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= MifLéan's nttention was deferential,
He had always lked Hardin; all the
Follows did. But he was jumplng off
wrong this time. Ho'd brought It all
po himself.

“He sld sowething about a levee for
the towne, Flo's got 1o lnvestigate that
before bo goes to the front.”

“A levie? Well, wouldn't that jar
you?' Hardin nddressed the stenog-
vapher In the teansparent shirtwrist.
“Does he tAink wo're golng to have
another food this season? Thinks It's
golng to resch thi hotel und wet his
clothes? Take the starch out of his
shivts? He flung out of his chnlr,
thiowing the pupers back Into the
driwer, -

He stamped out of the office, mad
ooy through, To this crisin they hnd
#ent down n dundy, o bookman who
watited to bulld 4 lovee, Oh, hell!

"They'll come erawling wfter me to
help them after thls fellow’s burled
Tlmisedf ungder rlver mud, come enlling

e a8 they did nfier Maltinod fatled,

ohse, Mr, Hordin, won't you come

bask and finlsh your gate!® Il see

thim dead first, No, Uil be fool enongh

to do it, T can't belp myself, 'moa

‘Finpdin. I have to fnlsh what T've be
"

It wan not becousd this was o pet
enterprise, the great work of his life,
thnt he must éogerly et humble ple,
tike the buffets, the falls, Wnd come

whinlng buck when they whistled to |

flm, Ho told blmself 1t whs because of
N debt to the valley, to the ranchers,
Mhe colontits Wire abont deaperate,
Whocould blame them? The last year's
floods hod worked havee with their
ctopa; this yonr Lud been o horror,
The distriet they enlled No, 6 wis a
serenming lrony of ruin. The last de
buneh of the river had mude groat
gushos through the ranches, hed
sootred doep gorges which had undor
mined the canals on which the water
supply for No, 0 depended, The sulls
Cwere plling up pgalnst the D R, dame
 smite fnd they hold up his gate,
while te gols the cueses of the vl
loy. And Me, Rickard thinks he'll
bulld o levee!
- He flung hlmsolf on the conch in the
tent, Gerty wis lnylng a careful
elath tor WE A brave, dotermined
umile was areanged on hyge lps,  The
noon storm bnd passed, She hummed o
- iele tune. If there was anythlog
Tovedin hated' It was humming,
4 ”T?‘Il have your dide to dinnee nll
rlght* her hosbund nonouticed.  “He's
10 town."
es, I know," rejolned his spouss,
“T hind n letter from him yestorday,
Fram Tmperinl ™
Tom spt up glaring.  “He wrole o
n_% from Iniporinl ¥
s wife migplocod the necont, Sho
misunderitood Tom's scowl. It was
the ol story over ngnin,  Whenever
those two men enme torether the ol
fecling of Jonlousy must ho revivod
ngodn! It was unplenspnt, of course,
oy unplensint, to hnve men care ke
that, but it mude e exolting,  1dfe
Bind bean getting o 1ole stule Intoly—
like @ book of obvlows, even plot,
Ricknrd's entranee lnto the story gaye
Cu new Interest, o new twist,  She
bummed an ate from a new opern that
had gt the world walteing,
Hardin's thoughts did not tonel her
at the hem, He was at the hendgnto,
~ his gate, What the denee hnd Rielnrd
gone to Tmperisl for? 12 he wasn't tho
ruedest ags!  Tmpeclal!  And the

pate hung up!

HTor € wuh stop that bussing i
hapny Mete nolse swas quenthdl,
- ng ab that moment, heur
- pongh order. She looked boaplor
ly ot hov wistor-In-law,

