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bered, the lght frivolous  cadence
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“T'Ve been expecting ¥ou, My wife,
Me, Rickard, und my sister.”

“Why, what are you thinking of,
Tom? To lntroduce Mr, Rickurd! 1
lutroduced you to ench other, yenrs '
ngu!" Uerly's cheeks were red. Her

hright eyes were dartlng from one to | tenderness, If fhe next Instant brings | iy
the ather, “You kiew he was comiog, . senlty, und disilluslonment? He could | O 0 CArel Ul DoMe uol Pl seail ik

aml did not tell me?” I
“You were at the Improvement club |

when e elegram come,” put In Inney | Hardln, it was easy to see, had forgot- | room, The furnishings he lnventoried :
Hurdin, withont looking at Rickard, No i ton' what he had whispered to Gerty | n few stiff chairs, o long table and n!

truee of the Tueson cordinllty In that
grund liitle face! No ncknowledgment
Uk they hod met uf the Marahali's!

“Ob, you telegraphed to ps® The
blond areh smile hond not aged. It
was (rlendly and nice,”

Rickard had oot been self-conselous
for muoy & year, He did not know
what to say. He tamed from her up
turned fiee to the others. Innes Har
fdin wus sturing oul of the window,
aver the healls of several crowded
inhles; Hurdln wos gnaing at his plate,
Rickard declded that he would get out
of tds before Gerty discovered that it
was nefther “felendly nor ulee.”

V1P T hagd kiown thiat you were here, |
3 would have Insisied on your dining |
with us; In our tent, For it's terrible,
horee, Isn't 07 She deshed ut him the
took he retiembercd so vividly, the
childish coquettish appeal, “Wa dine
at home, il it becomwes tiresome, and
then we come foraging for varlety, But
you st come lo us, say Thursday, Is
that vlght for you? We should love it.”

Btill those two gverted [oces, Rlok.
prd sald Thursday, as he was bidden,
and ‘got back to hig table, wondering
why in thunder he had let Marshall per-
sunde him to take thix Job.

Hardin waited a seant minute to pro-
fest: “What possessod you to nsk him
io dinner "

“Why shouldn't 1?7 He ¢ an old
friend,”  Gerty caught n glunce of ap-

pond, féom sister to brother, “Jealon: 1"
B4 pouted chartaingly at her lord,

“dealous, no 1" bluffed Hardin,

Ile thought then that she knew, that
Tnned hod told her. The Lawrence epl-
sode held no sting to Wlm,  Once, It
had enchanted him that he had carried
off the boneding-house belle, whom even
thiat bookmaen had found  desirible—
bookmun! A superlor dude! He had
ulways had those geand airs, As if it
were not more to | man's eredit to
struggle for hig education, even If he
ware olifor than his elass, or his tench-
or, thun to pecept (¢ off sllver plates,
handefl by Inekeys? Rickard had ale
ways aeted as I It had been something
to be ashanmed of, 1t made him siek.

"They've done It this time, It's a
foul cholee.”

Aguin, that look of pleading from In.
ues, Gerty Wwd o shiver of nlultion.

“Tool eholeet”  Her volee wis omls
nously enlm,

Hardin shook off Tanea' eyes, Better
b done with 1t! “He's the new gen-
eral mobagen

“Ho's the genornl mansger ™

' to tnke orders from him,"

Qerty's sllence wos of the stunned
varlety, The Harding watched her
orumbling beead on the tablecloth,
thinking, fearfully, that she was golng
10 ory.

“Didn't T tell you?* Her volce, re- |
pressed, carried the threat of Lears,
“Pdn't T tell yolt how It would bo?
D't 1 sy that you'd be sorry If you
cialled the eallrond [n?”

“Mukt we go over this aguin? asked
her hushand.

“Why didn't you tell med Why did
you let me make a goose of myselfy”
Bhe was remembering thet thers had
beon no peotest, no surprise from In-
nes,  She knew! A fumlly seeret]
She shrugged. “I'm glad, on the whale,
that you planned It as a surprise. For
T corrfod 1t off s If we'd not been lu-
sulted, disgraced.”

