shoulder. An- the owner of D ®ar Lazy R dog“at*

. In the early morning Dave turned you. Bob would do ot tie to, San- other shot boomed almost slmultaa- icaUy. ’Bob, wu bett« put Dave
to rest his cramped limbs. He was ders told himself with a rush of eously. He thudded hard Into the with the crew of that wildcat you re
in a day coach, and his sleep through gratitude. None of this feeling fat paunch of the gunman. They spuddln in, don t yon reckon.
the night had been broken. The showed in his dry voice. went down together. "I’ll fiM igU ‘‘r™

, light coming from the window woke "Thanks, Bob.’’ The fingers of Dave s left hand in place of that fellow Scott. Fve
hto. He looked out on the opal- Hart knew already that Dave had closed on the fat wrist of the gam- been Intendin’ to fire him soon as I
escent dayn of the desert, and his come back a changed man. He had hier. His other hand tore the re- tould get a good man.
blood quickened at sight of the en- gone m a boy, wild, turbulent, un- volver away from the slack grasp. “Much obliged « you both. Hope
chanted mesa. To him came that famed. He had come out tempered The gun rose and feU. MtMer went you’ve found that good man, said
joyous thrill of one who comes home bv the fires of experience and dis- Into unconsciousness without even a Banders •
to his own after years of exile. Upline. The steel-gray eyes were no groan. The corrugated butt of the "We have Ain t either of uswor- 

Presently he saw the silvery ! longer frank and gentle. They judg- gun had crashed down on Ms tore- ryin’ about that." With aqulzric-
sheen of the mesqulte when the sun Jed warily and inscrutably. He talk- head. . , ^ eTO”e ftawf°1-d ft?!
is streaming upward, Dust eddies ed little and mostly. In .inonosylla- Dizzily Sanders rose. ^He leaned was in his mind. Say, son, you
whirled across the barranca. 'Tie blee It was a safeC guess that he against a telephone pole for support, talk a heap more like a book thanprickly p*ar**8and the palo verde master^t h”Impulses. In his The haze cleared to show hto the you used to. Ton didn’t slip one
Hashed past, green splashes against j^nner w^s a cold reticence entire- white, -anxious face of a young wo- over on us and go to college, did
«reooMe^tbe1 buffalcTgrass!1 ^he"1 uS f riem/btadl° and frolicked "Are you brut?” she asked. 7 “I went to school in the peniten-
dggitf «wfubrnS old tnh £2 felt in him a quality of Dave looked at Joyce, wondering U«y." IMvesald. 
etory but today Ma eyes devoured dangerous strength as hard and cold at her presence here. He » the one He had been Immured In a place 
them' hungrily The wonderful- ef- as hammered Iron. that’s hurt,” he answered quietly. of furtive, obscene wMsperings, butfeet of sparo and fight, the cloud ‘“Where's yore trunk? I’ll take "I thought—I was afraid—” Her he had found there not only vice.

’ ekelns drawn out as by Some intis- u right up to my shack,” Hart said, voice died away. She felt her knees There, was the chance of an educa-
Ible hand, the brown ribbon of road “I’ve rented a room." grow weak. To her this man had, tion. He had accepted it at first
that wandered - over the Mil: they "Well, yon can onrent it. You’re appeared to be plunging straight to because he dared not let MmseM be 
brought to him an emotion poign- stayin’ with me.” deatii. |Jdl& *n h‘a time. That way

