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" “Apswer wy question, please”

“T should have to assemble them
ognin,” admitted Hardin sulkily.

Rickard consulted his notebook. *1
think we've covered everything, Now
I want to propose the luying of a spur
track from Hamlin's Junction to the
Heading.” His manner clesred the
stage of supernvmerncies; this was
the elimnx, Hurdin looked ready to
Hpring.

“And Ih eonnettlon with that the de
velupwent of n quarry lo the gronite
Bille buek of Homiln'," contioued Riek-
and, not looking at Hardin,

Ingtnnily Hardin was oo his foot,
His fst thundered on the table. I
shall oppose thut,” he flared. "It 1s nb-

Instantly Hardin Was on His Feot.

sulutely unpecessary. We can't afford
it. Do you know what that wil cost,
gentlement”

“Oue  hundred thousand  dollars!"

Rtleloted Interrupted him. I want an
approprintion this mornlng for that
ninount. It I8 In my oplnlon, abso
lutely nocossary (f we nre to save (he
villey, We ennnot afford not to do It
Mr, Hardin!"

Hardin glared ot the other men for

sipport; he found MucLean's face o

“blank wall; Estrada looked uncony
fortable, Babeock hind pricked up hig
virs il (he sound of the desired appro-
piintlon; his head on gue xide, ho
Tooked Mke nn Inguisitive terrler,

Turdin spread ont his hands o holp:
Toss desperation, "You'll ruln us,” he
suld, YIUs your money, the O, Py,
But you're lending it, not giving it to
ie You nre golng to swomp the Des-
ert Reclumatlon company, We enn't
throw funds awny Hho that" Oee hune
dred thousand dottars ! Why, ho could
huve stopped the river at any time If
he Hnd had that sum; once n paltry
thowsand would have suved them— 1
didn't usk the O P, to come In and
Filn we, But to stop the glver: ot to
throw money away In hog-wild fash-
fon® He was stomering Inartioulpte-
1y. “Thers's no need of a spurtruck
IC you rush my gute through

ST Ricknrd nodded. “Granted. It
wae ean vish 1t through,  But supposo
it fafls? Marsbinll eald the ralirond
would stand for no contingenclen, The
Interests ot stake are too vitnl—"

“Tnterestst™  erled  Tom  Hardin,
PiWhat do you know of the Interest at
saket You or your ralleodd? Coming
in at the eleventhi hour, what enn you
kpow? Dd you promise safely to thous
wandy of fumilive If they made thelr
hoties i Uhis volley 7 Are you responsls
tlet Did you geot up thls company, In-
dQuee your friends to put their money

in (L, promilse to soo them theough?
What do you know of the Interests at
simhe¥ You want 1o put one hondesd
thomsind dollars Into o el God, do
¥ know what that mennsd to my
vompany? It menos miln—"  Rétrada
pukiedd hie down In his sent,

Rickard expliined to the divoctors
e fiocasally In hiv opinion of the spuae
teaek and the guarry. Rock in great

Curmadiflen wotld be peeded ; enrs mast
Bie sshied 1n to the break, Ho ufjed
the hnportaneo of elonching the tssue.
“If IS not won ihle fime, IS T lost
em"'h'_m'l:\;mm_d. "Ir“l}l eutl: "
decper gorge, tho tmporial velley s a

~ehlmera ; 80 Is Lagona dum,”
The other g were draws Into the
~mrgument. Babooek teaned toward Har

~ din's conservation.  MncLean wne Jo-

L Extrula upheld Rickard, Tho
spurtinck, o bis opinlon, was esson-
al to sureess, Hurdin conld sea the
otlng el botwoen the new-

© 1 OI8O THERREL CONRANY

Habooek, when Rickird calfed for 8
vote. The spproptiation wus carried
Hurdin's face was swollen with rage.

Rickurd then called for a report on
the clam-shell dredge belng rushed at
Yums, Where was the machinery?
Was It not to have been finished In
Pebruary ?