“Gerty 1 expostutnted Hardin,

"Gerly I implored Innos,

“And we are In for o nlee friendly
dinnpor ™ |

"Are you quite finished? Hardin
Eot up,

As (his three passed ent of the dinlng
vooun, Rickaed engght tholr several ox-
presslone:  Hardin's atiff, indiffevent ;
Gerty's brilliant bog bard, as she

dlatinotly haughty,
‘In the hall, OGerty's laugh rippled
Tt was the lnugh Rickard remom-

Hed the flamboyant pattern

© P 2OBES-MERRIL CONPANY

iier eyes, and had run from (L7 ~—
Should & man ask a woman to give
hier life Into his keeping until he is
quite sure that he wants It? He was
revamping his worn defense. Should
ko live up to a minute of surrender, of

bury now forever sell-reproach. He
could laugh ot his own vanity. Gerty

“I'll Take You Around™

cipline,
He was ushered Into n lorge cool

convineell themi that the auditor
should be here, protect the company’s
interests. It sounded mysterious,
sleuthlike, as If he had discovered
something, so they let him bring the
books down here. He is supposed to
be ferreting. But he's ‘wooxling® He
used to be In the onter office. Said
the nolse made his head ache, so he
movid In here. Al the committes
meetings are held here, and oceasion-
ally the directors’ meetings, Water
companies’, too. Ogilvie's taking notes
—wants te be the next genern! mana.
ger; It sticks out all over him.”

“What's the derivation of woorle?™
this with deep gravity.

“Wait fill you see Ogllvie!" laughed
his entertainer. Then s an after
thought, “This is all public gossip,
He's falr gume.”

The door opened behind them, and
Rickard saw the man whose deserlp-
tion had been so deftly knocked off,
He recognized the type seen so fre-
quently In southern Callfornin towns,
the pale, damaged exile whose ¢hance
of reprieve s conditioned by stern
rules of diet and sobriety, It was the
temperament which must perforce
translate a personal pecessity lnto &
religlons dogma.

“This gentleman's just—is  Just
looking around,” stammered MacLoan,
blundering, confused.

The vegetarinn nodded, taking off

Holmes.* They met us sober old | typewriter desk, closed for the Sab-| RIS felt sombrero and putting it on a

friends, That ghost was lald.

CHAPTER V.
A Game of Checkers,

The uneasy mood of the desert, the
wind-blown sand, drove people Indoors
the next morning, Rickard was servid
i substantinl, Indifferently cooked
breakfast In the dinlog reom of the
Diésert hotel, whose lmitatlons were
a8 conspltnous to the newcomer as
they were nonexistent to the other
men. They were finding It a soft con-
trust to sind-blown tenls, to life In the
open, h

Later he wondered through the

group of staring (diees In the office,

past the popular soda stand and the
fow chale-tilters on the sidewnlk, go-
lug on, us If without purpose, to the
ruilrond sheds, and then on, down fo
the offices of the Desert Reclumation
company, He discovered [t to be the
one eongaging spot In the hasilly
throwntogether town, There were
oleanders, rose and white, blooming In
the pateh of purple blooming alfnlfa
that stood for u lawn, Mornlng-glories
clambered over the supports of the
verandn, nnd on over the roof, Rick-
ard's deductions led him to the Har
dins,

What school of experlence had so | nodded at the pln of gold and blue

changad the awkward country fellow?
He had resented Wis vivaley, not that
he was a clval, but that e was o boor,
File Ieswen stlll wirm on her lps, and
she had turnéd to welcome, to coquet
with Tom Hurdin! The woman who
wns to be his wife mast be steudler
than that! Tt had cooled his fever.
Not for him the aspen who could
shnke nnd bend her pretty boughs to
ench ropgh breeze that Hlew |

Men togsed Into u desert, fighting to
keep a foothold, do not garland thele
offices with morning-glortes! Was it
the graclons qulet nfluenece of a wife,
a Qerty Hardin? The festlve bulld-
Ing he was approaching wns as unex-
pected—us Captain Brandon ! Rickurd
willeed on, smilling.