®nd surprising. "No, Bob. I reckon I won’t do No excitement In him reached the U, degradation and the loss of hisThe train*sHd Into a narrow val- that. I’ll live alone awhile." ‘ surface. His remarkably steady manhood. He bad studied under 
ley bounded by hills freakishly er- “No, sir. WBat dd you take me eyes still held their grim, bard tense- competent Instructors English, msth- 
odsd to fantastic shapes. Plnon for? Well load yore things up on ness, but otherwise his self-control ematics, the Spanish grammar, and 
trees fied to the rear. A sheep oor- toe buckboard.” was perfect. He was absolutely to- mechanical, drawing, as well as Bar
rel fenced with brush and twisted Dave shook his head. "I’m much perturbable. veying and stationery engineering,
roots. In which were long, shallow obliged, but I’d rather not yet. Got “He was shootin’wild. Sorry you He had read some of the world’s 
feed troughs and flat-roofed sheds, to feel out my way while Hearn the were here, Mies Crawford. His best literature. He had waded
leaned out of nowhere, was for a range here.” eyes swept the gathering crowd, through a good many histories. If
few moments and vanished like a To this Bob did not consent with- “You’d better go, dont you reck- his education In books was lopsided, 
scene in a moving picture. A dim, out a stiff protest, but Sanders was <m?” it was in some respects more thor-
gray mass of color on a hillside was inflexible. ~ - "*<»•• • You come too, please, ough than that of many ^ college
agitated like a sea wave. It was a "AH right. Suit yoreself. You ab The girl s voice broke. 
flock of sheep moving toward thé ways was stubborn as a Missouri Dont worry. Its Clover. He 
corral. Tor an instant Dave caught mule,” Hart said with a grin. “Any- turned to the crowd. ^e begatn
a glimpse of a dog circling the hud- how, you’ll eat supper with me. shootin at me. I was unarmed. He
died pack; then dog and sheep were Le’s go to the Delmonlco for ol shotfonr times before I got to him.
mT of siéht together. times’ sake. We’U see if Hop Lee “Tha’s right. I saw it from up

The pictures stirred memories ot knows you. MB bet he does.” Ji voi/tfke ou^vc^'^în
the acrid smoke of hill camp-fires, Hart had come In to see a eon- Where do you take out yore in-
of nights under a tarp with the tractor about building a derrick for sufance, friend. I d like to get some
rain beating down on him, and still a weU, “I got to see him now, of the same.
others of a road herd bawling for Dave. Go along with me,” he urged. I H be til town here if Im want-
wato of winter camps when the “No, see you later. Want to get ed,” Dave announced before he
ropes were frozen stiff and the snew my trunk from the depot.” came back to where Bob and Joyce
slid from trees in small avalanches. They arranged an hour of meet- were standing. Now we’ll move, out to the ranch.”

for^MMap1”11'Alreadycould**see ‘“in front o’/thTpost-office Bob met At the second street comer he 
that he was going into a new world, Joyce Crawford. The young woman stopped, eyideMly Intotoing to go 
one altogether different from that had fulfilled the promise of her no farther I’ll say good-bye, for 
he had last seen here. These men girlhood. As she moved down the this time 111 want to see Mr Omw- 
were not cattlemon. They talked street, tall and slender, there was ford rght soon. How is little Keith 
the vocabulary of oil. They had hte a light, joyous freedom tn her step, comin on?
shrewd, keen look of the driller and So Ellen Terry walked in her resll- She had motioned that the boy 
the wildcatter. They were full of lent prime. : frequently spoke of him.
nervous energy that oozed out In "Miss Joyce, he’s here," Boh said. “Can you come up to aee tather 
constant conversation. "Who-Dave?" - - ■ . £“***& 80 to your room

“Jaykpot Number Three lost a She and her father, and Bob had » you d rath». ^ '
string o’ tools yesterday. While more than onto met ai a committee ilf8?, \ ‘«mgrra»— they’re flsMnL Stro^nL’ll be drill- ot three to discuss the lnterests of be amtious to see^you l
In’ hellamile. You got to sit up aU1 Sanders both before and since his ?®*tyou and Bob to oome to dinner
night to beat that Coal Oil Johnny,” release. The week after he left Su°"ay-, hardlv tbtoir toi he here 
one wrinkled Utile man eald. Canon «ty letters of thanks had 1

A big man in boots laced over reached both Hart and Crawford, nSîystpiî?s^I^Vt8«^î«?'
corduroy trousere nodded. "He’s but these had <. glven_ no address. Thank you just the same, Miss Craw-
smooth as a pump plunger, and he Their letters to hto had remained ,
sure has luck. He can buy up a unanswered nor had a detective She f d?ft!
dry hole any old time and it’l be agency been able to find Mm. [«buff. There was a little lumpta
a gusher in a week. He’ll bust Em “Yeà, ma’am Dave! He’s right to get rtd
Sf"rdwithhE himnd Im brought LT"'" tOWIL Met “ ’À Pe& ^me other

to ’a’ stuck to cattle That’s one “I’m glad. How does be look?” *î®yce hlm her band.
game he knows from hoof to hide.” "He's grown older a heap older * ”n “^ Lfders^ y°“ w*?* d/68^?’ 1°°^ on a wild'