“Why not get the machinery here?
Whnt's the use of taking chances?” de-
manded Rickard.

Hurdin felt the personnl Implication.
He wis on his feet in o second. “There
are no chances” He Jooked at Mne-
Lean, “The machinery's done, It's no
use getting it here uutll we're ready,”

“There sre alwoys chances,” Inter
rupted his opponent coolly, “We are
going to take none. 1 want Mr, Har
din, gentlemen, appointed o commitice
of one (o see thut the machinery is de-
livergd ut onece, and (he dredge roshed.”

The working force wns Informally
dlseussed. Hordin sald they could de-
pend on hobo labor, Pstkard ngreed |
that they would find such help, but it
would not do to reély on it. The big
soewer systen of New Orleans wos
nbout completed; e hod planned to
write there, stating the need. And
there was o man o Zacatecas, named
Porter—

“Frank Porter?"  sneered  Hardin,
“that—eiurdetrer?”

“His other," Rickard nnswered
ploasantly.  *“Jim fornishes the men
for the hig mines In Sonorn nnd Sina-
lon. He'll send us all the lubor we
waunt, the best for our purpose. When
It gets red-hot, there's no one ke a
peon or an Indian,

“You'll be Infringing on the interna-
Honul contract law," suggedted Moe-
Id'lﬂ‘a

“No, The camp 15 on the Mexienn
side,” loughed Cusey, “I'd thought of
that, We'll have them shipped to (he
nedrest  Mexienn  polot, and  then
brought to the border. My Estenda |
will help us" :

The mecting had already ndjourned,
They were stiinding around the fint-
top desk, Bstradn Invited them ail to
Tunch with hlm, In the ear on the sid-
Ing. MucLeuan sald that he hod to get
buck ta Low Angeles, Mr, Bubeock
was going to take him out to Grant's
Headlng In the mochine, He had ney-
er hoen there, They hind broakfasied
lnte, He looked very much the eolonel
to Rickard, his full chest and stiff car
rlage made more milltury by his trim
uniform of khakleolored cloth,

“May I speak to you about your boy,
Mr, MucLean?"

Hardin caught a slight that was nht
intended, He pushed past the group
at the door without civility or cere-
nmony,

The stendy geave eyes of the big
frame looked at Rickurd Inquiringly.

"o wunts to stny out another yeur,
I hope you will let him, It's not digin-
terested, I shall have to tuke & stenog-
ropher to the Heading this summer.
There i% n glrl heve; T conldn't take
her, nnd then, too, I'm old-fashioned ; I
don't ke women In ofllees. My post
{lon promises to be a pecullor one, 1
ke to huve your mon to rely on for
emoergencles a stenographer could oot
cover,"

MiteLoan's grave fentiives velnxed na
lie looked down on the l'll);|hw'r, whn
was no small man himset!, and sug
gostod that his son wis not very well
up o sténogeaphy.

hat's the least of 1L

“I hope that he will make n good
stenogrupher ! Good morning, gentle-
men,"

At tuble, nelther Bstrads nor his
guest uncovered thelr active thought
which revolved around Hurdin and his
hurt. Inatead. Rickord bad questlons
to nak his host on river history. As
they talked, It eaine to him that some-
thing was amiss—Esteada was  noe
curnte; he hud all his facts, Wax It
enthuninsm, sympathy, he lncked? Pres
cutly he challenged him with 1t

Ratradn's eyes drenmed out of the
window, followed the gorge of the New
river, ad thongh out there, soluewhere, |
the nnswer hovored.

