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eode. He conldn't make ! clear to
the min whose stare was balincing |
bim why ho could not oust Tom Har-
din,

. "Is it m personnl reason?  Mar
shall's gnze bad returned to hls ring
maklog.

Ricked odmitted It was personal,

“Phon 1 don't necept i 1 wonldo't
be your feiend If I didn't advise you
o Msregued the little thing, to tuke
the big thing. Maybe you are going
to beomurviad” He did not walt for
Rivlari's vigorous negative, “That
cun walt, The river won't, There's
a river runaing away down yonder, |
rmiiniog the valley, ruining the homes |
of fanillles men have carried In with |
thew,  've agked you to suve llu-m.i
There's n debr of honor to be pald |
My promise. T have nsked you o pay
It There's hlstory belug written In |
that disert, T've akked you to write
it And you say ‘No—'"

“Nal 1 suy yes!” elipped Rickard
The Mordhall ofatory had swept him
10 his foot.

The dramalle moment wis chifled |
by thelr Anglefinxon self-conselons
nens, An awkwurd silence hung. Then | "

“When ean you got"

“Toduy, tomorrow, the first teain
oul” :

" "Good " -

YAny Inatructions?"

o “dust stop thut Fiver!”

“Tho expetise?” demanded the engi-
peer, "How far ¢un 1 go."

A== the expense!” eried Tod |
Murshall, “Just go ahend.”

CHAPTER L
The Blessing of Aridity.

When Kickard teft the main loe ot
Tmpertal Junetlon 1o next afternoon
hie eyes followod the tenin he wis |
ﬁq’utllll rulher than (he one that
Wis to carry bl 1o his new lobors,
Me felt agnin the theill of detuchmont
that Inviriably preceded his entrance
It & new cobnley. With the pulling
up of the porter's grosi-carpeted stool,
the slumming of the train gates, the
ourtnin fell on the Tueson set geene,
" The long Une of cars wns pushing
offt with Its Honen-covered Pullming
and  ginerd, steaming down  gende
foward the 8ink, the depression which
had been primeval sen, nod then dos-
Orf, aml wue now sea agelon, O
Boael, reehristened Lmperial Junetion
for mllioad  convenioncs, wis Mself
lower than the snclent zea lHpe whers
onee the gulf had renched, Rickor
koew he could Dud shiolls ot that dese
ert Mtation. shoull he look for them.
e plekod up his bag that the porter
Ipd thrown on the ground and faced
the rung-down curtain,

Tis pnlited sceno was a yellow etu-
thon honse Brolling under o doesert
#ung o lavge water tank beyond, and
In the distanee the lnevitablo enrds
Dourd monuntning, e property scons
#hilts, Mat wnd (hin In thele unreal
s of burnished pink aod purple. A
fusly accommatntion trulh was bhack-
I nod switehlng, pleking up (he
vinply refelgerator ents to enrey into
the valley for the enrly melon growers,

Alrendy the valley had nssertod 1ts
Industelal lmportanee; the lete ram-
pige of the Colorade had wade it
spectacuine.  Those who wouldl pay
little attention to the opening of a
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“He ussured his Interlocuior that he
was golng In. Hix mood Isolated the

ent from “golog oo™

“Buylog 1"

“I think not.”

“It 18 & good tlme to buy.,” Rickard
suspected a real estote agent, “Vor
Innd 18 low—rock boltom prices on
necount of the uneasiness ubout the
river. People are afrnld. They want
I 580 the company redeom some of
I8 promises before they come o wnd
the company lsn't 1o much of =
hurry”

Wickard neked what company he re
ferred to,

The young-old fuce with the fuded
eyen looked ar him In surprise, “The
D, R, compuny, Desert Reclunmation,
which bromnght us all here.”
“Beamps " The newcotmee's survey
of the loong line of nnked mountilng
und tean Innds that formed the weck

ness 1o the question.

#No. Foolg!" The anawer win ns
swift a8 a bollel,  “Though some
peopls ihink them worse than that, |
don't go 80 far; I'm willing o say
thoy've trlod, I say thol muoch, Bot
they haven't the know-how.”"