He was fulrly blown Into the outer
room, the door banglog behind him,
Every one looked up ot the nolsy inter-
raption. There were severnl men in
the long room, Among them two alert,
cloan-faced youths, college graduntes,

or students out on furlough, the kind |

of &tuft In his elnss at Lawrence. Threa
of the seasoned, ropd-copched type
were legning thele chales lgnlnst the
cool thick walls, One wis pufling ot
i clgar. The other, n big, shy giant,
wns drawing clonds of comfort from a
plpe.  There wig a telegeaph operator

nt work ln one end of the room, her |
Instrument rapldly clicking. In an op- |
[m.‘lt(! corner wos o telephone  ex- olass, and to get we here, to get me In

1

connections botween the valley towns, | things happening every day that ore a
Rickurd lost the feeling of having |libernl education, They are only Just
gone Into 4 remote and Isolated re- | beginolng to undersiand what they ure
glon, The tWin towns were on the |bucking up against.

change, A girl with a metdl band
around her forehead was punching

map,

One of the older men returned his
nod, The young men returned thelr
hastily withdenwn attention to thelr

| membered that he was speaking to o

| bath,

chair with care.

| “The stenographer’s room” an-
i nouneed the lad superfluously.
| "Whose stenographer”

YGeneral property now, Everyone
has a right to use her Ume. She used |
to be Hardin's, the general mannger's. |
Bhe g his still, In & way, But Ogilvie |
keeps hor busy most of the time."

Ricknrd hnd not heard of Ogilvie,
He mnde n mental register,

“When did Hordin go out®’
knew the dote himself, He expected
! the anawer would Lrall wisps of other
Informntion. He had u very active cus
riosity about Hardin, The man's fall
ures had been spectacular,

The young fellow was thinking
alond,  “The dum went November
20th. Hardin was given n decent ln-
terval to resign, Of course he wus
fired, It was an outrage—" He re-

[ He

stranger and broke off suddenly, Rick-
ard did not questlon hlm, He made
another note. Why was It an outrage
or why did it appear =07 In perspec-
tive, from (he Mexlcan Dbarranea, |
where he had been at the time, the
fallure of that dam had been snother
bar &inistér agalnst Hardin,

“] see that you are from the Unlver-
sity of Callfornia?" Ricknrd sold, and |

ennmel,

“out for a year” glowed the Ind. |
“Dad waoted me to get some eal stull |
In my head. He soid the Colorado
would give me more lessons—more reul
knowledge In a year than I'd get In
gix at college. I kicked up an awful
mw_'-ll

The older man smiled. “Of course,
You don't want to go back now"

The boy made n wry face, “He ox-
pects me to go back In August, Says
1 must.”

“You did not tell me your nome,”
wi suggested, i

“MucLean, George MacLenn,” sald
the young man rather consciously. It
was a good deal to live up to. He gk
wiys fell the appraisement which fol-
lowed that admission. George Maoce
Lean, elder, wns known nmong ﬂm['
rallrond clecles to e a man of irvon,
one of the strongest of the heads of
the Overland Pacific system. He was
not the sort of mun n son could apenk
lghtly of discheying,

“0Of course everyone culls me Jun-
lor"

“T guess you'll go back If he wants
you to,” smiled Rickard.

“Oh, but what a rotten trick It

would be!™ exelnimed the son of the
mwun of Iron. “To throw me olil of
colloge—T was dafly to finish with my

terosted—and then after T've lost my
place to pull me buck., Why, there nre

The Colorndo's
an uokoown quantlty; even old engi-
neers are right up sgalust (. There |
are new problems coming up every |
dny. The Indians call her a yellow

ghme of checkers, The other smoker dragon, but she's a tricky woman,
was walching with eross-oyed uhsorp- | 815 hn eel; she's glving us sums to |

tion the rings his clgar wos sending

inte the gle. Rlekurd might not Imﬂ"

been there.

