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noticerd.  That affair,
now, had licked Anesse,

Rickied had eertaindy loved her, or
siliy hnd he nover morrled? Why had
he left so ohruptly his boarding house

In milterm? Doesn't Jealousy confess |

bove? Sowe day, he would tell her;
what a bideons mistake bors had
Deen! ®be ought ot to huve rushed
Into that warciuge. She knew now It
Had nlwuys been the other, But life
wis not finished, yet!

The date set for ber summer

“widowhood” had come, but she Hn-
gercd,  Varfous rensons, splendid and
sacrificinl, were given out. There was
tuch o be done,
¢ ®I wish she would be definlte,” To-
nes’ thoughts complulned. She wos
. ko Lier own plans, It
oceurved (o ber that Gerly
¥ In oll summer. For she
martyriged  hevsell.
be with Tow. It may
But Gerty nevar thinks
believed It to be a

wln nigtter of clathes, It alwnys
her weokis to get ready to go any-

Gorty, menuwhile, had heen wonder-
g eould sugpest o her sls-
ter-indaw that her trip be taken first,
Withottt  aropaslng  sosplelons!  Ter-
rilily loud In her dars seunded her
thoughts thoso duys,

| Mer flung n lefter on the
Inlte one evening.

YA leller to yon
Bhe tried to mako the fingers that
closed over the letter move casunlly.
She could fiel them tremple.  What
ol she sy If Tom ukedﬂ;mlﬂ
It addressed to her In her hus-
MM Hardin had found It at
office fn his mull. And she golng
fo the postoffice to prevent
) - falling Into his bhapds!  She
gnve It a guick ofthnnd glunce,

*

i
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drive,”  Ehe put the letter curelossly
Wt ek pockor heforé her hushand
cofld wtreich out his hand, Tt would
wnever do for Jealous Tom to read that:
“Your letter wos recoived two werks
fgo. Pardon me for appearing to have
forgotten your kipdness,”

“The nerve growled Tom agnin,
hig mouth full of Gerty's omelette,
*Po fake yon up on an fnvitation Hie
that, T eall that pretty raw."
must remember we are such
onde! wrged hls wife, “He
I meant it soriousty.”

“Tust the same, Ve norve,” grom-
Med Hasdin, helping himaslf to- more
of the omelstte, now a flat ralo In the
center of the Canton platter, His re-
#entment hod talken on an edge of
biptred since the episode of the dredge

! . “To write to anyone in
iy house | He knows what I tiink of
Kim ; an Ineffectunt nss, thot's what he
. Blandering uround with his lttle
and hia fool work on the wa-
water tower? demanded his
“What's be doing with that?*
‘on, 1 't know,” rejoined Tom
s lips progroding. He had
<hing to ask sowe one what
wos up to, Twite, he had
“blm go up, with MueLoan and
n,  Onee, there a large flare of
But he wouldo't nsk! Bowe of
1 tinkeriog !

His sister's gage reated on him with
o had oo little to do.  8he
nt his title, eonsulting ene
& mwocklng ooe, thut his

, ot loast, did
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| inyihing™ élie than Tet™ Bim arrange
the day to sult himseif? It wonld be
funny for the guest of homor not to
be present, wouldn't It?"

“T don't see why you want to make
hlm n guest of homor,” ke retrented,
ecovering hls position,

Gently, Gerty expressed her belief
that she was dolng the best thing for
hey husband In getting up a publie af-
falr for his suceessor, She did think
thit Tom would see that It showed
they had no fecling.

“I think it & fine idea” agreed In-
tes heartily, “T'in sure Tom will, oo,
whien he thinks about 11" But she did
ol give him avy chance to express
bhimself.
uge It, Gerty? You sald it was golng
to be progressive ™

“We shall draw for partners” snid
Mrs. Hardin. “And change every half
n mile. The first lap will be two
miles; that will give some excltement
in cutting for partners,” BEasy, belng
! the bostess, to withhold any slip she

pleased, ensy to mnke It seem acel

dental!
| ““When is this elreus coming off 7°
Inguired her husband.