The window seats, Rickard could
see, were filled before (he cnrs linliod,
by the experienced ones whao hid not
willed for the timla to be mnde up,
In the scrnioble he-spled o voeood
window on the sunny side and wide

sent beside him,

Every window In the ear wus open,
Buch redd velveted, dusty seat was
flled, A strong desert wind wus blow-

the sents and covering (he Hoor,

The englneer turned to hls compan-
ton, who was coughing,

Do yom mind this window belng
opent"

bud at the Junction,
inta the cultlvated country you will

He Was "Golng In"

phrase; its significance vastly differ- |

of the valley gave n snob of cintinl-'

for It.° A stranger diopped into the |

Ing sund Into their faces, discoloring |

U1 mind If 1t wore not. Tt always
When we get !

H06 what the valley will be ke when |

I ~ Hickand's eyes left the deep culs In
! the land made by the ravening wokers
and locked at his companion,

*“q thought Estrada was the origlaal
promoter?” he Inquired.

"Estradn’s a recent comer—oh, you
mean the geoernl. He started the ball
rolling; that wus all. Bad henlth, fob
lowing the Bliss complication, tied his
hamls”

{ The man in the seat ahead was lis-
tening. His Lend wns leonine, his
| body shriveled. Rickard conld see on

the neck the unclént burns that had

spared the magnificent head. ‘The rest | ful breath, and went on.

|of the man bad been shriveled avd
twistid into terrible deformity. Rick-

|ard found himself puzzling over the !

| Incident with its. accompanying mir-
acle. There was not a scar on the
powetrful face,

[wmem man. You are, I think?™

| water, selentifically applied, will keep

“Why is It good, you mesn? That
pile of dark rock stands gs & monu-
oGt to an effele superstition. It is
the gravestone for u gigantic mistnke
Why, it was ooly the grossest lzno-
rance that guve to the desert the label
of ‘bud Junds' The desert is a con-
ditlon, not & faet. Here you see the
possing of the condition, the burinl of
the superstition. Are you interested in
irrigntion ¥

Rickard was not given to exphin
the degree of inferest his professlon
involved, for the stranger drew a pain-

“Of course you nre, If you are a
The engineer gald he was, by cholee.

“Ievigntion is the creed of the West.
Gold brought people to this country;

“You might as well call me a social- | wlien the twin towns were calied. e
ist because I praise Irrigntion in that |bad expected to s<o a Mexican town,
It stands for the small furm unit” or ot least a Mexiean infiuence, oS
retorted the valley man, “That Is one (he towns hugged the border, but it
of its flaty; the smuil unlt. It is the was as vividly American os wos Tm-
smaull farm that pays. That fact brings perlal or Brawley, There was the yit-

many advantages. What Is the charm
of Riverside? It comes to me always
Hke the anreal dredm of the soclalist
come frue. It is a city of farms of
small farms, where 8 man may make
hix llving off his ten acres of oranges
or lemons; and with all the comforts
and convenlences of m city within
reach, hiz neighbors not ten miles off !
A-furmer In Riverside or in any lrrl-
gated community does not have to
postpone living for himeelf or his fani-
lly untll he ean sell the farm! He
ean go to church, can walk there; the
trolley car which passes his door

| “Estradu’s_business methods were | them here. Look at Riverside. And 'Kes him to a public library or the

then not different from Sather's and |

P Hardin's!™ It was a deep, rich orgsa.
| “Oh, yon can't class Handin with |
Snther," protested Rickard's compap- |
lon, “Sather used Hurdin, Hordin's |
| bunesty cannot be questloned.  It's not
| money's he's after, His whole heart
1s in this recinmation schemse,”

“Hardin's a fulse alarm,” growled |
the owner of the massdve head, “[e
makes promises. He never keeps

them.”