One of the checker players lmkm‘]o:lh'hl uses It now."

| wlaT"

up,
“Anything I enn do for you? Do you
want to see anyone In particular
“No," It was admitted,
particutar. I was just looking roun
“It's the show place of Calexivo, Tl
take you around, It ia the only place
In town that s comfortable when it's

hot, or when the wind blows, and
that's the progrnm ull summer, Take
my place, Pete”

Pete, the young glant, with the face
of his Infuncy enlarged rather than
mutured, slipped Into the vacant chalr.
He had been the first to discover the

prrlor carpet, the lag, | Songer, but be had evaded the re-
ta

sponsiblility,
nhsorbed him,
“It's nieo here," repeated the young
fellow, lending the way, 'They were
followed by n few e glunees,
Rickard looked with approval at the
tun slim fOgure which was nssoming

The gowe imwediately

“UND one Inr

4" 1 nt from Los Angeles,  Put in by the

O, P when It nssumed control Inst

'a month.

bredk our teeth on," '
“Who has the next room$™
“Used to be the general manager's,

“Anit who (g youw say was Ogil-
They turned back intd® the
room.

“You can go In. He's not here. He

18 the new nuditor, an expert account- |

He used to come down once |
After Hardlu went out he
enme down to stoy.”
“Whode say-sot™ |
“I don't know. The accounts were |
rotten, that's no office secret. The
world knows that, Hardin is blamed
for it. It lsn't fule. Look at Sather's
stone palnce in Los Angeles. Look at
Hardin's tent, his shabby clothes.”
“I'd llke to meet Oglivie,” observed
the general mannger. |
“Oh, he's not much to meet. A pale,
white-llvered  vegotarian, o theoso-
phlst, You've seen ‘em. Los Angeles
ia full of ‘em. He was here when Har-
din was fired.  You could see him see
his opportunity, His chest swelled
up. He looked ag If he had tasted
for the first time. Ho thought
could woozle Into the empty
He went back to Las Angeles, i

YR,

L
“z

[of the flood,

By this time It was apparent that
no one save Hardin kuew of his com-
Ing. He wos sahead of Marshall's let-
ters, He did not like the flavor of his
entrance,

“What provision is belng made for
the new general manager?’

The question, aimed carelessly, hit
the auditor.

“They are not talking of filling the
position  just yer," he responded.
“There 15 no oeed at present. The

Ogilvie's Dismay Was Too Sudden,

work 1s going slong nicely, better, I
might say, ndjusted as it now is,. than
It did betors,”

“T heard that they had sent a man
from the Tueson office to represent
Mr. Marshall”

“Did you hear his name?" stame
mered Oglivie,

“Rickard,™

The auditor recovered hlmself, 1
would hoave heiard of It were it true.
L am in close touch with the Los An-
peles office."

“It is true

“How do you know? Ogilvie's dis
muy was too sedden; the Aabhy faclal
mugeles beirayed him,

“I'm Rickard." The =now general

mannager took the swivel chalr behind
the flat-top desk, “8it down. I'd like
to have a tnlk with you."

“Tt you will exeuse me,"—Ogllivie's
bluff wos o= anemie as his ershed ap-
pearance, "I—I am busy this morn-
ing. Might I—trouble you—for n
few minutes? My papers are In this
desk."