"Mr. Rickard suys he will be back
on the first; thit he'll be free on the
seconil,”

“For half an hour, T listen to Mes,
Youngherg tell me bow haed It s to
hive to do without servants, os shie's

tell me wll about ‘her dear Hitle kid-

telk then."

uppenred to be balancing hls sugges-
tlon, “Wo, I thlnk it will have to he
n drive; for I've teld every one about
It"

“Well," wemarked her busbond, “I
only hope something will happen to
prevent i

“Pom " exclnimed Gerty Hardin,
“Whut n dreadful thing to say. That
solnds like n curse. You mnke -my
Blood run cold”

"Shu!" eald Hardin, pleking up his
hat. “That was no  curse, You
woulin't go If it ralned, would you?"

“Oh, rainl" She shrogged at that
possibillity.

“Well, you wouldn't go if the wind

room,

CHAPTER XIV,

The Dragon Takes a Hand,

Tho compuny’s sutomoblle honked
ontside. Hardln frowned across the
table at his wife. “You're surely not
wolng sueh a pight as this?”

. Getty gave one of her light, ‘elnsive
srugs. No need to auswer Tom when
he waos In one of his black moods

had warned Innes by a lifted aye
brow—they must be carcful not to

wrang at the offlee, of conrse! How
mueh longoer could she stand his hu-
mors, these ghustly silent dinners?

*Ihe river on a rmmpage, and we
go for & drive!” foered Harding

The flood was not  serlous—yet |
Tom loved to ery “Wolf!" No one
wis alarmed In town—Patton, Mrs,
Youngherg, would have told her, Of

the river's next prank would be, one
would nover gt anywhere|

T suppase I should be Ishing on my

.
:

“How are you golng to mnn- |

| prolong the

pever done it ln her life before, For
noother halt-mile, Mrs, Hatfleld will |
flirt with me, snd Mrs, Middieton will |

Llows 1" retorted Hardin, leaving the [

provoke him, Someihing had gone |

! Ing street,
| bueks, but It tore at thelr hats, pulled |
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have a night like
k—Tom and
@ It go for noth-
Bhe e of stubborner
stufl than that. fe had been deal-
ing out mean hands to her. but she
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' would not drop out of the gnme, fc-

knowledge herself! beaten—luck would
turn, she would get better cards.
In the hall of the Desert hotel, the

| party was assembling. Mrs, Hardin's

roving eye scoured the hall. Rickard
was not there,
the desk, Some one wanted her at
the telephone, It was Rickard, of
course, at the office; to say he had
been detalned. The fear which had

| been elillilng ber passed by.

It was not Rickard on the wire, but
Mrs, Hatfield, loquaclous and eoquet-
tish, She urged a frightful neurnlgin,
pnd hoped that she was et pulting
her bostess to any Inconvenlence at
this last moment.  She wanted to
conversation—hud the
gueets all dome? Were they renlly
golng? Then she must be getting old,
for n night like this dismayed her!

Gorty felt her good-nlght wna rudely |

abirupt, But wos she to stend thoere
galibling all night, her guests wnit-
ing?

She prayed that Rickard would be
there when she returned What a

| travesty If the puest of honor should
| dlzappoint her!
| nmong the differnt groups, her con-
| fidence In hls punctiliousness rens-

Though he was not

sured her, She must hold them a Lt
tle lopger. She fMitted gaily from one
standing group to another, Her eyes
constantly questioned the clock.
“How long are you going to walt
for Mrs., Hatfeld? MHer husband

dles! Sounds cheerful, Why didp'y| ©0We UP protesting.
vou choose cnrds? No one hus to |

“Mrs, Hatflell,” she explalned dis-
tantly, “is not coming. We are wait-

Thive wns An Intervnl when his wite | [PE for Me, Ricknrd."