“Bupper's on the table” erlod Gerty,
the fxed, determined smile stild on her

g

s
X

.;‘It

CHAPTER X,
A Dosert Dinner,

e cho @it Jook “fusséd up.”
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| £ Hew gown would Wppear tonfght,
‘made xeeretly. An exquisite meal, |
| and no one must conment on lis elub-
oration. Twice Tom and she had
been asked to take thelr lunch at the
hotel, “Becnuse of a headuche!” A
hendache! |
Tom's wife eould wot even shop
openly!  Bundles had always (he alr |
of mystery, never opened before Tom
or hersdf. Bhe muat buve vards of
stuf? lald away, kept for sudden emor- |
gencles, |
“8he ehin't help It It's her dispost-
tion,  She con't help being secretive,
Look nt your face, Innes Huardin!”
[Whul was It to her, the pettinoss of
L womnn whom an secldent of Nie hud
swept npon the beach beside her?
Gorty wir not her kind, not ithe sort
nhe would piek out for o friend, She
wis un orlentn), one of the harem
women, whose business it 18 io fife to
please one man, to keep hid home soft,
hig comforts ready, keep bl con-
vineed, moreover, that It I the desire
of hia life to support her. Herself ilis- |
sutisfled, often rebelllous, stuylng by |
Lim for sell-interest, not for love—ah, |
that wus her linpeachoient, “Not lov- |
ing1™
Suborly she covered her plain hrps-
glore with a while walst of cotton
ducklog A red loather belt and crim- |
son tie she added self-consciousiy.
“Where Iy wy bloodstone plo?" I
Hedo't she spent nn hour ot least
mutehing thut partlenlar leather belt¥
Dat he was o man, o batle, The
headgate held up; 16 was too bod,
Sitent, Dodefelds, Wooster, Grant, all
of them fghting mad beenuse of the
deadlock at the Headlng, All up in
army, ot last, against Marshall, be-
ontie of this cruel cut to thele hero,
Hardin, Her eyes glowsd ke yellow
lamps 08 ghie recalled thelr fervid par-
Usanship,
“Only one man who can save the
villley, il that's Tem Hardin," Woos-
ter hnd mald that; but they wll be-
Heved It The loyalty of the force
mude her nshamed of ber soft woman
fears. Fot there were times when
she questioned hier brother's abllity.
e had o large; loose way of handling
things, e was too optimistic, But
thoge men, those enginesrs must know,
It wns probably the man's way of
aweaplng ahead, ignoring detall. The
verdiet of those feld-trled men told
her that the other, the careful, plan-
ilng way, wns the office method, Riek- |
ard, o8 o dioner nelghbor, she had |
found Interesting; but for greal un-
dertnkings n man who would let n |
Gerty Holmes Jit him, ruln his life |
for Wim! ‘The whole story sprang nt
lust eledr from Uhie dropped (nnuondos,
Hhe adjusted o bLarrette In her
smpothly broshed hale,  Slowly she |
walked over to the nelghboring tent, |
Gorly frowned at the white duek,
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Gerty Frowned at the White Duck.

bBlue 1"

“You're elegant enough for the two
of ur Isn't that something new?' |
Gorty xald carelessly that she had

(had the material a long time!
| ywasn't necessAry  to n to her
busband's wsister that It bed been
mude ip that week, She hoped that
Would
Mr. Rickard think she wns attachling
any Lwportunce to the simple little
visity For It was gothing to him, of

Bg it
e
ol * ;
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“You night at least have worn ruuri

———

il Tong Ume ago, o lfellme ngo, Rick-
rd had told her that she always
should wear blne, because of her eyes
Innes from the next romn could hear
Gerty teasdng Tom to- wear hls Tux-
edo
"Isn't one dude enough for your
growled her surly lord, Inues recog
nized the mood and shrapk from the
ordesl ahend, It was the mood of
the Hardin lo the rough, the son of
his fromtier mother, the frult of old
Jusper Gingg. whose smithy had been
the rendesvous for the wildest roughs,
the flercest cattlemen in Missouri.
“I'd let him see you knew whit's
what, eyen If we do live like glpsies”
The answer to that was another
growl. Innes could hear him dragzing
out the process, grombling over each
detnil. That confounded laundry had
torn his shirt. He hoadn't a decent
collar to his nanme. Where was his

Ibluck string tle? If Gert would keep

his things In the lowest drawer! Hong
thnt button! Gerty energed from the
encounter, her face very rod.  Innes

{could see her Biting her lips to keep

the tenrs back us she put the last
touches (o the table
“She's tired ont,” thought the sister

of Tom Hardin,

ner”

A few minutes later Rickard ar
rived In a sack sult of tweeds, Gerty"s
grecting was a lttle abstracted. How

| conld she make Innes understand i

toll Tom to change hiw cont? The
duty of a host, she snddenly remem
bered, was to dress down vather thay
up Lo the chonees of his guest.  She
regretted bitterly her Inslstence,  Wins
ever anyone so obtuse ns fnnes? Mr
Rickard would see that they thought
it # blg event. She was watching the
curtnin where Tom  would emerge
And his cont was a siyle of severnl
soasons ngo and absurdly tight! She
made nn  unintelligible excuse and
darted behiind the portlere,

Tom's face wos apoplectic, Fle wad
wrostling with o mussed tie; the col-
lur showed n despernte struggle.

