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CHAPTER VIIL
Under the Vehoer.

An hour lnter Innes, bhiinking from
the sun, stepped Inte the tent, whileh
had beon partitioned with rongh red-
wooil bonrds Into o bed chamber on
the right, n coanbinution dinlng room
and “puirclor™ on the lefr, Her glones
mmedintely  segrogoted the
Btalks of plok gernniums v the conler
of the Mexican drovmework ¢loth thoat
covertd the table, Gerty, herself, In n
fresh plok glngham frock, was dancing
around the table to the tune of forks
nnd spoons, It wiis Just ke Gerty (o
dress up to her setting, even though It
were only a pitiful waterstarved hous
quet,  She bad often (ried to analyze
her sister-din-luw’s hold on her brother;
certulnly they were not happy.  Was [t
becuuse she made him comfortuble?
Was It the ltule alr of formallty, or
mystery, which she drew around her?
Her rooms when Inoes was allowed to
onter them were always flawless §
Gerty took deep pride In her house-
keeping. Why was It, Innes wondered,
that she could never shuke off her sus-
picion of an underlylng untidipness?
There wns always 4 closed door on
Gerty's processoes,

“May T help? The sun
yellowlng the room to her.

“Hello!™  Hardin lopked up from
the couch where he was Iying.
suspected ([t of belng o frequent res
treat, She had found It tumbled once
when she ran over early. It was then
that Gerty made It anderstomd that she
liked more formality., Tnnes wus rire-

Lhroe

wns still

Iy in that tent except for meals now, |

or during her nllo-:'nuw:;.: wieek of
house chores,

“T was afradd I was lote,” sald the
glrl. h

“Lunch will be ready in o few min-
utes," announced Gerty Hardin, *Won't
you glt down? There's the new Jour-
nal. Sam cume to clean this morning,
and [ couldn't get to the lunch until
an hour ago.”

Innes, settling herself by the reading
table, caught herself observing that It
would not have taken her an hour to
get a cold lunch. Still, It would never
look so Inviting! If Gerly's domestic
machinery was complleated and pri-
vate, the results always were admir-
able, The early tomatoes were peeled
as well as sliced, and were lylng on a
bed of cracked lce. The ripe black
ollves were resting In n lake of Call-
fornin olive oll. A bowl of erlsp let-
tuce had been iced and earefully drled,
The bread was eut In precise trinngles;
the butter had been shoved into for-
cign-looking roses, A pltcher of the
valley's favorite beversge, lced tea,
stand by Hardin's plate. There was n
platter of cold meats,

It came home to Innes for the hun-
dredth time, the surprise of such n
meal In that desert. A few years ngo,
and what had a menl heen? She threw
the credit of the little lunch to sulky
Tom Hardin lying on the portlere-cov-
ered couch, his ugly lower lip out-
thrust agolnst an upsmiling vision, It
was Tom, Tom and hix brave men, the
sturdy engineers, the dauntless sur-
veyors, the Indinns who hod dog the
cunalg, those were the ones who hnd
gpread that pretty table, not the buxom
little woman darting sbout in plok
ginghum,

“Is It becnuse I don't llke her?” she
muged, her eves on the pletures In the
style hook which had just come in that
morning. Certainly Gerty did have the
patlence of a salnt with Tom's hu-
mors, If she would only lose that set
look of martyrdom! It was not for an
outsldgr to Judge between a hushgnd
and wife, even If the man were her
own hrother. She could not put her
tinger on the sgerm of thelr palnful

<\ Nething Had Been Fapgotten, )

Innes |

|
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peenecs dhe shroonk frem the recollecs

tlon of "Tom's temper; hisg coarse
sirenl, the Gingg dber, her own molther
called it,  Tom was rough, but she

loved Blm.  Why was It she was sure
that Gerty did not love hee husbiaoo?
Yot there was the distrust, as lxed

med i unjust perbips as the susplelon |

of Qorty's little mysteries,

She ald nlond: *“This s your last
duy, My week hegins tomorrow,”

Mrs, Hordin sdjusted o precise naps
kin hefore she spoke,

“1 think £*will kKeep the relos for o
monih this timee*
flective, ns though the thought were
pew. "1 get my band 1 just us I stop,

T will he rauning ont for my visit in n
few weoks, It will be oy fale for me
o do it os long ne T enn''

Agnin the girl had n sense of subtle-
ty, Whenever Gerty put on that ale of
childish econfidentinl deliberation, she
hunted for the plot, This wins not far
to seek. Her slsterdndaw was pussing
out the hot season to her,