“He dilln't come In on that traln:
he's at the Heading.” Hunlin ndded
womething about trouble at the intnke,
but Gerty did not heed. Tom had
known and had not told her when
there was yot time to eall It off)

A protty tioe to tell me!” Had

he been looking at her, he would hnve
been left no iosions. *Her blue eyes
flushed hate,

“l1 did not know It untll we got

here. There wos o message from Mac
Loan at the desk, waiting”

Maclean was not there, either!
“We are all rendy” she c¢ried,

YNy, Hatfleld and Mr, Rickard ennnot
come.” Not for worlds would she give
{In to her desire to eall the whole
grim affule off; let themn think she

wus disafipointed, not she, Though
the world blew awny, she would go,

She found hersulf distributing slips
of mangled quotstions, The white
slips went to the women: the green
bits of pastebourd to the men. She

Elmid o certaln grecn card In her

glove: "Leads on to fortune” Rick-
el might come dashing In st the last
moment, the ideal man's way; a spe-

| clal, perhaps; It 4 not seem eredible

that he would deliberately stny awny

This was the frst word he hud spoken | withont sending her word.
since e hnd entoped the tont 8ha|

In u burst of laughter, the com-
puny discovered then that the gnest
of honor wig also absent, Mrs.
Hardin lurried them out to the walt-
Ing tuygles.

Drearily, they drove down the fiy-
The wind was at thelr

at thelr tempers. Thelr oyes were
full of street dust,

A flush of light ns they were leav-
Ing town brightened the thick dust
clouds. "“What was that?" erled Gerty.

course, one never koew what that | She was ready for any ealamity now. |
dreadful river would do next, but it
otn hid to walt slways to seo what  light faslied peross the obscured sky.
Tom roused himself to growl that he

“Not lightning?  Agaln, the queer

hadn't seen anything, And the dreary

Innes was leaving the tahle. “Well, | farce went on,

Iunes” partner was young SButeliffe,

hat " Gerty's precty Nps hardened as | the English zanjero. I§e wis In the
|quickmml of a comparison between

English nnd Ameriean women, Innes

mischievously conxing him Into deeper T

wiaters, when there wms n blockade

of bnggles ahead of them.

“The A'B © ranch,” cried Innes,
peering thromgh the vell of dust at

“It's our first stop,”
“Oh, T say, that's oo bad," began

Sutelife, Innes wos aleeady on the  back!”
road, hor wkirts whipped by the wind | Jevee will save the towns!"
Into ellngiug drapery.

Gerty's party found ltself disorgan-

hailed a refuge.
"Splendid !* she cried. "What a
reliof " Climbing In, she said: ™7

Putton canlled her from |

The oiher voices broke In, the
men pressing up.  This threatened
them all. Blinn's raoch lay o the
ravnged sixth distriet. Nothing would
save him. Youngberg belonged to
water company namber one; thelr
ditches would go. Holllster and Wil
son of the Palo Verde saw ruln shead
of them, Each man was visualixing
the mad onward sweep of that de-
stroying power. Like ghosts, the
women huddled In the dust-blows
roond,

“"Whete Is It now ¥ demanded Blinn,

“It's here, right on na. You're all
necded at the levee,” bawled Mae-
Lean,

The levee! There was a dash for
| buggies, a scraping of wheels, the
| whinnying of frightened horses, Some
one recalled the fuashes of light they
had secn on leaving town, “What
were those lights—signals?™

“From the water-tower.," MacLean's
volee split the wind. *“The wires are
all down between the Crossing and the
towns, Coronel wons on the tower—he
got the sigual from the Heading—he's
been there efich night for a week "
This was n great night—for his chief,
Rlckard!

Gerty Hardin caught the theill of
his hero-worship. How splendid, bow
triumphant!

Inngs found herself in her brother's
buggy. His horse, under the whip,
dashed forward, Suddenly he puiled
it back on {ta hounches, narrowly
averting & jJam. “Where's Mae-
Leant"

The boy rode back,
ing met"

“Glve me your horse” demanded
Hardln. “You tuke my sister home.”

Gerty Haordin's party was torn like
a how of useless finery. Facing the
wind now, no one could talk; no one
wanted to talkc Ench was threshing
out his own thoughts; personal ruln
stured them In the face. Every man
was remenbeging that reckless ex-

“Who's eall-

posed out of Hnrdin's; pinning their
hope to that ridiculed levee, The
horses broke Into a rockless gallop,
the buggios lurching wildly as they
dodged one  another. The nxles
ereaked and straloed, The wind tore
awny the hats of the women, rent
their pretty chiffon vells,

The dosty road was peopled with
dark formless shapes, The slgnals
had spread the alarm; the desert
world was flocking to the gorge of the
New river, to the levee.