Gerty mude wild slgnuls for him te
change his clothes,  She waved o
hond Indicating Rickard; she polnted
to Tom's snck suil lying on the floor
where he had walked out of It

“What 18 1t all about¥’

“8eh,” whispered his wife,
the wild gestures,

“Well, nren't you satlsfied? Don'l
I look Mke a guy?”

He coull be heard distinetly in the
next room, Gerty gnve It up in de
spale,  Bhe dabbed some more powder
on her noge and went out looking lke
o mnrtyr—a very pretty mortyr!

Rickard praised the mirnelos of the
tent, Certy's soft flush reminded In
ned of thelr old relation, “Bxit Inpes,"
she wag thinking, when Tom, rétl and
perspieing, brought another element
of discomrort info the room.

Gerty ughered them Immedintely ta
the table, She covered the fimst min-
ufes which might be awlkword with
her smnll chatter, Bomewhere shy
had vend that it wae not well to make
apologies for lack of mald or fure,
Posides Mr, Rickard remembered
Lawrenee!  That dreadful  dinlog
raom, the ever-sot (able! How she
had hated I, though she had not
known how fearful it wus until sho
hnd eseaped.

“We are glmplo follk here, Mr, Rick-
nrd,” she aunounced, as (hey (ook
thole places around the prelty table,
That was her only allusion to deficlens
tlen, but it eovered hor noisoless move-
ments  around  the bourd betwoeen
pourses, filled up the gaps when sho
mude necessary dives Into kitchen or
pringttlye fee chest, and set the key
for the homellness of the meal Itself.
e dinner was o triumph of apparent
gimplicity, Only Innes coild guess
the time consumad fn ‘the porfection
pf deinll, detalla dear to the hostess'
penrt,  The almonds she hiad Blanched,
of course, hergell; bad dipped nod
alted them, The cheese slraws were
ber own, She did not make the mis-
tike of stringing oot endless courses,
An Tmprovised boffet near at hand
mnde the gerving a telumph,

Rickard praised ench dish; openly
he waa adimiving her achievement.
Innes, remembering the story Gerty
and told her in dotr and deshes, the
story of the old vivalry, glanced cov-
setly bt Tom sulking at the head of
Ms own table,

“Poor sulky Achilles,” she thought.
“Denr, honest old hear "

"Tnnes " erled Mrs. Hardin,

Shie turned to find that (he guest
wid staring ot her, Sho had not henrd
his elMort to Inelude ber in the con-
yerration, .

“Mr. Rickard ssked you if you lke
it here?”

"Thank you—why, of course!"”
wEwer sonunded port to hurself,

Her sister-io-law hastened to add
Mat Miss Hardin was very lonely, wos
eonlly nll atone In the world; that they
Insisted on her making her-home with
them.

Agalo

Her

had it for & tong tlme, For she had | Inpes had with diffeulty restenined
It s denial

After all, what other home
hnd she? Stiil the trath hod been de-
flected,  Blie recalied (he sacrifice It
Lnd been to cut ber eollogo course In
ordor to make a home in (he desert
for the brother who hod nlwnys so
geotly fothered her, whe had helped
invest bher smull caplinl that it
might spell a small lncome, She ro-
hig resistance when she had
In & movtgnge ; who could watch
that mud scapegoat of & river playing
with desert homes and not
Not a Hardlo,

i
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“Bhe's probahly)
| fusied herself to death over this din

She had already seitled om the archi-
tect!