“Do you mean, do you donbt HT" ex-
clabmd Rickard, watching the melan- |
choly in the beautiful eyes, |

Extradn shook Bls head, but without |
declsion, “"Nothing you'd not luugh at. |
I enn latgh ot It myself, sometimen,”

Wlcknrd waited, not sure that any-
thing more wis coming. The Mexh |
chn's durk eyes were trouhled ; o pumsle
brooded In them. “It's o purely nega-
(lve sense that Tve had, since T was o
ehild.  Semething falls between me '
aod o plan, IE T said it wes uvell, It |
wonld be—something!” His volee fell
to a ghost of tunelnloess, “And it's— |

pothing. A blank—I know then It"l

not golng to happen. It 18 terribly |
tuapl! ICs bappened, often. Now,

walt for that—vell, When It fulls, T
know what it means.” )
“And yon nave Iwd that—sense
shout this Hver business?”
Eatrada turned his pensive gaze on
the Amoricnn. “Yes, oftet. 1 thought, '
after fathery dgath, that that

wimt it meaat. BOTTt came again, It lm vivla ffom éager WU Handi

kept coming. I had it while you were
all talking, just now. 1 don't spenk of
this, It sounds chickep-hearted. And
I'm In this with all my soul—my fa-
ther—I couldn't do It any other way,
but—"

“l can't seo it finished.” was Kstra-
da's mournful answer. He furned
aguin to sture out of the window. |

“Who nre the river men In the val-
ley? demanded the newcomer, *I
want to meet them, to talk to them.”

“Cor'nel, he's an Indion, He's worth
talking to. He knows its history, its
mlem" Pethnps some of It Is his-

“Where's he to be found?™

“You'll run scross him! Whenover
anything’s up, he Is on hand. He senses
it And then there's Matt Hamln"

‘I'll see him, of course. Has he
been up he river?" 4

“No, but I'll tell you two who have.
Maldonado, a half-breed, who lives
some twenty miles down the river
from Hamlin's. He knows the Glla as
though be were pure Indlan. The
Gila's tricky! Maldonado's grandfa-
ther was a trappar, his great-grandfa-
ther, they say, a priest. The women
were ol Indian, He's smart. Bmart
and bad."

Estrada's Japanese servant came
back Into the car to offer tea, freshly

“You think we ure going to fall?” !

| Gerty had hated it,

looked nt her approbatively., He liked
hor kbaki sult, simple as a uniform,
with its fowing biack tie and leather
belt. She looked more Hke herself to-
day. She had bieached out, In Thrson.
| 8he had been letting herwelf get too
tagned, running around without hats
Sunbum paled the walue of those
splendid eyes of hers. He could always

He remembered hii
had
it so bitterly when she
from New York that he
pulled down and replaced by a V
of pine boards, glaring and ugly. Gerty
was satisfied, for It was clean; she no
lotiger felt that she lved In a squaw
house. Lot the Indlans have ramadas;
there was no earthly reason she should,
He had urged that the desert dwellers
hud valuable hints to give them. But
what was a remada to him, or anything

|| elie? Hardin turned to leave,

She did not want him to go &0 soon.
She pointed out n new vine to him.

leed.

“Thit's what T want, smart river
men, not ten!” lanughed Rickard, *I
wanl river history” :

“There's another man you ought to |
meet.  He woas with the second Powell
expedition.  He's written the hest book |
ot the river. He knows It, if any man ‘
does,  You wianted these maps” Bs
tradn wis guthoring them together,

"Thank you., And you can Just
straongle that foreboding of yours, Mr,
Bstrada.  Ifor I tell you, we're golng
to govern that river ™

Estrudn's pensive smile followed the
doneing clep of the cengineer until it
carrled him out of sight. Poerhaps?
Because e was the son of his futher,
he must work as hard as If conviction
went with hlm, as il success awnited
at the other end of the long road, But |
It was not golng to be, He would never
see that river shackled—

CHAPTER VII. l
A Garden in a Desert.

His dwelling lenped into sight as
Hardin turned the corner of the street;
There wns but one strect running
through the twin towns, Hunked by the
ditches of running water. The rest
weee ditehes of running water edged
by footpuths, Scowling, he passed un-
der the averhanging bird cages of the
Pesert hotel without a greeting for the
loungers, whose chairs wers drown up
aguinst the shade of (he brick walls,
The momentum slockened as Hordin
neared the place ho enlled his home,
An Inner tendorness diluted the sneer
that disfignred his face, He conld see
Innes as whe moved aronnd In the 1t
tle fenced-ln sirlp that surcounded her
desert tent, She losisted on ealling 1t
n gorden, In spite of hig ealllery.