“It's nll ready.” Gerty's glance was
winging, birdlike, over the table, Noth-
Ing had been forgotten, She gave n
little sigh of elnsatle satigfaction, Har-
din misinterproted It

“I ought to be able to keep a serve
ont for her” It was lke him to have
forgotten the Lawrence duys; he wns
never free of the sense of obligntion to
the dulnty little woman whoe was born,
e felt, for the purple. There was
nothing ton good for Gerty, e foit
hor disnppointinents;  her
deprivattons, “Of course, she cnpg have
no respect for me. 'm n fallure”

“Daesn’t thix give you an appetite?™
demnnded Innes heartily, “And I'm
to be o lady for threes more weeks."
The remark was thoughiless. A bright
flush sprend over Gerty's face, She
cenught an allusion to her orlgin,

Innes saw the blush and remems
bered the boarding house. She could
think of nothing to say. The three
relatives sat down to that most uncom-
fortable travesty, a social meal where
soclability Is lacking. Innes sald It
hud been a pleasant morning. Gerty
thought it had been hot. And then
there was silence aguin,

Innes began to tell them of her Tue-
son visit, when Gerty lald down her
fork. “I've meant to ask you a hun-
dred tlmes. Did“you attend to my
commlission In Los Apgeles?'

“I forgot to tell you. I raked the
town, really 1 did, Gerty.” For there
was a cloud on Gerty's presy brow, “I
could have got you the other kind, but
you suld you did not want It."

“I should think not,” The childish
chin was lifted. “Those compileated
things gre always getting out of order,
Besides, if T had an adjustable form,
everybody'd be borrowing It"

“What are you talking about?” de-
manded Tom, waklng up. “Who'd bor-
row your what, Gert?"

“Please don't enll me Gert, Tom"
besought hix wife plaintively. “A fig-
ure, I wanted Innes to try to get one
for me In Los Angelog,”

“1 did try," begun Innes,

“Yours Is good enough for noyone,
Why should you get another? He
was openly admirving the ample bust
swelllng under the pink gingham,

“Don’t, Tom.™

Innes tried to explnin the sincerity
of her search, Stie had visited every
store *which might be suspected of
having o Mfure.” She could not bhring
a0 smille to her sister's fuce.  “Thers
was none your sige. They offered to
order one from Chieago, They bave to
he made to order, If they are speclal
sizes. You are not stock size, did you
know thut?"

“I should think not eried Gerty,
bridling. “My walst 1s absurdly smnll
for the size of my hips and shoulders,”

Innes wondered If It would be safe
to ngree with her,

"When will It be heret

“You'll be disappointed,'”
found hersell stomimering, “But not
for slx weeks, Idid not know whether
to order It or not.”

“And I In Los Angeles with my sum-
mer sewing ull done!  What good will
it do me then?' Whe protty eyes
looked ready for childish tears,

“I know. That Is, T didn't know
whut to do," apologived Innes Hardin,
“I declded to opder [t ns I'd found the
place, and was right there, but 1 made
sure that I could countermand the or-
der by felegram. Bo I can this very
afternocon, I knew you would bhe dis-
appolnted. 1 was sorry,"”

“IM need It next winter,” ndmitted
Gerty, helplug herself to some of the
chilled tomstoes. “I'mi sure 'm much
ohliged to you.o I hope It did pot put
you to much troukle”

The words ralsed the wall of for-
mallly pgain,  Innes bent over haor
late.

“What made you change your plans?”
stildenly demanded his wife of Hordin,
“When Sam enme In with your bug, he
surprised mo o,

“My boss kept me™

unrnoken

Tnnes

Hurdin's fuce

looked ecanrse, ronghened Ly his ugly

Her words wore re- |

[ RsOn, ACIURIEY,  yuur old Triend,
He served o subpoena on me nl the
statlon,”

“on erled Gerty.
not do that, Tom "

“Sure he dil." Fordin's face twas
hinck with his evil mood. “I'm enly nn
underling, o disgraced underling. He's
my bows, He's golng to make me re-
wember it"

“You mustn't say such things," pout.
e hls wife, “If It doex not hurt you,
it you do not eare, think how I must
foel—"

“Ob, rot " exelalmed Hoardine The
yenoer wia piabbed down to the rough
wond, Innes saw the conpseness hoer
mather had complnined of, the Glogg
fibor.