“Are you pgolng to Las Angeles
soon}” She heard the new manager
address his host,

“I'm faking orders!" Y

There was another awkward mo-
meat when Hardin pushed back his
(plate declaring he had remched his
Mt ; it wns too hig & spread fos him !
It was the stupid rudeuness of the
small bad boy ; even Innes flushed for
her sister-inJaw, :

With resolution Gerty assamed con-
trol of the conversatien. Her role
sounded casual; mo one ceuld have
suspected it of frequent rehearsal,
They must not talk of the river; that
whs tahoo. Rallroad matlers were
nlso  excinded, Equally Alficult
would be reminiscences of Lawrence
dnys. So she began brightly with a
eurrent book, The theater proved a
safe tople, and by that pataral ronte
| they reached New York, Inoes, whu
| hod never been farther east than Chl-
!mmn, wai grateful to play suflence.
Hardin, who knew his New York per-
haps better than eithor, refusad to be
deawn loto the gentle stream,

Things must be kept sprightly. Had
Mr. Rigkard met many of the valley

people? And it was then that she
threw her bowmb towsrd the Hstening,
silent Hurdins, She would like Mr,
Ricknrd to meet some of thelr friends,

He suid that he would be delighted,
but that he wns plapning to leave
shortly for the Heading.

“Of course.” She did not give her
husband Hme te speak. She meant
| afterward!  Bhe was planning to give
manething a bit novel in his honor,
| 8he pefused to see the glare from the
angry wan In his outgrown dinner
cont, She did not glance toward the
gigter. What did Mr. Rickard think
about a progressive ride?

"It sounds wvery entertaining, but
what do you do?”

There was a loud gnifaw from Tom.
With deepened eolor Gerty told her
e, A delve, chuanging partaers, so
he could meet all the guests,

“I think It will surprise you to find
g0 miny nlce people in here; It cer-
tulnly did me. One Qoesn't expect to
find congenial people in o new country
like this"

Rickurd remembered that he had
to get back to his hotel, He had let-
ters 1o write. It had been n splendid
dinnert Anl what o wonderful home
ghe hnd made out of a sand-haked lot,
out of a tent! He spoke of the roses
and {he morning glories. His eyes
fell ot the open plano, (he reqding
table with the current mogezines.
Now he couldn't understund why they
eyer woent to that hotel !

Gerty's e¢yes were shining as deep
pools of witer on which the sun plays,
She looked almost Infantlle as she
stood by tho two tall men, her head
perched hirdlfkke.  “Good-hy! aod I
hope you'll come agnin!®

Of course he'd come aguint

Y“And you will let mo know when
you roturn, 8o that I muy set the dnte
for my purty?"

Inties did not gel his answer. She
had been observing that he wos not
taller than Ner brother, He looked
tnller. Ie wns lean, nnd Tom wns
growing stoeky. Sho wished he would
uot slouch so, his hands In hin pock-
ets! T Tuegon, hefore she keew that
she must dislike Rickard, ghe had had
an Impression of virlle distinetlon, of |
groes, n sugpestion of mustered rmus-
cles,  He budd ¥nown that It was her
brother he was supplanting—did he
get any salisfaction from the fact that
It was the hushand of the womnn who |
hod filted Wim?  Anyway, she dld not
Hke him, She c¢ould never forglve o
hurt that wos done to her own, She
wis o Elordin,

“Innes! NMr,
night 1"

She gnve him the tips of her cool,
browned fngers. Her eyes did not

Rickard sald gopd

Her Eyes Did Not Meet His

meet hig; she wonld not m° thut
Inughing serutiny.
*(ood night, Mr, Rickard"

CHAPTER XI,
The Fighting Chance,
“Casey's dack, spying ! announced
Wooster at mess one evening. By that
time the feeling agninet “Marshall's
1m.lmf' wus agtively hostile, There had
.ibeen 0 Smi
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the lily banners of Fronce to the fpk
lowers of the Little Corporsl,

Rickard wus not expected. ¥e had
heen gone Jess than a week. The ef-
feet of his return was that of a per-
son who returns suddenly Into a room,
hoshing sn active babel of tongues.
He knew what he would find, ample
reasons why! He wns not given the
satisfuction of lommting any particular
act of disobedience. The men pre-
sinted a blank wall of politeness, roa-
sotinble and lneffectunl.  Bllent ex-
plaioed briefly that he had not been
able to collect enough men, Most of
the force was busy in the No. 6 dis-
triet, trying to push the shattersd Wis-
taria through by n new route hefore
that year's crops were entlrely ruined,
A gang was at Grant’s Heading; the
floor needed bracing. Another squad,
Irisl’s, was In the Voleano Lake re-
glon, where they were excavaling fer
the new headgnte.