“Sure. Em’s got no business in And he’s different. You know what agïï”’^Jan?®r?: n. mll ;, =»* test for Crawford two years ago
oil Say do you know when they’re an easy-goin’ kid be was, always w5d'K } ^ank you- , J when he first begun to plunge In oU.
expectin’’ SMloh Number Two in?” friendly and happy as a half-grown gw^!rt®h^lsh?dfî?e’ DaV6 turB9d Built derricks for a whUe. Ran a 

"She’» into the sand now but pup. Well, he ain’t thataway now. swiftly to his friend. drille. Dug sump holes. Shot astill dry a”a cork leg ThaVe Ha- Lmks Hke he never would laugh Where s the nearest doctor’s of- coupla wells. Went In with a fellow
b e to put a crimp in ^’s tonk roll, again real cheerful. 1 don’t reckon ««»? Miltogtom. in toe shoulder.” on a star r^as pardner. We busted 
don’t you reckon?” he ever will. He’s done get the CHAPTER XVII. - , and took Crawford’s offer to be

“Yep. Old Man Hard Luck’s prison brand on bto. for-good. I handy man for him. Tha’s about
campin’ on his trail sure enough, couldn’t see my old Dave In Mm OIL all, «cept that I own stock In two-
The banks’ll be shakln’ their heads a-tall. He’S hard as nail^-and bit- ^ my ^ ^ ^ „ three that ain’t
al The ^tare had stonved to take oft The brown eyes softened. “He saldJH,art w,ar“^-. , T , ^ The road was full of chuck holes
*a mallsack Now Retorted «Mn would be, of course. How could he Hes chain Ughtnln’. I never did and very dusty, both faults due to 

of the Inrt help it?” 896 anything like the way he took the heavy travel that went over it
to Dave. But he had hrord “ “And Up klnda holds you off. He’s that street In two jumps. And day and night. They were in the
to euess thM toe old ftod tot^en been hurt bad and ain’t takln’ no 6»me? Did you ever hear tell of oil field now and gaunt derricks
Crawfcnrd and Stetiman hadto^ chances whatever, don’t you reck- aD unar™®» emergin’ a guy with tapered to the sky to the right and
on » nm» fn which Ms on?” - a gun spUtiu’ at him?” left of them. Occasionally Dave “Hello, the Jackpot!”
friend “was llkMy to get toe wont “Do you mean he’s broken?” “I always knew he had sand ini could hear the kick of an engine or Out of the night toe call came to
of i?“ a 167 ■ “Not a Mt. He’s strong, and he bis craw. What does Doc Green could see e Mg beam pumping. the men at the bunkhouee.

At Milan) nave dcrended from looks at you straight and hard. But say*” asked Crawford, lighting a “I suppose most of the D Bar Bob looked at his companion and 
the stage into 1 town he baïdtv they’ve crushed all the kid onto corncob pipe. Lazy R boys have got Into oil some,” grinned. “Seems to me I recognize
knew It had the same wfde main him. He was a mighty nice boy, Say» notMn’ to worry about. A suggested Sanders. that melojlous Voice.”
RtTfZx but the bustoMs sectioiTtï Dave was. I hate to lose him.” wound In toe shoulder. Ought "Every man, woman, and kid A man stepped from the gloom
tended five bîocks instead of one “When can I see Mm?” she ask- to heal up In a few days.” around Is in Ml neck deep,” Bob an- with masterful, arrogant strides.
Everrwhera «BldomlnMed1 the Dlace ed. Miss Joyce speaking, with an in- swered. “Malapi’s gone oil crazy. ”’Lo, Hart,” he said. "Can you tj