“Gerty's In bed, T suppose,” thought
Tom, He hnd o sudden vivid pleture
of her aecusing martyrdom, Hig monuth
hardened again, Innes, stooping over
a rose, passed out of his vision.

1t came to Hardin suddenly that n
man has made a cirele of faillure when
he drends going to his office and
shrinks from the repronches nt home,

YA ‘hasbeen' at forty!" he mused.
Whore were all his ships deifting?

Innes, stealghtening, waved a guy
hand,

“She's rafsing n goodly crop of bar-
rele”  Fs thought mocked and en-
ressed her.  Her garden devotlon was
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| vine.

I ruminated.

| She had brought It from Tucson;

“Kudan,” they called it; a Japantse
And there was another broken
rose, quite beyond the help of stripped
handkerchlefs and mesquit splints.

Ho followed her around the tent, her
pratile fulling from his grim mood. He
wus not thinking of her Howers cxcept
s o mocking parallel, The desert
storm had mnde a havoe of his garden
—it sorry botch of his Hfe, He and
Intes had been trying to mnke a gar-
den ont of a desert; the desert’ had
flonted them. It was not his fault.

‘| Bomething hed happened; something

quite beyond his power, Luck ias

turning agmuinst him,

Iunes, why, she was playing as with
n toy. It was the naturnl mstinet of n

her. But he had snerificed his youth,
his chances, His domestie lfe, too—
he should mever hnve carried a dainty
Httle woman llke Gerty Into the des-
ert. He had never reproached her for
leaving him, even last time when he
thought it was for good, The word
burned his wound, Whose good? His
or Gerty's? Somehow, though they
wrangled, he always knew it would
turn out all right; life would run
smoothly when they left the desert.
But things were getting worse; his
mouth puckered over some recollec-
tlong, Yet he loved Gerty; he couldn't
pleture lfe without her, He declded
that It was bedause there had never
been anyone else. Most fellows had
had sweethearts before they married;
he had not, nor a mlstress when she
left him, though God knows, It would
have been easy enough. His mouth
fell Into sardonle lines, Those half-
biteed women! No one, even when o
divorce had hung over him. Ob, he
kuew what their friends made of each
of Gerty's lengthened Nights ; he knew !
But that had been spured him, that
volgnr gristy spectacle of modern life
when two people who have been lovers
drag the carcass of thelr love over the

| grimy floor of a curlous gaping court,

He shuddered. Gerty loved him. Ilse,
why had shé come back to him? Why
had she not kept her threat when he
refused to abandon his desert project
nnd turn his ahilltles into a more
profitable dedication? He counld see
her face as she stared flushing up Into
hig that nipping eold day when he had
riin Into her on Broadwny, He romem-
bored her coquetry when she suggest-
ed that theve way plenty of room inh
her apartment! His wifel She spoke
of geeing his pletures in the papers.
"He had grown to be a great man |"
That plquant meetlng, the week fol-
lowing hnd been the hrightest of his
e, Te wan sure then that Gerty
lovedd him  The wrangles were only
their diferent ways of looking ot
things, Of ecourse, they loved egch
other, But Gerty couldn't stand pio-
neer life, She had loved m, or she
would oot so easily have been por-

Hsunded to tery It over apgoln, She

yearned to mnke him comfortable, she
£nld, Bo she hnd gone hack, and palied
tlown his rnmada, and put his elothas
{In the lowest buredu drawer |

"It whkn't eltlier of our faults,” he
It wiak the fanlt of the in-
stitution, Marriage Hself 1a a fallure.
Look at the papers, the divoree courts,