“No hurry for that” Ricknrd wes
glad to plek a flaw in such n perfeet
pattern. “You might have withdraws
those men aod put them to work em
the levee”

“1 was given no authority to de
thal'” — -— -a

The chlef pretended to necept the
reqson; else It were & cnse of chang-
ing horses In midstroam. Whut he
hnd seen at the Heading, hls péep at

the exposed walley, his glenning ef |

the river's histors had convineed hims
that In haste and concentration lay
the valey's only chance. He¢ must re-
fuse to ses the Insubordination of the
engincers, the sensoned desert sol-
diers, He nesled them, mugst win
thelr confidence If he could, If net,
they must save the valley anyway!
The Impertarbable front of Bilent; his
hinnd, blg etare, exnsperated him;
ensler to control the snapping terrier
of & Wooster. He had told Silent dls-
tinetly to gather his men and rush the
lovee, A good soldier hod made a bet-
ter guess than his, and had stopped
the casunl work at Rinck Rutte, or
hd  found Mdisns!  Thoughtfolly
Rickard followed that Inst suggestion
teross the ditch into Mexieall,

He gatheved ull the reernits he
needed thut morning. The Indians,
lazy Cocopahs, erept ont of thelr huts
to enrn a fow of the silver dollurs held
out to them by the new white hoss,
A few Mexiean loborers were hribed
to toss up earth to the west of the
town, Hstradn, at his request, put
squad of his road force nt the service
of the manager. He could not spare
many mop,

The roilrond had already started
the line projected by Huardin to Mar-
ghull the year before, n spur ncross
the desert, dipping Ioto Mexlco be-
fween  the lenn, restless sandhills,
from Culexico (o Yuma, The Mexicnan
government hnd agreed to pay fve
thousund dollars o mile were the ropd
completed at o certaln period. Estrada
was keping his men on the jump to
fill the contruet, to make hig natlon
puy the price. The completion of the
rond meant help to the walley; sup-
plieg, men, could be rushed through to
the break. ;

In spite of his haunting sense of
nithoate fallure the growing beliel in
the omnipotence of the Great Yellow
Drngon as the Cocopahs visunlized it,
Estrndn's work was ns intense as
though he were hastening a sure vie-
tory.  The dauntless spirit of the elder

| Kstrnde pushed the teack over the hot

gands where he must dance at times
to keep hig feet from burnlug Many
of the ralls they Inid at night,

"Rickard's gone hog-wild,” Hardin
told hls family the next morning.
“Building a levee botween the towns!
The mun's off his head."

“There lsn't nny danger?' Gerly'n
anxiety mude the deep blue eyes look
binck.

Innes looked up for Tam's answer.
His face wns ugly with passion.

“Danger! It's a blufl, a big show
of netivity here because he's huffa.
loed; he doemn't know how to tackle
the job out there,”

It hnd begun to look that way to
more than one. It was tnlked over
at Coulter’s store; in the outer office
of the D. R, compuny where the engi-
neers foregathered; smong the: chalr
tilters who Idled In front of the Des-
ort hotel, “The man does not know
how to tackle hiz jobi!" A levee, and
the gate held up! What protection to
the towns would be that toy levee if
the river should return on one of ita
spectucnlnr spreea? A levee, and the
Intnke Isolf not guarded? He was
whispersd of ns Incompetent; one of
Muarshall's clerks. He was given a
short” time to blow himself out, A
bookmun, a theorist.

Az well put sentinels n fow miles
from prigon amd leave the fnll doors
open!” This was Wooster's glbe, All
saw the Colorndo ns & marnunder at
large. “And a little heap of sand
stacked up to seare It off! Its n
scream "

Mrs, Hardin found It diflenlt to
meet with diplomacy the confidences
which inevitably cnme her way, As
Hardin’s wife she was expected to ens
Joy the universal censure the new mun
was aequiring. Gerty's light touches,
too slight for championskip, passed as
n sweet charity. Her own position
those days wos trying. “She did not
yet know her diplomatie leswon,

Apparently uoaware of the talk,

of the hands. Chafe as hé might at
the situation, It was to be guerrilia
warfure. Not d fight in the open, he
knew how 1o meet that, but that baf.
fling resistunce, the polite silence rf
the office when he entered—“Well,
theyll be dolng my way profty soon,
or my nnme isat Rickurd, That's
fiar”