The older man's smile was tolerant, |
“Burton," he indlented, “ig the proesl. |
dent of the water companies, " And If
you want to hear about a rogue and o |
seoundrel ask the water companies
vhelr opinton of Hardin,” ‘

“Well, what sort of a hole hag he
got us Into?" demanded the other with
Nk,

“Hardin's In a hole hlmself,

“No ope seems o remember that he
cructied himself to save the wvulley.
Uve a great respect for Thomas Hare
din"

#Yea? roturnod Rickard, whose k-
(Ing had been eaptured by the spenker, |

The Impression of distinetion sharp- |
ened, The strunger wore a lnundered |
pongee gk shirt, open at the oeck but
restricted by n brown sitk ties and it ‘
was trimly belted.  There were but |
two pecktles In the entlre ear, oand |
they occupled, Rickard observed, the
same seat.

“The beginning of the canal sys-
tem,"

Ricknrd tooked out upon a flnt, one
toned country, marked off in ree
tnngles by plows and seeapers,  Puar-
| ther south these reclungles were edged ‘
by young willows, He fancled he
could see, even at that distunce, the
gleam of waler,

It was the passing of the desert. .\;
Tw miles buck he had geen the desert |
I s primitive nokedoess, which not

reven cuetus relleved. Ho wis pasilng
(over the land which mon and horses |
| were preparing for water, And he
could e the land where water wis,

“O'hat was the way Riverside tooked
when I fivst gasy [4'" commented the |
other min who wore & Ye, “"Come out
on the rear platform. We can see bet-
ter”

Ricknrd followed to the back of the
dust-swopt, stifling enr, The glare on
the platform waes intense. e stood
woalching the newly made chvcl;..-rlmnnl‘
of u country slip past him, Receding
were the two lines of glenming stesl

el which connected nnd separsted

him from the world outslde, He wus
“golng In"  Not In Mexico even hud
he such o feeling of ultimate remote-
ness,. The mouathlog, converging per
spectively townrd the throat of the
valley, looked elusive and unreal in
thelr guuge deaperies of rose gnd yio-
let.  The tender hour of day wis cloth- |
Ing them with mystory, softening thelr |
| sharp outlines, They cortnined the|
| world beyand,
pense of the next act,

It wos n torpld maginalion,
| thoukht, which would ot quicken over |
:!hlﬂ coniquest of the desect, Kast ul"l
the teaet men and leami were propars
ing the newly furrowed ground for the
seed. The curved land kolves, were
| breaking up the cieh mold Into ridges |
! of soft soll as uncohesive and feathery
| ms pulveriged, ehocolate, Tt was the
| dark color of the chocolute of com-
moeree, this siit which had been pli |

| foes, anlmal and huian,

Rickard felt the sus |

| Ierlgation !

It 1s ol planted. The wind 1s not  fered from the stales throogh which
hnd when It blows over graln or al- | the vageant river wandered. The swell
fulfn, It 18 the desert dust that nags | of the uplurned earth, sweetly damp,
ong” He conghed again. “Golng In?" | strock agninst his nostrils,  Rickard
Rickard sald he was golog in, | Indlulged 0 minute of whimsienl fancy ;
“Are you golng to settle In the val. | this was Californla  terrltory  oved
Iy The Inguisitor was n man of | which his truin wus passing, but the
about fifty, Rickard declded, with a soil, that dack earth those blades were

neww ngrleultarsl distelet fn the hoart |
of w drended desert opened thelr pars
to the vagury of the river which bad
sportively mnde of o part of that des
erl un Inlind sen.  Selentlsts were
rushing thelr spreenintions Into print;
woull the xea dwindle by evaporation,
ns 1E uad done Before? Or wonld the

urerllow  wmmintuin  the parndoxion!
Hon 't

The fond slgns  were  apparent,
Thieea dineks bad  wplit he  desert
sand; here water fOssures had men-
noodl the track; nod to the south o
Tringe of young willows hid the path
of the Calaradu's debouch.

The men erowding the plutform
ware the motley of the now country,
In Tuesan the unlform=of the male
ity with the » lon of those

ones who found  Inevitably

desert tan of apparent henith, His
face wig clear cut and Intelligent,

“1 don't know."