Heo Loved the Hardin Trait in Her

Hordin tenlt In her, the persistence
which will not he dounted. An occupa-

He would not ncknowledge the Innes
blood In her. Like that faney mothor
of hers? Innes was o Hardin through
and through|

“It's In the blood," ran his thought,
“She can't help It ANl the Hardiug
work that way, The Hardins nlways
make fools of themselves |

Innes, Tifting her eyes from a erlp.
pled roue, saw that the black devils
wore consuming bim ngain,

Wil you look at this wreck!™ she

The windstorm the previous week
had made a sickening devastatlon of

|A mun's lnterests arb no longer his
1“-1(»'9. Curlous that It should be so.
But it's n faét. It is che modern dis-
content, Women wint different cureérs
from thele hushpnds'.”

Yer, how eould he help throwing his
Hre into ik work? He hnd committed
VMimself s It was an obligation, If it
[were not for that indefinable some-
thing, hix nilegitnee to the cnuse which

(0 tender Jole with him. He loved the | mocked at reasons and definitions; oh,

he knew b—he had tilted with Gerty
nnid beon worated he wonld have re-

|ton with a Havdin was & dedication, |signed from his compuny, his company

which had dishonored him. Why should
he sty to get more stabs, more
wounnds? Aund the last blow, this pet

| of Marshull'sl Handin gave a scant-

ling in his path 4 viclous kick,

The giel's pratile had dled. She
wilked with him silently,

At the door of her tent, she stopped,
looking nt him wistfully, She wished
he could hide his hurt, I he had only

| some of Innes' pride !

*Tow are things? She used thewr
fond Hitle formula.

“Ob, rotten!" growled Hardin, Qing-
Ing nway., The gite slammed behlnd

her Inbore. The morplng-glorles alone | him,

drooped many bhroken
which miracles of perfect flowers were

CHAPTER VIIL
M the Veneer.
An _lour_later Inncs, blinking_from

woman to make things pretty around |

e -som, WHEDDE] Talo Thi "t winom
had been partitioned with rough red-
wood boarda Into a bed chamber on
the right, n combloation dining room
nnd “parln” on the left, Her glance
immediately segreguted the three
stalks of pink geraniums in the conter
of the Mexican drawn-work cloth that
covered the table. Gerty, herself, In a
freah pink gingham frock, was dancing
around the table to the tune of forks
and spoons. It was Just like Gerty to
dress up to her setting, even though It
were only a pitiful watér-starved bou-
quet. She had often tried to analyze
her sister-in-law's hold on her brother;
certainly they were not happy. Was It
because she made him eomfortable?
Was it the lttle air of formality, or
mystery, which she drew around her?
Her rooms when Innes was allowed to
enter them were always flawless;
Gerty took deep pride in her house
keeping. Why wax It, Innes wondered,
that she could never shake off her sus-
picion of an underlying untidiness?
There was slways a closed door om
Gerty's processes,

“May T help? The sun was still
yellowing the reom to her.

“Hello!" Hardln looked up from
the couch where he was lying. Innes
suspecied It of belng a frequent re-
treat. She had found it tumbled once
when ahe ran over early, It was then
that Gerty made It understpod that she
lked more formality, Innes was rare-
Iy In that tent except for meals now,
or during her alternating week of
house chores.

"I was afrald T was late,"” snid the
girl.

“"Luneh will be ready in o few min-
utes,” announced Gerty Hardin. “Won't
you sit down? ‘There's the new Jour-
nal. Sam came to clean this morning,
and I conldn't get to the lunch untll
an’hour ugo"

Innes, settling herself by the reading
table, enught herself observing that It
would not have tuken her an hour to
get a cold lunch,  Still, it wounld never
look so invitingl If Gerly's domestie
machinery was complleated and pri-
vate, the results always were admie
nble. The early tomatoes were peeled
n8 well as sliced, and were lying on a
bed of cracked fece, The ripe black
ollves were resting In o lake of Call
fornln olive ofl, A bowl of crisp let-
tnce had been leed and carefully dried.
The bread wis cut [n preclse trlongles;
the butter had been shaved ifoto for-
elgn-looking roges. A pltcher of the
valley's favorite beverage, lced tea,
stood by Hardin's plute, There was a
platter of cold meats,