Rickatd now knew his man to the
shallow depths of his white-corpus-

vled soul. “If T won't be In your way
I'll hanyg around here. I'vo the duy to
kIIL" ®

Hiz sarensm was Jost In tronsit,
Ogilvie sald that Mr. Rickard would
not be In his way, He wonld move
his pupers loto the next room tomor-
oW,

The engineer moved Lo (he French
windows that opened on the alfnifa
liwn, A vigorous growth of willows
maurked the course of New river,
which had cut so perilously near the
towns, A letier *h" picked out In
quick river vegetation, told the story
The old channel—there
It was, the curved arm of the “b," one
could tell that by the tall willows—had
been tos tortuons, too slow for those
sweeping waters. The#flow had di-
vided, cutting the stem of the letter,
enrrying the flood woters swifter
down grade, The flow had divided—
hm! divided perhaps the danger too!
An {dea in that! He wonld see that
hetter from the water tower he'd spled
at entering. Another flood, and a
mmble whether Mexieall or Calexico
would get the worst of it. Unless one
was ready. A levee—west of the
American town!

“Excuse me, sir—do you need me?”
He turned back Into the room, | He
coulid see that MacLean was aching to
got ont of the room, Ogilvie had vis-
ibly withored, A blight seemed to fall
on him nx his white, bleevelned fin-
gers made n bluff among hiz papers.

“Thank you" Rickard vodded at
MneLean, who burst into the outer of-
fice, ?

“It's the new general manager from
Tucson—Rickard's his name” His
whisper o sround_the walls of_fhe

room, where otler orrivals were tilt-
ing thelr chaire *“The new general
manager! Ogilvie woozled for moth-
Ing. You shonld have seen his face!"

“Did noyone kpow that he was com-
ing?" Silent, the tanned giant, spoke.

“That's Marshall all over" sald
Wooster, bright-eyed and wiry, re-
moving his pipe. “He llkes to moye In
o mysterions way his wonders to per-
form. (Used to sing that when 1 wans
n kid!) No aonouncement. Simply,
‘Enter Rickard.'"

“More llke this" sald SHent.
Hardin. Enter Ogilvie.
ard.” :

“And exit Ogilvie,” cried MacLean.

“It's a ghame," burst out
Wooster. No one asked him what he
meant. Every man in the room was
thinking of Hardln, whose shadow this
reclamation work was,

“What's Ricknrd deing? asked the
Infantile Hercules nt the checkerboard.
The force called him Pete, which was
n short cut to Frederick Augustus
Bodefeldt.

“Taking Ogilvle's measure”™—this
from MacLean.

“Fxit
Enter Rick-

this time. That wouldn't tnke him five
minutes unless he's n gull,” snupped
Wooster, who hated Ogllvie as a rat
does a snnke.

*The door opened and Rickard came
in. Almost simnltaneously the euter
door apened to admit Hardin, Who
would Introduce the new general man-
pger to the dismisged one? The
thought flashed from MacLean to 8i-
lent, to the telegraph operator, ,Bode-
feldt doubled over the checkerbonrd,
pretending not to see them. Counfu-
sion, embarrassment was on every
face.  Nobody spoke. Hardin was
coming closer,

“Hello, Hardin,"

“Hello, Rickard.”

It appesred friendly enough to the
surprised office. Both men were glad
hnt It was over,

“Nice ofices,” remarked Hardin, his
|legs outspread, his hands in his poek-
s,
“"Ogilvie 1= satisfled with them.
The men rather overdld the laugh.

“Finding the dust pretty tough?” in-
quired Hardin.

“I spent a month In San Franelsco
lust summer!” was the rejoinder,
“This is a haven, though, from the
iteect.  Thought I'd lonf for today.”
Was Hardin game to do the right
thing, Introduce him as the new chief
to his subordinntes? Nothing, It de-
veloped, was further from his Inten-
‘tlon, Hardin, his legs outstretched,
kept before his foce the bland, jm-
{penetrable smile of the oriental, It
was clearly not Rickard’s move, The
|checker players fidgeted. Rickard's
|sllence was interrogntive. Hardin
still smiled.