hardware Bob looked at hts watch. “I got dignant tremor of the voice: “It Polks are tradin’ and speculatin’ In lend me a reamer?" with the old man. He had the nerve
Rtm-es im.tied Rftlooni and earobling an appointment to meet him at Del- was the most cowardly thing I ever stock and royalty rights that never Bob knew he had come to spy out to start beauin’ Miss Joyce. She
houses Tmts had V>h set un to monico’s right now. Maybee I can baw. He was unarmed, and he could amount to a hUI o’ beans, toe laud and not to borrow tools. wouldn’t have It a minute. He atay-vacant loto bLide4fr^e toildtiw Bet him to come up to the house af- hadn’t lifted a finger when that rut- SHck promoters are gettln’ rich. I’ve "Don’t seem to me we’ve hardly) m it_trted'to rjde y
Ind to them stores ro^ming-hoSH’ terwàrd.” «an. began to shoot. I was sure he known photographers to fake gush- got any reamers to spare, Dug,”. f®. wito tt—tried to ride Over
and lunch-counters 'were dofne bust- Joyce was a young woman who would be .... killed.” ere in" their dark-rooms. The conn- drawled the young man sitting on her. Crawford took a hand and
r.ess RverVbodv was in a hurrv made swift decisions. “I’ll go with “He’ll take a heap o’ kilHn’, that try’s full of abandoned wells of * the porch floor. “What’s the trou-
Thcstreetwasfllledwlth y«“ now,” she said. ~ | boy,”- her father reassured. “In a bueted companies. Oil Is a big ble? Got a kink in yore casin’?”
had to sleen with one eve onen lest Sanders was standing in front of,way It’s a good thing this happened man’s game. It takes capital to op- “Not so you could notice it, but
thev miss the news of some new dis- the restaurant, but he was faced in now. His enemies have showed their erate. I’ll bet It ain’t onct in a you can never tell when you’re
cover? the other direction. His flat, muse- hand. They tried to gun hto, before1 dozen times an Investor ’gets a goto’ to run Into bad luck, can you?"

_ , , , ular back was rigid. In his atti- witnesses, wMle he was, unarmed, square run for his white alley, at'He sat down on the porch and took
The town was having growing- tude was a certain -tenseness, as Whatever happens now, Dave’s got that,” a cigar from Ms vest pocket. “What

pains. One contractor was putting his body was a bundle of public sentiment on Me side. I’m al- “There are crooks in every game.” with losin’ tools and one thing an
down sidewalks In the same street 6teej gpringe ready to be released. ways glad to have my enemy declare "Sure, but oH’s so darned temp- ’nother, this oil game sure is hell,
where another laid sewer pipe and Bob’s eye travelled swiftly past himself. Then I can take measures.” tin’ to a crook. All- toe suckers are By the way, how’s yore ffshin’ Job
* third'put In telephone poles. A hîm t0 a fat mall rolling up the “What measures can Dave take?” shovin’ money at a promoter. They cornin’ on?”
branch line of a trans-continental street on the opposite sidewalk. "It’s asked Joyce. don’t ask Ms capitalization or in- “Fine, Dug. We ain't hooked our
railroad was moving across the dee- Ad Miller, back from the pen. I A faint, grim smile flitted across vestigate Me field.. Lots o’ promot- big fish yet, but we’re hopeful."
ert to tap the new oil field. Houses heard he got out this week.” he told the old cattleman’s face. "Well, ers would hate like Sam Hill to Dave was sitting lu the shadow,
rose overnight. Mule teams Jingled the gt,! i„ a iow voice. one measure he’ll take pronito will strike oil. It they did they’d have Doble nodded carelessly to hto with
in and out freighting supplies to Joyce Crawford felt toe blood be a good six-shooter on his hip. to take care of it. That’s a lot of cut recognition. It was chaacter 
Malapi and from there to the fields. ebb from her face. It was as One I’ll take will be to send Miller trouble. They can make more or- istlc of Ms audacity that Dug had
Gn all sides were dustle, energy, and though her heart had been drencM back to the pen, where he belongs, ganiztiv a new company and rakin’ j walked over impudently to spy out
optimism signs of the new West in ed witj, jce water. What was going soon as I can get ctourt action. He's in money from new investors.” the camp of the enemy. Bob knew
toe making. , . , , tc take place between these men? out on parole, like Dave to. All Bob swung the team from toe why he had come, and he knew that

Up the street a team of half-brok- were they armed? Would the gam- the State has got to do is reach main road and put it at a lotffc rise. Bob knew. Yet both ignored the
on broncos came on toe gallop, b[er recognize hte old enemy? out and haul him back again.” “There ain’t notMn’ easier than fact that he was not welcome.

the tra®9 ^tk ,a She knew that each was respon- “If It can find him,” added Boh to drop money Into a hole to the* “I've known fellows angle a 
certainty that showed a skilled pair en,ie for the other’s prison sen- dryly. “I’H bet it can’t. He’s head- ground and call It an oil well," he right long time for a trout and not 