It came home to Innes for the hun- |
dredth time, the surprise of such o |
meal in that desert, A lew yeurs ago,
and what had p meal been? She threw
the eredit of the little lunch to sulky
Tom Hardin Iying on the portiere-cove
ered couch, his ugly lower lp out-
thrust against an unsmiling vislon. It
wns Tom; Tom and his brave men, the
sturdy engineers, the dountless sur-
veyors, the Indians who hud dug the
cannls, those were the ones who had
sprend that pretty table, not the buxom
lttle woman darting about in pink
gingham,

“Te 1t beenuse T don't like her?" she
mused, her eyes on the pletures in the
style book which had just come In that
morning. Certainly Gerty did have the
patlence of a saint with Tom's hu-
mors, If she would only lose that set
look of martyrdom! Tt wes not for nn
outslder to Judge between a hugband
and wife, oven if the man were her
own brother. She could not put her
finger ob the germ of their paloful

ARG
Nothing Had Been Forgotten.

geenes: she shrank from the recollee-

tion of Tom's temper; his conrse
wirenk, the Gingg fiber, her own tuother
called it. Tom was rough, but ghe
joved him. Why was it she was sure
thut Gerty did not love her husband?
Yot there was (he distrust, ns fixed
and as unjust perhaps a8 the suspiclon
of Gerty's little mysteries,

fine sald aloud: “This is your lnst
day. My week begins tomorrow."

Mra. Hardin adjosted a precise nap-
kin before she spoke.

"1 think I will keep the relns for a
month this time.” Her were re-
flective, as though the ught were
new. *1 get my hand in just as I stop,
1 will be ronning out for my visit (n a
few woeeks, Tt will be only falr for me
to do it ns long as 1 can”

Again the girl had a sense of subtle-
ty. Whenever Gerty put on that air of

hunted for the plot. This wis not far
to seek, Her elster-in-low was passing
out the hot season (o her,

“It's all ready.” Gerty’s glance was

winging, birdiike, over the table. Noth-

childish confidential deliberntion, sbe |

| iz e Goen Torgolte. Nlie gAVE
little sigh of elastie satisfaction. Har-
din misinterpreted L

“I otight to be able to keep a serv-
ant for her” It wans like him to have
forgotien the Lawrence doys; he was
uevegfree of the sense of obligation to
ihe dainty little woman who was borm,
he falt, for the purple. There was
nothing too good for Gerty. He feit
her unspoken disappolntments; her
feprivations. “Of course, she can have
oo respect for me. I'm a failure.”

“Doesn’t this give you an appetite™
demanded Innes heartily. “And I'm
to be a lady for thres more weeks.”
The remark waus thoughtless, A bright
flush spread over Gerty's fuce. She
eaught an allusion to her-orlglin.

Innes saw the blush snd remem-
berad the boardiog house. She could
think of nothing to say. The three
relatives sat down to that most uncom-
fortable travesty, a social meal where
sociahility Is lacking. Innes said it
had been a pleasant mornlng, Gerty
thought it hud been hot. And then
there was sllence again.

Innes began to tell them of her Tuc-
son visit, when Gerty lald down her
fork, “I've meant to ask you a hun-
dred times. Did you attend to my
comnijgsion In Los Angeles?*

*“I forgot to tell you. I raked the
town, really 1 did, Gerty.” For there
was a tloud on G,riy's pretty brow., “I
eould have got you the other kind, but
you suld you did not want It."

“l should think not" The childish
chin was lifted, “Those complicated
things are always getting out of order,
Besides, (f T had an adjustable form,
everyhbody'd be borrowing it."

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

“Plense don't eall me Gert, Tom,”
besought his wife plalntively. “A fig-
ure, I wanted Innes to try to get one
for me In Los Angeles.”