The outer door opened,

The newcomer evidently a favorlte,
walked Into a nolsy welcome, the
“boys'" embarrassment overdolng It
He was of middle height, slender—a
Mexieun with Castillan ancestry writ-
ten In his high-bred fentures, his grace
and his straight, dark hair,”

“Good morning, Fsteadn,” sald Har-*
din with the snme meaningless smile,

“Good morning, gentlemen” The
Mexienn's greeting puused at Rlckard,

“Mr. Estiada, Mr. Rlckard.,”

Sveryone in the office saw Harilin
snub his other opportunity. He had
hetrayed (o everyone his deep hurt,
his raw wound. When fhe had
stepped down, under cover of n resig-
nation, he had saved his face by tell-
Ing evervone that a rapture with
Mnitland, one of the directors of the
reorganizsed company, had made it
Impossible for them to serve together,
nnd that Maitland's wealth and Im-
portance to the company demanded his
own sacrifice. Two months before
Rickurd's appearunce Maitland bad

heen discovered dead in his bath in a
Los Angeles hotel. Though no one
hnd been Witless egpugh to speak of
hélr hope to Hurflln, he kopew that
oll his force was daily expecting his
reinstntement.  Rickard’s entrance
waE another stab to thelr chief,

“The son of the general? The new
manager held out his hand. *“General
Estrada, friend of Mexicnn liberty,
founder of steamship companies and
father of the Imperial valley?"

“That mukes me a brother of the
valley"—Estrada's smile was sensitive
and sweef,

Estradn looked at Hardin, hesitatled,
then passed on to the checker players
and addressed Maoclean:

“I saw your father In Los Angeles,
He has been chosen to il the vacancy
made by Maltland's death.”

Maclean's cyes woversd townrd'
Hardin, whose nonchalunes had not
fallered. Had he not heard, or did
he know, alréeady?

“I'd like to have o meeting, & con-
{erence, tomorrow morming,” Rickard
was svenking. “Mr. Hardin, will you
#et the hour at your convenlencel”

Becnuse It was so kindly done, Har-
lin showed his first resentment, It
will not be possible for me to be there.
I'm golng to Los Angeles in the morn-
Ing, He turned and left the office,
Estradn following him.,

“Oh, Mr, Hardin, you musin't take it
that way." he expostulated, concern in
each sensitive feature.

“T'll take orders from him, but he
pave me none,”" growled Hardln, “It's
not whit you think. 1'm not sore. But
I don't like him. He's a fancy dule.
He's not the man for this jobh"

“T'heén you knew him before? It
 was a surprise to BEstrada,

“At college. He was my—er—in-
structor. Marshall found him In the
 Classroom, A theory slinger
{ Estruda’s thoughtful glance rested
on (he angry face. Was this geimine,
or did not Hardin know of the years
Rickard had served on the roud; of
the Job fan the hent-baked barrnncas
of Mesjco, where Marshall had “tound™

“Then he's doing something else by |

him? Buf he would mot 1ty again to
persunde Hardin to give up his trip
to Los Angeles. It might be better,
after all, for the new manager to take
charge with his predecessor ocut of
the way.

“MucLesn’s coming down tomight”™
he threw owt, still watehing Hardin's
face, “With Babcock”

"I won't be missed” Hordin's
mouth was bitter, “Estradn, If 1 hod
the senuse of.n goat I'd sell out, sell
my stock to MaeLean and quit. What's
In all this for me¥* Does anyone douht
my reason for staying? It wounld be
like leaviug n sinking ship, like de-
serling the passengers and crew one
had brought on board. God! I'd like
to go! But how can I? I've got hold
of the tail of the bear and I can't let

(L]

“No one doubts youn—" begam Es-
trada. Hardin turned away, with an

g
1 |‘

Hardin Turned Away With an Ugly
Qath,

ugly onth, The Mexican stood watch-
Ing his stumbling anger. “Poor Fr-
din !

In the office Rickard was speaking
to MacLean, whom he had drawn to
one glde, out of earshot of the checker
plicyers,

“I want you to do something for
me, not at all agreeable! His tone
tmplied that the boy wus not given
the chance to beg off. “What time
floes the tenln pull out in the morn-
lng ’

“8ix-fifteen”

“I'l have o letter for you at the
hotel at six, Be on thme. I want to
cateh Hardin before he leaves for Los
Angeles.” If he's renlly going., T'll give
him today to think it over., But he
ean't disregard nn order ag he did my
fnvitation, T didn't want te rob It in
before the men.”