Fü?m, ft.* tence. Sanders had followed the ed for the faille or the border right went on. “Even if the préposition catch him,” said Doble, stretching 
ftuckboard stepped lightly a straight- thieves to Denver and found them now." |B absolutely on the level, the chanc- hto long legs comfortably,
backed, well-muscled young fellow- with hto horse. The fat crook had Crawford rose. “Well, I'll run es are all against the Investor. It’s "Yes,” agreed Bob. “Wish I 
îfrtJd1 swta n7°?2wJ.ate=Ji ftii 1,ed Dave, into the penitentiary fay down with yon to hte room and see a flfty-to-one shot. Tools are lost, I could hire you to throw a monkey 

Sand?™ i all? «wearing that the boy had fired the toe boy, Bob. Wlsht he would come the casin’ collapses, toe cable wrench in that engine over there.
wwlh ^ first shots. Now they were meeting up end stay with us. Maybe he breaks, money gives out, shootin* Is Its chuggtn’ keeps me awake.”

bccn ltd JEST w“ tor toe first time since. wiB.” badly done, water filters In, or oil; “«1 bet it does. Well, young
faTinn ’***“ 1o®Wb Miller had been drinking. The To the cattleman Dave made light ain’t there in payin’ quantities. In * fellow, you can’t hire- me or any-
* "in n»nv»r unK •• «tiff precision of hto gait showed of Ms wound. He would be all a coupla years you can buy a desk- : body else to stop It," retorted Do-

in Denver, bod. that. ‘ For a moment it seemed that right In a few days, be said. It was ful of no-good stock for a dollar i blé, an edge to fate voice.
Sanders spoke quietly. Hte eyes fte would pass without noticing the only a scratch. Mex.” “Well, I just mentioned tt,” mur-

went straight into those of Bob man across toe road. Then, by “Tha’s good, son,” Crawford an- "Then why Is everybody in it?” mured Hart. “I don’t aim to rile
uîfnn nTJfi1?1 ^ jritteu there, some twist of chance, he decided to swered. “WeH, now. what are you “We’ve all been bit by this get- me feel in’s. We’ll talk of som,
He found <mly a glad and Joyous take the sidewalk on the other side, aimin’ to do? I got a job for you rich?«uick bug If
welcome, neither embarrassment The sign of toe Delmonlco had on toe ranch it tha’s what you want, in oti you can wear
nor any sign of shame. caught hte eye and he remembered Or I can use you In the oti business, you'vê a mind to ' ______

"But why didn't you write and that he was hungry. It’s for you to say which." but « ain’t all. ‘ The West always memoi
let ue know?” Bob grew mildly He took one step—and stopped. “Oil." said Dave without a mom- did Hke to take a chance, I reckon.! "Re 
profane In kte warmth. He was as I He had recognized Sanders. Hte ent of hesitation. "I want to learn Well, this is gamblin’ on a big sealo with sharp hostility.

;
Page 10. ^

afternoon ot the third day Bob Hart 
rode up to the wildcat well where 
Dave was building a sump hole with 
a gang of Mexicans.

He drew Sanders to one side. 
“Trouble tonight, Dave, looks like.

| "Why, Ad MHler, Dug.» "
I “Is he a friend of mine?”

- “Ain't he?” ■ -> '
“Not that I ever heard tell of.”
“Glad of that. You won't miss

him now he’s lit out.”
- “Oh, he’s Ut out, has he?”

“A UT bird whispered to me he At Jackpot Number Three. We’re in
a layer of soft shale just above the 
oil-bearin’ sand. Soon we’ll know 
where we’re at. Word has reached 
me that Doble means to rush the 
night tower and wreck the engine ” 

“You’ll stand hte crowd off?”

-
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"When?”
"This evenin’, I understand."

■ “Where’d he goV ' *
“He .didn’t leave any address. Call

ed away on sudden bus!
“Did he mention the business?”
“.Not to me.” Bob turned to hte 

friend, “Did he say anything to you 
about that, Dave?”

In toe silence one might have 
heard. a watch tick. Doble leaned 
forward, hte body rigid, danger1 affair wag to be a pitched battle. He 
written large in hte burning eyes and waited, sure that Bob would teUhim 
clenched ftet.

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

.

CHAPTER XVI.

Have Meets Two Friends and a Foe
I The fishing for the string of lost 

tools was going on by lamplight.
With a good deal of Interest Dave 
examined toe big hooks that had 
been sent down in an unsuccessful 
attempt to draw out the drill. It 
was a slow business and a not very 
interesting one. The tools seemed 
as hard to hook as a wily aid trout.
Presently Sanders wandered to the 
bunkhouse and sat down on the 
front step. He thought perhaps he 
had not been wise to come out with 
Hart. Hte shoulder throbbed a 
good deal. v '■
Faintly1" tL^ca^V^m^ r “tt would "a* »lea8ed me M they 
sound of an engine thumping. had put a rope around yore neck, Mr.