“T did try,” began Innes,

“Yours {s good cnough for anyone,
Why should you get another? He
wns openly admiring the ample bust
swelling under the plok glogham.

“Don’t, Tom."

Innes tpled to explain the sincerity
of her search. She had visited every
store “which might be suspected of
having a figure,” She could not bring
n suille to her sister's face, ““There
was none your size. They offered to
ovder one from Chicago, Thay have to
be made to order, If they nre specinl
sizes, You are not stock slze, did you
know thatt"*

“1 should think not” cried Gerty,
bridiing. “My waist is nhsurdly amall
for tho size of my hips aad shoulders,”

Innes wondered If it would be safe
to agree with lher.

“When will It be here?"

“Sou'll be dishppointed.” Innes
found herself stammering. "But not
for dix weeks, 1did not know whether
to order It or not."

“And I In Los Angeles with my sum-
moer sewing all done! What good will
It do me then?" The pretty oyes
looked ready for childish tears.

“T know. That Is, T didn't know
what to do,” spologized Innes Hardin,
“T declded to order 1t as 1'd found the
place, and was right there, but I made
sure that T could countermand the or-
der by telegram. Bo I can thls very
afternoon., I knew you would be dis-
appointed. I was sorry."

‘TN need It next winter,” admitted
Gerty, helping herself to some of the
chilled tomatoes, “T'm sure I'm mwuch
obliged to you. T hope It did not put
you to much trouble.”

The words ralsed the wall of for-
mality agnin.. Innes bent over her
plate,

“What made you change your plans?"
suddenly demnnded his wife of Hardin,
*“When Bam eame In with your bag, he
surprised me g0."

“My boss kept me.” Hardin's face
looked conrse, roughened by his ugly
pasglon, “Rickard, your old friend,
He served o subpoenst on me at the
statlon.”

“Oh" crled Gorty.
not do that, Tom 1"

“Sure he did* Hardin's face was
blnck with his evil mood. “I'm only an
underiing, a disgraced underling, He's
my boss. He's golng to make me re-
member it."”

“You mustn't sny such things,” pout-
ed his wife. “If It does not hurt you,
if you do not care, think how Y must
feol—"

“Oh, rot!" exclalmed Hardin. The
veneer was rubbed down to the rough
wooll. Innes saw the coardencss her
mother had complained of, the Glogg
fiber. '

“1 suppose you think T like to take
orders, to Jwnp at the soap of the
whip?" He was deliberntely beating
up his anger Into o froth, “Ob, sure, I
do. That's a Hardin, through and
throtigh,”

"Surely, he did

|
| wife's cheeks, He, too, was (hrowing

| the bourding honse at her,

| “You did it yourself.® Gerty with
difficulty wns withholding the angry
tears. “I told you how it would be.
You wonld do it."

“Oh, hell 1" cried Tom, pushing back
hig plate,

His sister looked drearily out the

wire-screened door. Her view was a

| dusty street. Hardin got up, seraping
| his chair over the board floor,

“And to keep it from me,” persisted
the wife, “To let me ask him to din-
ner—"

“Ioes that dismal farce have to go
on? demanded Hardin, toroing back
to {he table. "You'll have to have It
| without me, then. I'll not stny and
make a fool of wyself, Ask him to
dinner, Me! TU see mysell”

! Innes whihed she wns In the nelgh-
boring tent, Tom wae lushing himself
inta a conrse fury.

i To her dismsy, Gerty burst lnto
tears, It was killing her, the disgrace,
ghe cried, She rouldn't endure IL She

coutdnT stand 1F Thire] she M nof
the cournge to go to Loa Angeles,
where her fricnds would pity ber. It
wis crushing ber. She wes not a Har-
din; she was stnsitive; she could not
Justify eversthing o Hardin did ss
right, no matter what the cunseqoenres.
ho pretty eyes obscored, she rashed. @
streaming Niobe, from the rogin.