I suppose vou think T ke to tnke
te Jump at the snap of the
He wus detbertely benting
YOh, sare, 1

“Surely, he did

ordere,
I whip®”
| up his anger Into n froil.

do. That's n Hardlu, thiough and
| throngh,”

! Agidn the pngry Woeed Hoodod his
Fwife's o) iu I 14 wus- hirowing
I LR 1T 1] il "I

o il Ok Clerly with
AlMenlty Hhholi=sg the angry

rs, M1 told voo how It woel) be
Yo ‘ i o Lt

YOl bell It ertsd Tom, pasdilog bagk

| b mhate,

His sister doolied deeprble ot the
wiresererned winer, Her viow wns w
dusty sireed, Thrdin got ety

|l chnde oyer the boned oo

| “ANRH to Keep it fromn e vt ated

| the wif WO et L uvk | to dig-

| nor—"

|

| *[wee that Mamn) & vl o
| [ D leian e T ] PR
to (he tnble, vou'll mowva vomve it
Psithout me, then, TN Dot il
| ihilke n fool of wveelf. A wim to
: dinney, Me! 'N see mysell.

Lnes wishod ghe wos o the neigh-
borlng tent. Tom was lashing hliosell

| it o oonrse fury,
Jo h dlsmngy, Gerty burst into
tears., o0 woas kiling Ger, the visgronee,
1 she or: Mhe couldit enr , e
| eouliln’ il Bt there; o it not

the « 1*iag o go o pos Angeies,
l where Ler felends would pity her. At

whns o hdng bop. She was not o Hor
Ly #he wi genedtive s she conld not
| Justirs vervthing a Hardin did a=

| right, no matter whnt the cofiseqicneos,
L The preuly eves ohsenped, she rashod, o

C18 LU Ntabe, froms the poorm.
The Lrother and sistor pyvcldeld ench
other's oyes,  Tones voso god cloegrsd

the tinble of the dishes, She mude n
lowd nolse with the waler In
| the shed, rackoting the pans to drown
the nsistonoe of Gerty's sobbing,
‘ She kept listening for Tom's step,
Bhe wanted to go with him when he
left; he must not rench the ofiice in
the blackness of that mood, BShe
wished he would not betroy his feel-
Ings; yet she knew It was not he who
was to blame,

When she heard the sereen door
slam, she flashed out the back way.

“Golng 1" she ealled after him, “Walt
for me."” BShe dashed into her tent for
her hat. She had to run to catch up
with him,

running

CHAPTER IX,

The Rivals.

From the window of the adobe office
bullding of the company, Hardin saw
Rickard jump from the rear platform
of the train as It slowed Into the sta-
tlon. He noticed that the new mann-
ger carrled no bag.

“Wonder what he's decided to do
about the headgate. He didn't waste
much time out there” Hardin was
fidgeting In his seat, his eyes on the
wpproaching figure,

Rickard passed through the room,
nodding to his office force. The door
of the Inner office shut behind him.
Hurdin stared at the blunk surfoce. He
moved restlessly In his swivel chalr,
Did the fellow think # blg thing ke
that could hung on while he unpacked
his trunks nnd settled his burean draw-
ars? He pleked up a pencll, jJabhing ot
the paper of his report. He covered
the sheot with figures—three hundred
—#lx, hundred. 8ix  hundred  feel,
Whose fault that the intake had
widened, doubling Its width, trebling
Its problem? Whese but Marshal)'s,
who had sent down one of his ofllce
clerks to see what Hardin was doing?
Wouldn't any man in his senses know
that the way Maltland would disiin-
guish himueelf would be by discrediting
Hardip, by throwing bouquets to Mur-
shall; pralsing his plan? They all go
at It the same sickening woy! Offles
clerks, buh! Bure, Multlynd had ad-
vised agninst the completion of the
gote, Saold It would cost more In thoe
und money than Hoardin's estimatos,
“Thanks to Maltland it did,” growled
Hardin, scrawling figures over the
page. “By the tiime Maltlond finished
monkeylng with that toy dam of his
the river hod widened the break from
three hundred to Mx hundred feet, Por
that, they throw mud at me. Ob, It
mokes me slck” Hardin flung his
broken pencil out of the window,

Rickard re-entered the room, 'The
question leaped from Hardln,

*“The headgate—are you golng on
with iy

Rickard looked curlously at the
flushed antagonlstic face of the man

he had supplanted. The thought
crosseid hin mind that perhaps Hardip
had tuken to deinking, It made s
noswer curt,

“T don't know,"

“You don't know "

“I have no report to make, Mr, Hap-
din, untll I see the gate"

“And you went to the Crossing with-
out golng down (o the hendgnte ™ Hap-
din did net try to conceal hiy disgust,

“1 didd not go te the Crossing,"