“Steelman's outfit/* said Hart Convict/* 
gloomily. “His 11*1* old engine goes Dave made no comment. Nobody
TUbo °geto Ctotooiia flretewdea?c^. ‘iTn f°uldhave ***** eUUnesa
Who makes first discovery on a how fierce was the blood pressure at 
claim wins out In this country.” hte templee.

"How’s that? Didn't you locate “It's a difference of opinion makes 
. - .. horse-races. Dug,” said Bob lightly,

ment work after we located. Dug a The big ex-foreman rose snarling. 
Sump hole maybe. Brad Jumps in "For half a cent I’d gun you here 
when the field here began to look and now like you did George.” 
up. Company that shows oil first Sanders looked at him steadily,
^“How*deep h°« he drilled?" hte hands hanging loosely by hte

“We're a 11T deeper—not much, sides.
Both must he close to toe sands. We “I wouldn’t try that, Dug,” warn- 
were showln’ driller’s smut when yd Hart. "Dave ain’t armed, but I 
we lost our string.” Bob reached My hand’s on my six-shooter
Into Ms hip pocket and drew out - :
•the makings.” He roHed hte clg- right minute. Dont make a
arette and lit it. “I reckon Steel- mistake.” 
man’s a millionaire now—on paper, The ex-foreman glared at him. 
anyhow. He was about busted jjghJe was a strong, reckless devil of
lucky right^ff ^d hete croTke/as a fellow who feared neither God nor 
a dawg’s hind lalg—don’t care how man. A primeval savagery burned 
hhe gets Ms, so he-gets It. He sure in his blood, but like most "bad” 
trimmed the suckers a-plenty." men he had that vein of caution in

“He and Crawford are still un- k which geeks to find ,tsfriendly,” Dave suggested, the in- hte make up wftieft seeks to find its
flection of hte -voice making the victim at disadvantage. He knew 
statement a question. Hart too well to doubt fate word. One

“Onfriendly!” drawled Bob, lean- cannot ride toe range with a man 
tog back against the step and letting in year out, without knowing 
a smoke ring curl up. “Well, thus . , .
a good, nice parlor word. Yes, I whether toe iron Is to his arteries.
reckon you could cslll them on- "Declarin’ yoreself in on this, are 
friendly.” Presently be went on, you?” he demanded ominously, 
In explanation : “Brad’s goto’ to put aimwing hte teeth.
Crawford down and out it it can be alwav_ >----in on lt Dn,
done by hook <*r crook. He’s a big Ire » on it. Dug.
man to the country now. We haven't Took a hand at toe first deal, the day 
been lucky, Hke he has. Besides, of toe race. If you’re lookin’ for 
the ol* man’s company’s on the trouble with Dave, you'll find it goes 
square. This business ain’t like1 
cows. It takes big money to swing.
You make or break mighty sudden.”
. “Yea.” RBH§

“And Stelman won’t stick at a “Not when you’ve got A six-shoot- 
thtog. ^Wouldn’t trtrtt Mm orjmy w knd hd hsirit: Mt dftèr he has

j- -•» ...«a-.-to -«-a-
blow Crawford and me sky high if man he cleaned up with his bare 
he thought he could get away with)hands. You and yore friends are

lookin’ for things too easy.”

“You’re whistlin’.":
“Sure your information is right?” 
“It’s c’rect.” Bob added, after a

momentary hesitation : /--“We got a 
spy to hte camp.”

Sanders did not
J

whether the

when he was ready. That young 
man came to toe subject indirectly. 

“How’s yore shoulder, Dave?” 
"Doesn’t trouble . toe any unless 

against it."
a six-

“I’m back.”
something is

“Interfere with you usin’ 
shooter?”

"No.”
“Like to take a ride with me over

to the Jackpot?’’
"Yes.”
“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 toe Jackpot the friends walked 
over toe ground together. Back of 
toe location and to the west of it an 
arroyo ran from a canon above.