He was fretting to be st work, to
start the wheels of the O. P, ita wst
machinery townrd his probiem. He
knew that thut organization, like well-
drilied millthn, was rendy for his call,
The enll lugged, not that he did not
necd men, but there was po pince
ready for them. The eump, thut was
another rub. Theve was po eamp! It
was not equipped for a sudden iafin.
tlon of men. The Ilneflicheney of the
projectors of this desert scheme had
never seemed o eriminal as when he
had surveyed the equipment gt the In-
take. “Qet ready first; your tools,
your stoves, your . That was the
training of the good executive, of men
like Marsiall and MacLean. Nothing
te be left to chance; to foresee emer
geacies, not to bo taken by them ug-

awsre, The renson of Hardin's down-
fall was his slipshod habits. How could
he be a good officer who hnd never
drilled as a soldier? There was the
gap at the Intake, Hardin's grotesque
folly, widened from one hundred feet
to ten times the original cut; widening
every day, with nelther egquipment nor
eamp adequate to push through a work
of half the originnl mngultude. Cuts
ting away, moreover, wns the islund,
Disaster Island ? It had recelved apt
christening by tho ongineers, Its bap-
tlsmnl woter the Colorado, The Inst
foods hud played with it o8 though It
were-n bar of sugar, There was no
rock ut bhand; no rock on the way, no
rock ordered. Coold anyone plece to-
gelher such recklessness?

Ricknrd knew whete he would get
his rock. Alrendy he hod requisitioned
the entire output of the Tacnn and
Patagonin quarties, He had ordered
steam shovels to be lostalled st the
quarry back of old Hamlin's, ‘That
roelk pit would be his first erutch, and
the gravel bed—that wus a find! As
he pueed the leves wist of the towns,
he wns plnnning his campalgn.  Por-
ter wus scouring Zacatecns ‘for men;
ho himself huad offered, ns balt, free
transportation; the O. P. he knew
would back him, He was going to
throw out & spur-track from the Head-
ing, touching at the quarry and gravel
pit, on to the main rond at Yuma,
Double track mogt of the way ; sidings
every three miles, Hock must be
rushed: the tralne must be pushed
throngh. He ftched to begin. It never
ovenered to him that, ke Hurdin, he
might Talil,

“Though It's ho pink ten,” he told
himgelf, “It's no plente” At Tueson
he knew that fhe situntion was a
grave one, but his tolk with Brandoh,
who knew his river us does a good Ins
dinn. muade the year a slgnificant,
eventinl one. Matt Humlin, foo, whose
shrewd eyes had grown river-wise, he,
too, had hod tules to tell of the tricky
river, Mualdonndo, the half-breed, had

Maldonado Had Confirmed Their Porv
tenta,

confirmed thelr portents while they sat
together under his oleander, famous
throughout that section of the coun-
try. And powerfully had Cor'nel, the
Indian who had piloted Estrada's party
across the desert, whom Rickard hnd
met at the Crosting, decply bad he m-
pregsesd him,  The river grew into a
malevolent, mocking personality; he
could see [t a dragon of yellow walers,
Cdreagglng  Its  slow, sluggish  length
| aeross the baked desert sands; decely-
ing men by its inertoess: luring the

denly with Its wild fellow, the Giln,
sending boat and boiatmen to thele
swift doom.

Rickard was fhinking of the half-
breed, Maldonado, ne he Inspected the
new streteh of lovee between the

towns., He had henrd from others be-
sides Estrada of the river knowledge
of this descendant of trapper and
| squaw, and had thought it worth while
| to ride the twenty miles from down
the river to tulk with him. The man's
sunvity, his ndrrow slits of eyes, the
lips thin and facile, deep lines of cro-
elty falling from them, had repelled
his visitor. The mystery of the place
followed him. Why the 'dobe wall
which completely surrounded the
' small, low dwelling=? Why the cay-
tious admittance, the ntmosphere of
susplelon? Rickard had seen the wife,
n frightened shadow of a woman; had
seen her flinch when the brute called
for her. He had questioned Cornel
- about the half-bréed. He was resom.
| besing the weinkles of QoBt e <2 lip

o010 TEdinn's fuce as he GeOverss Sme '
eelf of an orvcular grunt.

“fWhite man? No. Indian? Nel
Coyote!"