The women were dumped without
ceremony on the sldewslk, under the
soreened bird cage of the Desert
hotel. Shivering, her pretty teeth
chattering, Gerty Hardin ushered
them Into the descrted hall. The
Chinete cook snored away his vigll In
ap armchnir by the open fire. The
men had rushed away to the lovee,

“Women must walt,” Gerty's Inugh
was hysterienl, *We can do no good
down there.” She threw herself, con-
sclous of heroipeship, into the ordesl
lor her spollt entértalnment,

It was alwnys an incolierent drenm
to lones Hurdin, that wild ride home-
'“’IINL the lurching seraplng buggles,
the spprehensive sllenece, this huddling
of women lke senred rabbits around a
table that hod else been gay. The
women's teeth shivered over the leos,
, Thelr faces lonked ghastly by the light
| shed by Gerty's green shades. She
wished she wore at the levee, She
| Elmply must go to the levee “T'm go-
| Ing to get n wrap,” she throw to Gerty
as she pussed. *1 left it in the hail™

She stole through the deserted of-
fice, pust the white and sliver soda
fountnin, ond out Into the specding
blur of the night. Formless shapes,
soft-footed, pussed her, As she sped
| pnst the French windows of the din-
! ing room she could get o view of the
| shattered party,

Innes made a dive Into the darkness,
| here was o dlm ouillne of hustening

la’;nru in front of her She could
hear some one bremthing heavily by
her side, They kept apace, stumbling,

| the quoer unreal outlines of fences | peeasionally, the woving glosm betrny-
and trees,

ing thelr feel. A man came running
back toward the town. “It's cutting
He cried. “Nothing but the

The levee!
The harsh breathing followed her,

ized. Purtners were trying to 8nd | As thoy passed the wretched hut of &
or lose cach other “Get In herel™ |
Innes heard the voloe of Estrada be-  shone out.
hind hee, He had a top huggy. She

Mexican gambler, a aputtering light
Innes looked back. She
saw the wrinkled face of Coranel, who
| had left his water tower. MHls black
coarse huir was streaming o the

Innes Made a Dive Into the Darkness.

Why should he nbot thank the goda?
His goils were speaking! For when
the waters of the great river rnn back
to the desert, the long ago outraged
gods were no longer angry. The towns
might go, but the great Indian gods
were showing thelr good will!

She Jolned n group at the levee,
winding her vell over mouth and fore
head. Dark shapes swayed near her,
The wind was making havoe of the
mnd waters rushing down from the
channel.  The noise of wind and wa-
ters was appalling, Strange lond
volces came through the din, of In-
dinns, Mexieans; guttural sounds. Men
ran past her, carrying shovels. pulllng
sncks of sand; lenterns, blown dim,
flashed thelr pale lght on her ghilled
cheeks,

Not even the levee, she kinew then,

would save the towns, This wus the
end,

CHAPTER XV.

On the Levee.

Hardin did not go home that night
He was feeling to the quick the lrony
of his position; his duly now to pro-
tect the levee he'd ridiculed; now the
only hope of the towns! The integrity
of the mun never faltered, thoagh his
thoughts ran wild, Like the relentless
hounds of Actdeon, they pursued him,
barking nt his vunity,

He started the anxious ronchers at
saeking sand, Bodefeldt ran up to tell
him thot there was a hill of ffled
sncks over In Mexienll, “Rickard had
n bunch of Indluns working for p
weel"

The confusion »F the shy fellow did
not esenne 11 W, he Enew what

Bodefélidt was thinking, what every
ong was saylng! They were sl laugh-
ing nt him, The colncldence of this
extraordionry flood had npheld Rick-
nurd’s wild guess, haloed his judgment,
It wns all a piece of his infernal luck,
Sickening, that's what it was! His
orders scattered. He ran up and down
the leves, glving orders; recalling
them when he found he was repeating
Rickard's,

This new humillation, coming on the
heels of the dredge flnsco, put him In
execruble temper. He shonted his or-
ders over the noizes of the night. He
ruted the men, bullled them, No one
did anything right! Lord, what he
had to put up with! The other men,
the ranchers and engineers, saw In
his excltement certainty of the vulley's
doom.