“Follow lt down and it’ll take you 
right into toe location where Steel
man is drillin’,” explained Bob. 
“Dug’s gonna lead hte gang up the 
arroyo to the mesqulte here, sneak 
down on us, and take our camp with 
a rush. At least, that’s what he
aling 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. TMs is my busy day, but—”

Sanders ignored the faint. He led 
toe way up a stiff trail that took 
them to the mouth of the canon. 
Across the face of this a dam stretch
ed. They climbed, to the top of it. 
The water rose t<5 within about six 
feet from the rim of the curved wall.

“Some view,” -commented Bob 
with a grin, looking1 across toe 
plains that spread taAtike from the 
mouth of toe gorge. "But I ain’t 
much Interested in scenery today 
somehow.” '

“When were you expectin’ to 
shoot toe well, Bob?”

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

“Got the nltro here yet?”

I

l

I

boy.
Dave did not explain all this. He 

let .hte simple ’ statement of feet 
stand without enlarging on it. His 
Hfe of late years had tended to make 
Mm reticent. ,

“Heard from Burns yet about that 
fishin’ job on Jackpot Number 
Three?” Boh asked Crawford.

“Only he tMnks he hooked the 
tools and lost ’em again. Wteht 
you’d run out in- the mo’nin’, son, 
and see wha’s doin’,- I got to go

m
-

N
t.

1

"I’ll drive out tonight and take 
Dave with me if he feels up to it. 
Then we’lf know the foreman keeps 
humpin'.”

‘Vine and dandy.” The cattle
man turned to Sanders. “But I 
reckon you better stay right here 
and .rest up. Time enough for you 
to go to work when yore shoulder’s 
all right.”

“Won’t hurt me a Mt to drive 
out with Bob. This tiling’s going 
to keep me awake anyhow. I’d ra
ther be outdoors. ”■

.They drove out In toe buckboard 
behind the half-broken colts. The 
young broncos went out of town to 
a flying start. They, raced across 
toe plain as hard as -they could tear, 
toe light rig swaying behind them 
as the Wheels hit the Mgh spots. 
Not tUl they had worn out their 
first wild energy was rconversation 
possible.

Boh told of hte change of occupa-

doufale.”
“Not able to play his own hand,

eh?"[ji 2

it/i
“HHE1";™

beating engine, Bob took up again time. Any place.” 
hte story. “Got a bunch of thugs Doble backed away till hte figure 
over there right now ready for bus- grew vague-In toe darkness. Came

a?d ^n^ine “biown-i/thl-1the crack «* a revolver. A bulelt tore 
bottle home talent. Shorty’s still ; a splinter from thé wall of the shack aelf.” 
one of the gang., and onr old friend in front of which Dave was standing.
Dug Doble is hoss of the rodeo. I'm A jeering laugh floated to the two
^t to’oHrfire/’ We Wm ° men, carried on toe light night

breeze.

m
IE

“Brought it up tMs mo’nin' my-tion.

“How much?” 
“Twelve quarts.”
“Any dynamite In camp?”
“Yes. A dozen sticks,'may be.” 
“And three gallons of nltro, you

"Yon think they’ll attack?”
A gay Hgh-t of cool recklessness Bob wMpped out Ms revolver, but 

dance in the eyes of the young oti- ' he did not fire. He and hte friend 
man. “I’ve a klnda notion they'll gIl d ietl t0 tlhe tor 
drap over and pay us a visit one o’ H J
these nights, say in the dark of toe 
moon. If they do—well, we certain
ly aim to welcome them proper.”

bay.”
end of the 

house and found shelter around the 
corner.

“Yep.”
“That’s enough to do the Job,” 

Sanders said, as though talking aloud
“Ain’t that like Dug, toe damned to himself, 

double-croaser?” whispered Bob. "I 
reckon he didn’t try awful hard to 
Mt you. Just sent hte compliments 
klnda casual to show good-will.”

"I reckon he didn’t try very hard be seen, 
to miss me either,” said Dave dryly.
“The bullet came within- a foot of

“Yep. Tha’s what we usuallyCHAPTER XVm.
. use.”
: “I’m speaking of another job. 
Let’s get down from here. We might

Doble Pays a Visit.

“They couldn’t hit us from the 
Steelman location. Too 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 
Î take a pasear it’s on. the back of a 

. bronc. I ain't one of them that be
lieves the good Lord made human 
laigs to be walked on, not so long as 
any broomtails are left to straddle.”

Screened by the heavy mesqulte 
below, Sanders unfolded his proposed 
plan of operations. Boh 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 enthusiasm 
In murmurs of admiring profanity.