“Didn't go—1" Hardin's mouth wns
pgupe,  Then he rodely swiveled his

chair, The door slnmmaed bebingd Rlck-
urd,

Hadn't been to the Crosslig?  Then |m.m

where In Hades did he go? 1le halted
MicLenn who wis passiug him,

“Aro you going to the Crossing to-
morrow?' Hardln knew he should be
too proud to betray hix eagerness, but
the words ran away with him,

“Not tomorrow. Mr. Rickard just
told me he might not be able to get off
untll next week,"

Hardin's anger spottered, “Next
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the towns, He's got to Investigate that

“Are You Going On With It

wiek, Why does he rosh #a?7 Why
docan't he go next year? 'The Colo-
rado's so gentle, (U4 walt for hlm, I'm
sure,  Next week! JtUs n put-up fobh,
thit's whot It s, Oh, 1'enn see through
o rence with o knotliole ns blg ns your
head,  [le doesn't want to fnikh the
headgnte,  He wants to put off golng
until 1'% too Inte to go on with it; 1!
know him. He'd risk the whele thing,
and all the money the O, P how
chucked luto it, just to start with n
elenn sinte; to get the glory of stop-
ping the river himself, It turns my
stomach; it's a plot,” The lower lip
whot out,

MuacLean's attention was deferential,
He hind alwaye Hked Harding all the
follows did. But he was jumping off |
wrong this time, He'd brought It all
on himself, .

“Ie snld something about a levee for

befure he goes to the front,”

“A levee?  Well, wouldn't that jar
you'™  Hardin sddressed the stenog-
raphor In the tronspurent shirtwaist,
think golng to have
nuother flosd this season? Thionks s
golng to rench the hotel and wet his
clothes? Take the starch out of his
ghirt«¥* He flung out of his chalr,
throwing the papers buck Into the
drawer,

He stamped out of the office, mad
clenr through, To this crisls they had
sent down n dandy, a bookman who
wanted to bulld a levee, Oh, hell!

“They'll come crawling after me to
help them after thls fellow's burled
himself under river mud, come ealling
to me as they did after Maltinnd falled,
‘Please, Mr. Hardin, won't you come
back and finieh your gate) I'll see
them dead first, No, I'll be fool enough
to do It. T can't help myself. I'm a
Hardin, 1 have to finish what I've be-
gun.”

It wan not because this was a pet
entorprise, the great work of his life,
that he must engerly ceut humble ple,

“Does he we're

tuke the buffets, the falls, nnd come
whining back when they whistled to |
him, He told himself it wos because of
his debt to the valley, to the rinchers,
The colonlsts were about desperate,
Who could blnme thom? ‘The last yeur's ©
floods bad worked havoe with thelr
erops; this year had bheen a horror.
The district they called No. G was &
seronming Irony of ruln,. The last de-
buuch of the river had made grest
garhes  through the ranches, had
seoured deep gorges which had vonders
mined the cunuls on which the water
supply for No, 8 depended,  The sults
were pliing up nguinst the D, R, dam-
nge sults, and they hold up his gute,
while he gets the curses of the vale
ley., And Mr, Rickard thinks he'll
bulld a levee!

He flung himself on, the conch In the
tent. Gerty was laying a  enreful
cloth for supper. A brave, delermined
smile was arranged on hor lips. The
noon storm had passed, 8he hummed a
gny lttle tune. If there was unything
Hardln hated It was humming.

“You'll have your dude to dinner all
righty" her husbaod announced, “He's
In town."

“Yen, I know,” rejoined his spouse,
“I' hud n letter from him yesterduy.
From Tmperial,”

Tom sat up gluring,
you from Imperinl?”®

His wife mispinced the accent,
misunderstood Tom's scowl, It was
the old story over agoin. Whenever
those two mon came together the old
feeling of Jealousy must be revived
#galnl It was unplensant, of conrse,
voery unpleasant, to hnve men eare lke
that, but it made life exciting, Life
had been getting a Jittle stale Intely—
llke o book of abylous, even plor,
Rickard's entrance lnto the story gnve |
i new interest, n new twist, She |
hummed an alr from » new opera that
had set the world waltging,

Hardin's thoughts did not touch her
at the hem, He wan at the hendgite, |
his gate. What the devee had Rickhed |
goue to Ymperial for? If he wusn't Lhe
durnedest uss!  Tmperipl!  And the
gate hung up!

“For God's sike stop that buzzing I |

The bappy ttle nolde was quenched, |
Innes, entering at that mowent, heard |
the rough order. Bhe looked implor
Ingly at her sigter-in-inw,

“Supper's on tha table,” erlod Gerty,

the fxed, dotermined smile still on her
Hyw =

“Ia wrote to

She

(To be continued next week,)
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