The wind and the, dnrkness con-
tributed to the confusion. Eager
shovils were tossing up earth before
anyone conid tell where the danger
polnt would bhe. The wuter was not
yet high enough to determine the place

of battle. Sacked sand was being|

brought over from Mexleali, Fifty
pair of hands mode short work of
Rickard's “niIL" Lanterns were flish-

ing through the darkness like rr.-earlrss-l
fireflies, The wind and rushing water
deadened rthe sound of the voices, It | Sulton.
was & battle of giants against pyg-|that spectacular new sea whose basin
mies. In the darkness, the giants|did not need a drop of the precious

threatened to conguer,

At three In the moring, & horseman
rode in from Fassett's, one of the big
ranches to the north, cut by the New
river.

“The river i3 culting back” he
culled through the dip, “cutting back
toward the towns."

A turn in the gorge, a careless
dompeplt bid pulled the river like &
mad horse back on its haunches, It
was kicking back.

“They are short-handed up there.| -

They nesd help.”

“Dynsmite,” eried Silent and Har-|
They happened to

din antiphonally.
be standing near.

“We must have dynamite” hm‘led:

Sllent Teft the levee, smarting Ha
backed the maching out of the shed
and sped tirough the gorkness towsrd
Mexienli, where the car of explosives
was |salated.

Hardin, buttoned up to the ears, his
solt bat polled tight over his forehend,
was waitlng hoputiently. Here was
something 1o be done; he coveted the
activity.

“] thought you were never coming.”™
he grumbled.

“Let me take It!" pleaded the en-
gineer.

“Nonsense, there is no danger.” Har-
din saw personal affection in the plea.
e put his hand affectionately on the
man's shoulder. -

“You go home and catch a nap; this
Is my Job" He was standing on the
step. “Crank her"”

There was nothing for Sileat to do
but to get out. Hardin pointed the
long nose of the car into the darkness.
She was off llke the greyhound she
suggested, missing a telegraph pole by
half an inch.

*Who Is in charge here? a woman's
volce was plercing the racket of wind
nnd wave,

The down was breaking, Down the
New rivér he could see the wind whip-
plng the water into whitecapped fury.
“Yicloons,” he muttered. “Those heavy
waves play the Old Harry with the
levee™

“Where 18 my brother?”

“Miss Hardin!™ cried Sitent,

“Where Is he? demanded Innes,
Her balr streamed away from her fate,
Her checks were blanched. Her yellow
eves, peering into the dusk, looked
owlish, Her wind-spunked skirts clung
to ber Umbs, To Silent she looked
baylsh, as though clipped and trou-
sered. “Where Is my brother " she re-
peated.

Silent told her without reservations
where he had gone and why, There
wins no feminine foollshness about
that sister of Hardin's, A chip of the
old block. Funby, the men all thonght
of her ns Hardin's daughter on ne-
count of the difference of age. As to
a comeade, proudly, he brageed of the
tnking of the dynamite over that rogd-
less waste.

“Whom did he lenve in his place?”

Silent knew, only, that he himself
wans not in chorge! Hardln hod o
dered him to bed.

“Maybe Mr, Estrada?"
arded.

. “He s not here, he went down the
rond to look anfter the track, Hardin
went off [n such a hurry, I guess he
told mobody,” chutkled the engineer,
still glowing. *

“Then I'm It!" cried Innes Hardin.
“Will you take my orders, Silent?

“Sore,” ho chackled nguin,

Through the rosh of the wind and
wanter came the whistle of o Levomo-
thve,

“A specinl 1" cried Silent. Hardin's
ilster and his friend looked st each
sther, the same thought In twind:
fRiekard, In from the Hending!