“Just looking the conntry over”
“You might call It thal”

“6in sow," admonished his compans
lon,  “"Don't let yourself be enrried
uvway. It is n wonderfol country. Dut

crumbling, wus it not the tribute of
| other stutes, of despolling Wyoming,
Lof ravishing Colorpdo iand Arizona?

[ Mo the west now squares wore heligy
Cleveled mnd ontlined,  Shrubby  ree
tanglos wore belng cleared of thele ore-
osote lnsh and tough mesguite,  Com
pared with other countries, the preju-

we ure at the primer stnf only. We
are wny behind the anclonts In Infor-
mution on that subject. [ learned at
gchool, so did you, that some of the
most glorlous civilisations flonrished
in spite of the desert which surrdund-
ed them. That was only half & truth.
They were great becnuse of it! Why
did the Incas choose the desert when
their strength gnve them the cholee of
the continent of South Amerlen? Why
did the Aztecs settle in the desert
when they might englly have pre-
empted the watered regions? ‘Then
thevs are the Carlhugininus, the Tol-
tees, the Moors. And one pever for-
gets Bgypt !

“For pretection,” Rickard gave the
slighted question an laterested recog-
nition. “Was that not what we were
tnught at _school? The forest held
[hose na-
tlons grew to their strength ond
power in the desgert by virtue of its
fzolntion,”

“Superstition 1" retorted the man

with the tie. “"We are babes at the
breast measured by the wisdom of the
oien who settled Dumuscus, or o
puared with the Toltecs, or those anp-
clent tribes who settled in northern

| tion Is an

opern house. His children ride to
school. His wife does not need to be
a drudge. The bread wagon and the
steam loundry wagon stop st her
door,™

Rickard observed that perhaps he
diil not know anything about lrrigation
after all! He had not thought of it
before In its soclologienl relation but
merely as It touched bhis profession,

“Not going Into soll values, for that
% u long story,” began the older man,
“Irrlgation Is the answer which sel-
enee gives to the agriculturist who is
iapatient of bapluzard methods.  frile
trition s not ascompromise, as so many
helisve who know nothing about it. it
Is 2 distinet advantage over the ald-
fashloned methods,

"L am oue of those who alwnys
thought it a compromise, admitted
the englneer.

“Befter enll valn o compromise,” re-
tortéd the firrigationist, *The man
who Irrigntes gives water to the tree
which needs It rain nourisbes ooe
tree und drowns out nnothor, Teriga-
Insurance policy ngninst
drought, 4 gunrantee pgainst floods,
The farmer who has once operated an
irrigated form would be as impatlent
were he agaln subjected to the caprice

India, Bhey recognlzed the yalue of
nridity,  They kuew its threefold |
worth.,"

“An Inherent yalue?" demapded the
college-bred man, turning from the
window,

“An inkerent wvolue” declared the
exponent of uridity,

“Will you tell me just what yom |
mean "

“Not in one session! Look yonder,
That's Brivwley. When I came through
here ten venss ago [ could have bad |
iy plek of this lohed at 26 cents un |
nre.
geheme then—on paper.
allve to the possibilities then; 1 had
uot yet lived in Utah 1™

The traln wag slowing up by i bfnd |
new  yellow-painted statlon, Theve |
were severnl dusty automobiles wait: |
Ing by the track, o few faded surreys |
and the inevitable country hotel l-us.]
The platform wak swarming with |
alert, vigorous faces, distinetly of the |
Amerledn type.

The man In the seat beside him |
asked Rickard If he observed the gon-
ertal average of intelligence In the |
fnees of the crowd below. Rickard ane-
knowledged thet he bad been struck
by that, not ouly here but at Imperial |
Junetion, where he had walted for the |
train,

*There Is o club In the valley, lntely
started, a anlversity elub which adomits
i members those who have had at
lenst two years of college training,
The Hst numliors thiee hundred al-
ready., The first medting was he)d Inst
week In nn empty new store In fmpe-
rinl.  If it hod not been for the sot-
ting we might have been at Ann Arbor
or Pilo Alto, The cosfumes were ui
Hittle motley, but the talk sounded like
home,