“It may ndt 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 question. If you was at
tackin’ us, wouldn’t you come that 
way?”

If

my head.”
“He’s one bad citizen, if you ask 

me," admitted Hart, without reluc
tance. "Know how he came to break

j6
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kicked Mm out. Since then Dug has 
been one bitter enemy of toe 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 kill 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 
makln' money fast In Brad’s com
pany. He’s on the inside.”

Dave made no comment.

I

“I expect you was some surprised 
when I told Dug who was roostin’ on 
toe step bo dost to him,” Hart 
went on. "Well, I had a reason. He 
was due to find it out anyhow in 
about a minute, so I thought I’d let
him know we wasn’t tryin’ to keep “Sure. It’s the logical way^Dug 
Mm from knowin’ who hie neighbor | figures to capture our camp without 
was; also that I was good and ready 
for him if he got red-haided Hke 
Miller done." - ^ - , '

“Ï understood. Bob/’ said his 
friend quietly. j \ -,4

CHAPTER XDL

“Yes."

firin’ a shot. And he’d ’a’ done it, 
too, If we hadn’t had warnin'.”

Sanders frowned, hte mind busy 
over toe plan. “It ought to work, un
less something upsets It,” he said.

“Sure it’ll work. You darned old 
fox, I never did see yore beat. Say, 
If We pull this off right, Dug’S’gonna 
pretty near be laughed outa the

' f’ An
Jackpot Number Three hooked its 

• else........ Hope ye* enjoyed tools the second day after Sanders’
—^hiTdUTto **to0184locatlon- Atewk°“re. -

tu?
1 Doble rtIy «î» cable rising and faHlng’ tor’ dm
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GUNSI
(Continued

“Keep it quit 
need to know, 
to keep Doble’s 
up. I’ll give ; 
third man will 

“Buck Byingt 
ty soon. I’ll gi 
Fourth-of-July 
regular clam—v 
about tMs.”

“When you h 
better bring th
Jump."

Bylngton can 
an hour later al 
trot. He slid : 
came forward < 
impassive, leatl 
no emotion whal 
casually he sh 
Dave"1ir "How, Buck?

The old pucl 
Dave Sanders, 
work on the n 
hte. He had tat 
sign and how to 
had ridden out
and toe old-timi 
Hke a father, 
him with a wa 
tion, an engagii 
ward respect. 

”tbb eager face 
inheritance froi 
No playful pu 
more friendly, 
hands with a i 
a thousand year 
ience. The ey« 

In thecape, 
sciousness rose < 
dred kindnesses 
to Mm. Yet he 
go.. It was as tl 
had encased hit
held his imputes 

* After dusk M 
their preparatio! 
•Upped away fj 
into the chapaij 
bulging gunnysaj 
a pick, a drill, aj 
of them talked I 
entrance to the

“We’d better 
too dark,” Bob 
this spot, Buck.

Byingt on had 
Colorado miner j 
amined the dam! 
the place choses 
his coat he pics 
“Le's start. Ttl
er.”

Dave soaked tl 
ter and folded it 
drill to deaden 
wielded the had 
the drill.

After lt grew 
by the light of tl 
Bob relived Bu) 
They drilled tw) 
dynamite chars 
down, and filled 
The nltroglyceru 
ed and set for 

Hart straights 
ed at his watch.

“Time to mJ 
ry and start th! 
intended.”

“Don’t miss 
Two shots, one ! 
said Dave.

“I’ll promise 
two shots a heal 
won’t miss 'em 
with a grin.

—" The younger i 
dam and went 1 
to their camp.

“No report j 
Watchin’ the arrj 
waitin’ till he tti 
except toe nigh) 
the man who haj 
by Hart.

“Dave, you be 
at toe arroycJ 
“Fireworks sood 

Sanders crept) 
chaparral to thJ
arroyo, snaking 
tus and mesquin 
watcher jumped 
Dave raised his 
above his head! 
The guard disad 
ness toward the 
bis companion 1 
was left alone.

It seemed to 
tudinous small 
had never bee 
faint trickle of 
the bed of the 
this was caused 
reservoir in the 
stirred the dry 
hand. His pea 
brush did not ai 
form of animal 
there. Far aJ 
throbbed out a 
quiet, and agall 
clamorous. A ni 
sound of a softl 
ble brought hid 
Eyes and ears w 
tec tires keyed tj

A twig snappd 
distinctly mod
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