MucLenn stared, then sald {hat he
thought he wang not liely to!
Rickard left the office in time to
geo Hardin shutting the outer gate
behind him, His exlt released a cho-
rus of Indignant volees,
“An outrnge!”

“A d=——d shamel”
Woasier,

“Hardin's luck "

On the other side of the door Rick-
#rd deliberated, The hotel nnd ity eurf-
ous loungers, or hls new office, where
Ogilvle wus making & great show of
occupation. He bad not seen Hotrada,
He was moking a sudden dive for his
hotel when the gentle volee of the
Mexican hailed him.

“Will you come to my car? It's on

This from

the siding right here. We can have a
little lunch nnd then look over some |
mups together. I bave some plctures |

of the river and the gate. They may |
be new to you."
Rickard spent the afternoon in the |
car. The twin towns dld not seem 50
hostile. He thonght he might like the
Mexiean. .
Estradn was earning his father's
muntle. - He wns the superintendent
of the roud which the Overland Pa-
cific was bullding between the twin
owns and the Crossing; a divector of
he Desert Reclamation company, and
the hend of & small subsidiary com-
pany which had been ereated to pro-
tect rights and keep hurmonlous rela-
tion-with the sister country. Rickard
found him full of meat, and heard, for
the first time consecutively, the story
of the rakish viver. Particularly in-
teresting to him was the relation of
Hardin to the company.

“ITe has the bad luck, that man!"
exclnimed Estrada’s  soft, tmeienl
valee, “Everything is in his hands,
capltal s promised, and he goes to
Now York to have the papgrs drown
up. The day he gets there The Maine
Is destroyed. Of course capital 1s shy.
He's had the devil's own luck with
men: Gifford, honest but mulish;
Sather, mulish and not honest—oh,
there's a string of them. Once he
went to Hermosillo to get an optlon on
my father’s lands, They were already
coveredl by an option held by some
moen in Seolland, Another mun would
have walted for the three months to
pess, Not Hardin. He went to Seot-
land, thought he'd Interest those men
with his mnps and papers. He owned
all the data then, He'd made the sur-
vey.”

Estrndn repeated the story Brandon
und Marshall hod told, with little dis-
erepancy, A friendly refrain followed
the nareative. “He has the bad luck,
that man 1" !
“And -the Seotched option? remind-
ed Rickard, smiling at his owa poor
Joke.

“It was just that. A cnse of Hardin |
Tuek aguin. He stopped off In London |
to interest some capital there; follow- |

ping un a lend developed on the steam-

er, He wus pever n man to neglect =

chanee. Nothing cume of it, though,

and when he reached Glasgow he
found his man had dled two days bete
fore—or. heen killed, I've forgottent
which, Three times Hardin's crossed
the ocean trying to corner the oppors
tunlty he thought he had found,
lin't laziness, is his trouble. It's J
Infernal luek.” .

“Or overastuteness, or procrostinge
tion,” eriticiged his lUstener to himself,
He knew now what it was that had
=0 changed Hardln, A winn cannof
travel, even though be be hpunding
dovn a quick scent, withont meetie
gtrong influences. He had been t
with hard men, strong men, It wae
un fnevitable ehiseling, not a miracle,

“I want to hear more of this some
dny. But this map. I don’t under-
stund what you told me of this bye
pass, My, Estrada,

Thelr heads were stlll bending over
Estradn's rough work bench when the
Tapanese cook announced that dinnee
was waitlng ‘In the adjoining car.
MucLean and Bodefelidt nnd several
young engineers joined them.