The dust blowing In through the vnr|
|
|

|

toors brought on another fit of stran-
gling. Rickard turned again to the
window, to the netive scene which de-
nled the presence of desert beyond.
“The doctors say it will have to be
the desert nlways for me The sirin.
ger tapped his chest significuntly. |

| “But It Is exile no longer—noot in an |

Irrignted country, For the renson of |
It Is the progressive man,
the man with ldeas, of the man who 1s
wiiling to take them, who comes Into |
this desert country, If he hus not had |
cducation it 1s forced upon him. I saw |
It worked out in Utah, I was lhorel
sovernl years,  Irrigatlon means co-
operation, That I8, te me, the chief
value of arldity.” |

The wind, though still blowing |
through the ¢éar aml rafMing the train |
dust, was carrylng less of grit and |
s, To the nostrils of Rickard and
hix new sequaintance It bropght the
plonsing suggestion of grassy mead- |
ows, of willow-lined stresms and fra-

Lol ruln as o housewife would be were

she compelled to wuit for rmin to fill
her woashtub, There I8 no Irregolnrity
or caprice about frrigation,”

“Wonider how the old fellow picked
it all up? mused Rlekord with dis-
respect,  Aloud he sald, “You were
spepking of the vilue of the soll¥

“Laok nt the earth those plows are
turning over. See low rich und frinble

for hundreds of feet and still find that
sort of soll, eight hundred feet down!

popular opinlon. Were we to have
frequent ming the chemical properties
which roin farmers must buy to enrich
thelr worn-out solls wonld be leached
out, drained from the soll., I ean't
maoke this comprehensive, but T've a
monograph on desert soil. 1f you are
interested I'll gend It to you"

“I ghonld lke it—immensely," as-
sonted the engineer, still amused,

“It explalns the cholee of the Astees,
of the Incas, of Curthaginlans, the
Moors," obsorved the steunger, “They
chose the desert, not In spite of the
4pll ot hocouse of i, T doubt If they
.wprﬂ awake to the social advoniages
of the system, but It was thelr co-

“Brandon's My Name."

aperative  brotherhood that helped
them to thelr glovy. We are conturies
behiod them, I'm getting out here—
Imperial, IF you come up Lo Imperial
look me up. Brandon's my name, Pve
uo card these days "

“There are severul things T want to

Ahint totus ds a lguid, was the wilted
proteting of o goentle ecivilisation; de |
pdent ducks and khakic and Nmp |

e, Tmperial Junction. marked the

ownfill of the epllar, The rest of

: e eostome was Irregular,
nnndorod snd torn, fuded and

(; the vlothes of the desort |

M suw  buttonless '

.‘Mf

go slowe, Tt's the ones who expect to | ration for plantlug was the slimplest,
make milltons the Nest year (Mt e  Horges wore dragging over tho ground
came the worst knockers, Go slow, a railroad rell bent Into a V angle,
I always tell them. Go slow.” [ which pulled the bushies by the roots
“It's pot a good Ume to boy, then?  and drageed them out of the way. DBe
“Not so good os It was ten years | yond, furiber west, could be seen the
ngol Bot Innd Is chenper than It was | untouched deserl.  The surface for
a yoar back, In some dlstricts you | many miics was cracked by water
can by 0 good farm for a ticket buck | Hooes, broken and buked Into frregulur
home, the farmers are so disconmged. | sand enkes; the mark of sand which
Cold feot.” The slang sounded oddly ' has been Imprisoned by water and
somehow, The man's volee had the | branded by swift heal.
cultivated precision of the purlst.|  Close by men were putting in with
“Cold feot. The river's chillod them.  cure the xeod that was to quicken the
The valley's losing fulth n the m'irl\mr slit. They wete passing o square
" 4 i where the green tips of the gmaln

Ingquired Rickard

agnin, wore abroast of o feld of matured al-
“There's but oue company to the | falfa over which (he wind racod grate
villey, the one that brought them | fally. Desert and graln fleld; denth
hete, the D. R, They don't eall the land Ufe! The panorama embeaced the