The brother and sister avolded each
other's eyes. Innes rose and cloavod
the table of the dishes, She mude a
loud noise with the running water In
the shed, racketing the pans to drows
the Insistence of Gerty’s sobhing.

She kept Ustening for Tom's step.
She wanted to go With him when he
left; he must not remch the office in
the blackness of that mood. Ehe
wished he wonld not betray his feel-
Ings; yet she knew it was not he who
wis to bhlame,

When she heard the screen door
stum, she flashed out the back way.

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

CHAPTER IX.
The Rivals.
From the window of the adobe office

Rickard juntp from the rear plutform
of the train as it slowed into the sta-
ton, He notived thut the pew mank-
ger carried no bag.

“Wonder what he's decided to do
nbont the headgute, He didn’t waste
much time out there Hardin wps
fidgeting In his seat, his eyes on the
appronching fignre.

Rickard pnssed through the room,
nodding to his office force. The door
of the Inner office shut behind i,
Hardin stared at the blank surfoce, He
moved restlessly In hls swivel chale.
Dd the fellow think a big thing like
that could hang on while he unpacked
his trunks and settied his burenu draw-
ers? He pleked up a penell, jabbing at
the paper of his report. He covered
the sheet with figures—three hundred
—glx  bundred, 8ix hundred feet,
Whose fault that the I[ntake had
widened, doubling Its width, trebling
its problem? Whose but Marshall's,
who had sent down one of lils oflice
clerks to see what Hardin was dolng?
Wouldn't any man in his scnses Kpow
that the way Maltland would distin-
guish himself would be by diserediting
Hardin, by throwing bouguets to Mar-
shall; pralsing his plan? They all go
at it the same sickening way! Office
clerks, bah! Suore, Maltland had ad-
viged ngolnst the completion of the
gaute. Sald it wonld cost move In time
and money than Hardin's estimates.
“Thunks to Maltland it did," growled
Hardin, scrawllng figures over the
page, “By the time Maltland finlshed
monkeying with that toy dom of his
the river had widened the brenk from
three hundred to six hundred feet, For
that, they throw mua at me, Ob, It
mikes me siek.” Hardin flung his
broken penell out of the window,

Rickard re-entered the room,
question leaped from Hardin,

“Ihe headgnte—are you golng on
with 1t¥”*

Rickard looked curlously at the
flushed antagonlstic face of the man

The

“Are You Going On With 1t .

he had suppinnted. The  thought
crosged his mind that perlinps Havdle
had tuken to drinking. It mode jus
answer curt.

“1 don't know,"

“You don't know "

“I have no report to muke, My, Har-
din, until I see the gate”

“And you went to the Crossing with-
out going down to the headgate? Hare
din did not try to conceul his disgust,

I did not go to the Crossing."”

“Didn't go—1" Hardin's mouth was

Agnin the sngry blood flooded his |

agnpe.  Then he rutdely swiveled his

chalr. The door slumined belind Rick-

urd.

& Hadn't been to the Crossing? Then
He hatted

where in Hades did he go?
MucLenn who was passing him,
“Are you golng to the Crossing to-
morrow? Hardin knew he ghonld be
| too proud to betray hls eagerness, but
the words ran away with him,
“Not tomorrow. Mr, Rickard just
told me he might not be uble to get off
| until next week,"”
Hurdin's aoger eputfered. “Next

week, Why does he rush =0? Why
(doesn't he go next year? ‘The Colo-
rado’s so gentle, (t"d wait for him, I'm
sure, Nest week! It's a putap job,
thut's what It Is. Oh, L cun see through
a fence with a knothole ns big ns your
hend. He doesn’t want to finish the
hendgnte. He wants to put of golng
until 1t's too late to go on with it I
know him. He'd visk the whale thing,
and all the money the O. P. has
chucked into It, Just to start with a
clean slate; to get the glory of stop-
ping the river himseif, 1t turns wmy
stomach; It's o plot.,” The lower lp

het S0 (Ountinued nex! Ratirday)

building of the company, Harlin saw -