It had been outwardly a wasted day.
Rickard had lotnged, sociully and
physiently, But before he turned In
that night it had learned the namés
und dispositions of his force, and
wime of thelr prejudices, Nothing, he
sumamed up, could be guessed from tha
gentlencss of the Mexican's manner;
Wooster's untagonism was open and
stirppish.  Silent was to be watched,
und Huardin had atready shown his
hanl,

The river, as he thought of it, ap-
peared the least formidable of his op-
ponents.  He was imaging it ns a high-
spirited horse, madilened by the fum-
bling of its would-be captors. His tasi
It wis to lagso the proud staltion, lead
it in bridled to the sterite lnnd, Ne
wonder Huardin was sore; his noose
hnd slipped off one time too many!
Hardin's luck !

CHAPTER VL.

Red Tape,

At ten o'clock the next morning Har-

din, enterlhg the office, agnin the gen-
eral manager's, found there before him
George MacLean, the new director, and
Percy Babeoek, the treasurer, who had
been put In by the Overlund Pacific
when the old company wus reorgnn-
ized. They had jost come in from Los
Angeles, the trip made In MacLean's
private car, to attend a director's meet-
ing.

Rickard enfered n fow minutes Inter,
BEstradn bebind him., Ogilvie followed

| Rickard to his desk.

“Well?' inquired the new manager,

Ogilvle explnined lengthlly that he
had the minutes of the last meeting.

“Leave them here” Rickard waved
him toward Estrada, who held out his
hand for the papers,

Reluctantly the accountant relin-
quished the papers. His retreating
conttails looked Tudierously whipped
but no one lnughed. Hardin's seowl
deepened.

“Showing hls power,” he thought.
“He's going to enll for a new pack.™

Estrada pushed the minutes through
with but a few unimportant interrup-
tions, He was sitting ot the snme desk
with Rickard. Huovdin, sensitive and
sullen, thought he suw the meeting
managed between them,

Several times he attempted to bring
the tangled afMairs of the water som-
panles before the directors, Richard
would not discuss the water compa-
nies,

“Because he's not posted! He's be-
gluning 1o see whnat he's up against,”
van Hardin's stormy thoughts.

He wans on his feet the next minute
with a wotion to complete the Hardin
headgate,  Violently Le deciatimed to
Babeack and MacLean his wrongs, the
injustice that had been done him, Mai-

ahall had Tet that fellow Maltland edn-

| ¥lnee him that the gate wus nol pric-

tieable; bad [t not been for him the
gute would be in place now; nll this
time and money saved. And the Mait
lund dam, built instend! Where was
it? Where was the money, the time,
put In that little toy? Sickening! His
face purpled over the memory. Why
wns he allowed to begin again with
the gnte? “Answer me that, Why
was I allowed to begin again? It's all
child’s play, that's what it s And
when 1 am it it again up to my neck
he pulls me off I

This was the renl Hardin, the un-
couth, overaged Lawrence studentl
The new munner was just a veneer.
Rickard had heen expecting it to wear
thin,

“I think," Interjected Rickard, “that
we all agree with Mr. Murshall, Mr.
Hardin, that a wooden heudgute on silt
foundotion could never be more than
n makeshift. 1 understood that the
first day he visited the river with you
he had the ldea to put the uliimnte
gute, the gute which would control the
witer supply of the valley, up at the
Crossing on rock foundation. Mr. Mar-
ghall does not expect to finish that in
lime to be of first use, He hopes tha
wooden gnte will solve the immedinte
problem, It wis a cnse of any port in
a storm, He bas asked me to report
my opialon.”

“Why doesn't he give me a chance
to go ahead then?" growled the de-
posed mannger, “Instend of letting
the intake widen unti! it will be an im-
possibility to confine the river there
nt all ¥

“8o you do think that it will be an
impossiblity to complete the gale as
planned ¥

Hardin had run too fast, “I dido’t
mean. that,” he stammered. "1 mean
1t will be diflicuit if we are delayed
moch longer.”

“Have you the force o rebegin
work at ooce? demanded Rickard,

“T bad IL” evaded Hardin. *1 had
everything ready to go ob—men, ma-
terlal —when we stopped the Inst
time.”  mtinved next Saturduy)

.