. They won't ree- | whele eycle,
1t's had hard = They went back to thelr scats, After
At the 'a fow minutes the other leaned over
hold of his shoulder, his hand waving toward
mountaing, “These are the

were plerelng the grotind, Now they

i

grimt flelds
“It Is the accoptod Iden that this
valley Is attrucliog & superior cluss
of men because of its temperance | : k
sinnd. It is the other way round. The to look you up. Mine's Rickard,
villey stood for temperance jbecause | The breeze which was now enterlag
of the sort of men who had settled |{he oar windows had blown over the
here, the men of the Irrigntion type,” |Cloverdleafed felds. Tis message was
The enginecr's ear eriticlred “Irriga- | "Weet and fresh. Rickard could sce
tion type” He begin to suspect (hat M cooals leading oft like silver
he had pleked up 8 erank. threads 1o the homes nnd farms of the
“The desert offers a man special ad- |fatnre; “the soclalists’ dream come
vantages, soelnl, industrinl and agricul- |roe!”  Willows of two or three years'
tural. It Is no accident that you find | ToWth outlined the banks. Here and
8 certain sort of man here” {thgre & tent or m rawada set up 8
“l suppese you mean that the DMVe deflavee spainst the hard con-
atruggle PSRARY velop !
couniry, :t:;lar mm.td.:.n mndm [ Rickard lenned out of the window and
develops of gecessity strong meny” [00ked back up the valley which was
ovolved Rickard. “Oh, yes, [ belleve Jominated by the rangd new wrapping
that, ton.” ]wm ftself gouxy, Iridescent drap-
“Ob, more than that.s It is not so Ul
much the struggle as the necessity for |
co-opemmtion. The mutual

hear from vou,” answered Ttickard,
followlng brown “necktle and pointed
theard to the platform.  *“T1 be sure

s ane of the blessings of aridity.” "N"T-" -
 “Onie of the blessings of aridity ™| _ e 3
echoed hl:’llllnu. “You are a philos- CHAPTER IV.
‘opher.” He had oot yet tpuched the =
other’s thoueht a 3 =) The Desert Hotel,
He left the dusty cmr with yelief

| Mtlons of the land It waxr Invading,

low-painted station of the QOverland
Paclfie lines, the water tonk, the enger
American erowd. Rallroad sheds an-
sounced the terminal of the road.
Backed toward the station was the in-
evitnble hotel bus of the country town,
1 painted sign hanging over its side
advertising the Desert hotel,
he reached the step the vehicle was
trowded,

“Wait, gen'lemen, I'm comiong back
for a second load,” called the darky
who wns holding the reins,

“If you walt for the second trip you
won't ged a room," suggested a friend-
ly volce from the seat above.

Ricknrd threw his bag to the grin-
| aing negro and swung onto the crowd-
|ad steps,

Leaving the rallroad sheds he ob-
|served a building which be assumed
was the hotel. It looked promising.
| attractive with Its wide enclrellng ve
|randn and the pateh of green which
|L1I:nnnm gave the dignity of a lawn.

But the darky whipped up his stolid
|horses,  Rickard's eyes followed the
|patch of green,
| The friendly volee from above told
IhMm that that was the oflice of the
Degert Reclamation company, His
next survey wns more personal, He
saw himself entering the play as the
representative of a company that was
distrusted If not Indeed actively hited
by the valley folk. It amused him that
| his entrance was so quiet as to be sur-
reptitions. It would have been quieter
|had Marshall had his way, But he
himsel# had stipulated that Hardin
should be told of bis coming. He had

|seen the telegrom before It left the
Tueson oflice, He might be assuming
un unfamiliar role v this compliented
| dramn of river and desert, but It was
| not 1o be as an eavesdropper,

| The heavy bus was plowing slowly
| through the dust of the street. Rick-
| ard was given ample dlme to note the
| lmitations of the uew town. They
passed two brick stores of general
merchandiske, Jlemons and woolen
| goods, stockings and crackers disport-
iing fraternally In thelr windows., A
|bourd sign swinging from the over
| banging porch of the most pretentious
{bullding announced the post office,
'From a small adobe hung a bruss