Tuough he smspected Maldonado
wortld lie oo principle, thongh it might
he that two-thirds of his giih tssue
were fnlse, yet a thrend of truth co-
incident with the others, Brandon aund
Homlin and Cor'nel, might bhe pulled
out of his remuntie fubrie,

“When the waters of the Glia ron
redd Took out for trouble!™ He doubt- |
o that they ever ran red. He would
ngk Cor'nel. He had also spoken of
n eyele, known to Indinns, of a bun- |
dredth yeor, when the Drmagon grows
resiless; this he had declared wos a
hundredth year, .

Following his talk with Maldonado |
and the accldental happy chanee meet- i
ing with Coronel at the Crossing Rick-
ard hud written his first report to Tod
Marshall. Hefore he had come to the
Heading he had expected o atlvise |
pguinst the completion of the wooden
headgnte ot the Orossing. Hamlin }
hnd given him n new viewpoint. There
was u fghting chance, And he wanted

such a bad ides! Ho picked up his
hat, and went out. i
¥

CHEAPTER XliL
The Wrong Man.

Mrs. Hardin heurd from every
souree but the right one thut Rickard
hnd returned., Each tlme her tele
phone rang, It wis his volee she ex.
pected to henr. She began to read a
menning into his sllence. She could
think of nothing else than the strange
e¢olncldence that had brought their
Ilives agnin close. Or was it a colnek
dence? That idea sent her thoughts
far afield,

HBhe was thinking too much of him,
for pence of mind, those days of walt-
Ing, but the return of the old lover
had made a wonderful break In hee

She Spent Mest of Her Days at the
Sewing Machine,

life, Her eyes weore brighter; her
mile was less forced. She spent most
of her days at the sewing machine. A
Iot ‘of lace wns whipped onto lingeria
frocks of pale colors, She was a dis~
ciple of an Bastern esthete, “Women,™
he had said, “should buy Ince, not by
the yird, but hyg the mite.”

As her fingers worked among the
Inces und soft mnolls, her mindt royad
down avenues thnt should have been
closed to her, a wite, She would have
protested, had anyone accused her of
Infidelity in those dnys, yet duy by day,
she wag straying farther from her hus-
bund's shle. 8he convimeed herself
thut Tom's gibes and ibhumor were
getting hnrder to endure,

It wus Inevitabloe that the woman of
barem tealolog shonld relive the Lyw-
rence days, The eniulty of those two
men, both her lovers, was pregunnt
with romantic suggestion. The drama
of desert and river contered now in the
story of Gerty Hardin, Rickard, who
had® never martied! 'The deduetion,
once unvelled, lost wll its shyness, And
every one saw that he disliked her hus-
band ! ]

She knew now that she had never
loved Tom. She had turned to him In
those days of pride when Rickard's
unger still held him nloof. How many
times had she goue over those unrenl
hours! Who could have koown that

{for tilumph,

his anger would last? That hour In
the houveysuckles: his kisses! None of
| Hardin's rougher kisses had swept her
memory of her exquistte delight—le-
| Hirlous a8 was her joy, there wns voom
She bud seen hersell
clenr of the nolsy honrding House. Hers

| #2lf, Gerty Holmes, the wife of n pro-

fessor; able to have the things she
craved, to have them openly ; no longer

| huving to scheme for them.
explorer by n mild mood to rise sud- | .

It was through Rickard's eyes that
she had seen the shorteomings of the
college boarding house, She hod ae-
quired*n keen consclousness of those
qulzzleal eyes, When they hnd isolnted
her, at lnst, appealing to her sympa-
thy or amusement, sepurating hee
from all those bolsterous students, hee
dream of bliss had begun.

In those days, she had geen Hardin
through the eyes of the young Instries
for, younger by severn! years thnn his
pupll. Her thud of dissupoin’ « unger,
of disilke, when the fhice of Haplin
peered through the leafy sereeny To
have walted, proyed for tha: mommt,
nnd to have it spolled like thol] T we
had been duys when she hnd wept be-
ohmse she bad not shown her ungert
How ecould she know ihat everything
wonld end there; end, just beginning!
Her boardinghowse troining  bad
thught her to be civil. It was stilt
vivhl to her, her anxlety, her tremu-
lousaess—with Hardin taiking forever
of u play he had Just seen: Rickard
growlng stiffer, angrier, refusing to
look at those Lips stlll warm with his
kisses! (Continned pext Satarday)