[1t I8, how It crumbles? You can IR | hiyie advising the steanger of the

| Hank of Calexice, The 'dobe pressed
| clase to another two-storlod structure

They were working at this | 1 18 disintegrated rock and leal mold |of the desert type.. The upper floor,
I was not| brovght in here In the moeking of a supported by posts, extended over the
{deltn.  Heavy rainfalls five vare here, [ goowanik,  Netted wire sereoned awny

[ though we have had, them, in spite of | ho Gesort mosquito and gave the over-

honglog gallery the grotesque appears
1

|unee of 4 huge fenclng mask, From
the street could be seen rows of beds,
us in hospital wards. Calexico, it wns
seen, slept out of doors,

“Desert hotel,” bawled the darky,
reining In his plncid team.

Yoy, sah, Tl look oyt for your bag.
Got your room? The hotel's mighty
sure to be full, Not many women yit
down this a-way, All the men
mogtly Hves vight.heah at the hotel,”

Itickard |1}|1|IL1 a dive from a swirl of
(et Into the hotel, The long line he
unticiputed at the desk was not there.
He stopped to take in a valley Innova-
tion, One end of the long counter had
been converted into a soda-water bar.
The high swivel stools In front of the
white marbled stnnd, with its towering
| sliver fixtures, were crowded with dust.
parehed occupants % the bus, A white-
coated youth wans pouring colored
sirups into tall glnsses; there wns n
clinking of Ice; a slzzling of siphons,

“That's & new one on me,” grinned
Rickard, turning toward the desk
| where 4 complacent proprietor stood
walting to announce that there was but
one room left,

“With bButh?”

“Bath right across the hall, Only
room left in the house.” The proprietor
awarded him the valley stare, “Golng
to be here long? He passed the last
key on the rick to the darky stagger
Ing under n motley of bogs and sult-
cases, Rickard reécognized his, and fol-
lowed.

“I mny get you another room tomor-
row," called the proprietor after him
n8 he elimbed the dusty stalrs

The signals of n new town were
waving In the dining room. The ma-
Jority of the citizens displayed thelr
shirt sleeves and unblushing suspend-
ord, One lorge table was surrounded
by men In khakl; the desert soldiers,
| engineers, The full blown waitresses,
elnburntely pompadoured, were push-

|ing through the swing-doors, carrying
Coquetry appeared to be |

heavy trays,
| thetr occupation, rather than meals
werving, the diners accepting both virle-
ties of nttention with npprecintioh, The

Bafore |

{in Mexicall. Thé lemperante pieige Is
-kept better in this town than any other
town in the valley. Buat you can see
this procession every night™

| The Amagon with a handkerchief
apron brought Rickard his soup. He
was ralsing his first spoonful to his
mouth wien he saw the face, curefully

He Saw the Face, Carefully Averted.

averted, of the girl he had met at the
Murshalls' table, Innes Hardine His
cyes Jupped to her companions, the
man a4 strunger, aad then, Corty
Holmes, At least, Mrs. Hordlin! S8ome-
how, It surprised hiny to ind hir pretty.

8he bod achloved a varlety of dis-
tinction, preserving, morcover, the

tlear-cut babylgh chin which had mnde
Its enrly appeal to him, There was the
same flufly halr, Its ringlets a bit arti-
ficlal to his more sophisticated eyos,
the same well-turned nose, He hnd
been wondering about this meeting ; he
found that he hod been expecting soma
gort of shock—who sald that the love
of today Is the Jest of tomorrow? The
dlscovery that Gerty was not a Jest
brought the surprised gratification
which we award a letter or composition
written in our youth. Were we ns
clever us that, so cqmplete at elghteen
or twenty-one? Could we, now, with
all our experience, do auy betler, of ine
deed as well? That partienlar sens
tence with wings! Could we mnake it
fly today ns it sonred yesterdny? Rick-
nrd waus finding that Gerty’s more mu-
fure charms did not accelerate hia
heart-beats, but they were certainly
finttering to his early judgment. And
he had expected Lier to be o shock!

He wns staring ioto his plate of
chllled soup, Cali-love! For he had
loved her, or at least he had loved hee
chin, her pretty childish way of Ufting
it. She was prettier than he had ples
tured her, Queer that a man lie Hars
din eould drow such women for sister
and wife—the blood tle was the most
nmazing. For when women come to
murry, they mnke often a queer eholee,
It occurred to him thot that might
have been Hordin-—he had not wanted
to stare ot them, -

That was not Hardin's face. It held
strength and power, The outllne wags
sharp and distinet, showing the strong
lines, the determined mouth of the plo-
neer. There was something else, some-
thing which stood for distinctlon—no,
it conldn't be Hardin,

And then, because nn ontthrust lp
chnnged the entlre look of the man,
Ricknrd asked his tohle enmpanlons,
who wns the man with the two ladies,
near the door,

“That, sub s pelgbbor from Ala-
pama became immedintely orntorieal,
“that ts o big mas, sub, I the Im-
perinl valley ever hecomes a reallty, &
fixtual, It will he because of that ona
man, sub, Reclamation Is like o sced
thrown on a rock. WL It stick? Wil
't tuke root? WHI 1t grow? That is
what we all want to know."

Mickard thought that he hod wanted
to kuow something quite different, and
reminded the gentleman from Alabanma
that he lad not told him the name.

“The father of thls valley, of the
reclvmntion of this desert, Thomas
Hardln, suh.”

Rickard tried to reset, without at-
tracting their attention, the group of
uls wpressions of the man whose pers
sonnlity had been 20 ohnoxiona te him
in the old Lawrence days, ‘The Hardin
tie had known had also large featores,
tut of the loceld frritating order. Ha
| summmoned o pleture of Hurdin as he
id shufMled Into his own claksroom, or
{up to the lung table where Gerty had
| nlways queened It ameng her mother's
| poarders, 1le could see the rough un-

supremacy of those superior maldens | notietiod boots that had alwnye offend-

whs menaced only by two other wom-
en who sat at a table near the door,
Itlckard did not see them at first. The
room was a8 mascullne as a restaurant
In a new mining town.

Ricknrd left his indoor view to look
| through the French windows opening
on & side sireet. He notlced a slender
but regulnr procession. All the men
possing fell in the same direction.

“Cockinil route,” explained one of

his nelghbors, his mouth full of boiled |

beof.

“Dyster cockinll?' smiled the new-
comenr,

“The renl thing! Calexieo's dry, like
the whole valley, that Is, the county.
See that ditch? That s Mexico, on
the other side. Those sheds you can

{om house. Mexicall's not dry, even in
summer! You ean bet your life on
that. You can et all the bad whisky
und sinle beer you've the money to
|hay, We work in_Calexico, and drink

{ed him 03 a betrayal of the man's in-
per coarseness; the badly fitting coat,
| the Tong uwkward arms, and the satis-
fledd, Mond-spesking mouth. These fon-
tures were more deflnite. Could time
bring these changes? Had he changed,
{lke that? Had they seen him? Would
|Gerty, would Hardin remember him®
Wasn't it his place to moke himself
 kmown ; wave the flug of old friendship
over an awkward sitantion?

He found himsslf standing in front
lof thelr table, encountering first, the
\eves of Hardin'e gister, There was no
|surprise, no welcoma there for him. He
felt at ouce the hostility of the enmps
His fuee was vneomforiably warm.
Then the childish profile turned on him,
A look of bewllderment, flushing inte

“The monument fo an effete super see are In Mexicall, Calexico's twin groeting—the years had been kind to
stitlon™ he repeated. “That wasn't |sister. That painted adobe Is the ens- Qerty Holmes!

| *“Po yon remember me, Rickard?™
If Hardin recognized a difficuit situss
tion, he did not betray It. It was &
man Rickard did not know who shook
flin warmly by the hand, and said that
Indined ho hnd pot forgotten him, .. ..
(Comtinned next Saturday)
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