On her fpee Silent saw the same
ipecthentnr impulse which hnd flashed
aver Hardin's features a short time
sefore,

She put her hend on his arm, “Si-
lent, you've his friend, Stealghten this
sat, We can't have him come back—
spying—and find this" She wnved her
band townrd the disorganized groups,

“I'd take more orders" suggested
the engineer, i

“Then send a third of them home,
tell them to cote buek tonight at slx.
Send away the other third, tell them
to come back at noon. Keéep the other
shift. 8ay you'll have coffep sent
from the lotel, tell (hein Hardln siys
to stop wasting stuff. Tell them, oh,
tell them mnything you ean think of,
Silent, before he comes.” Her bregk-
down was girlish,

She could hear the signal of the lo-
comotive; coming closer. Then she
could hear the pant of the engine as
It worked up the grnde. It wns a
steady gentle ¢limb all the way from
the junction, two hundred feet below
senlevel, to the towns resting at the
level of the sen. It quickened her
thonght of the power of the river,
Nothing between it and the tracks at
Nothing to staop Its flow Ilnto

she haz-

misguided flow., She conld hear the
bells; now the trals wns coming Into
the statlen; she wonld not walt for
Silent. She did not want to meet
Rickard. :

No one saw her as she left the levee,
8he passed Stlent, who was Issuing or-

says so." |
She took the road by the ralfiroad |
sheds, to avold the dismissed shifta

wovifg townward., At fuil speed, she
collided with & man, rounding the
sheds' corner. It was Rickard. Hor
veil had slippad to ber shoulders und
he siw her face.

“Miss < Hondin!" e excialmed,
“Whatever are you doing here?"

“1 was looklng for my brother™

“You onght not to be out st night
alone here”

“It's morning!”

“With every Indlan In the country
coming In. I'll send Parrish with
you."

Sho recognized Parrish behind him,
She tried to tell him that she koew
every Indinn in Mexienll, every Mesi.
cin {n the twin towns, but he would
not Usten to her. “I'm mot going to let
you go home alone,”

She blinked rebelllon st the sup=
planter of ber brother. But she found
horipl? following Parrish, She took a
deep pride In her independence, her
fearlessness, Tom let her go whera
she liked. She had an impulse to dis-
miss Poerlsh: every man was needed,
Lut he would obey Rickard's orders
MacLeun had told her that! “They
don't ke him, but they mind bim ™

Ricknrd nmde his way down to the
levee, “Where Iy Hardin?” he asked
of every one he met. Silent came up
to expliln that Hamlin had gone up to
Faeseit's Just 4 few minutes ago to
carry dynamite, The river was cut-
lIng baok there, “Good,”" cried Rick-
ard, Ythat's bHully I

“He left me In charge,” glibly iied
the friend of Hardin. “Any orders,
s

“Things are golng all vlght?™ begma
the manager. He stopped. Froin
nbove came & dull roar,

“Dynamite ™ erled Rickard,

The friend of Hardin had nothing
tn say. “1 thought you sald he went
only a few minutes ago? demanded
his chief.

There watanother detonatlon, Down
the river came the booming of the sees
onil charge.

“That's dynamite for sure,"” evaded
Sllent,

“Not a minute too socon!” declared
Rickard, golng back to his Inspection,

CHAPTER XVI

Rickard in Town,

The town woke to a matter-of-fnet
day., The sensutionnl aspect of the
runaway river had passed with the
night. The word spread that the flood
waters were under control; that the
men hod gone home to sleep, sn the
waomen got breakfast as usunl, and
tidied their homes, The Colorado was
always breaking out, like a4 naughty
child from gchool. Never would the
ery of “The river!" fall to drug the
hlood from thelr cheeks. But rollef
always came; the threotened dnnrep
was nlwoys averted, and those ploncer
women had acquired the hablt of swift
renction,

That afternoon, Mre. Youngberg was
to entertain at the A B O rauch the
Indies of the Improvement club. It
wog 8 self-glotliication meeting, to
celebrate the plagting of trees in the
streets of Calexico, and to plan the
enmipalgn  of thelr plapting, Mrs,
Blinn drove Into town to get Qerfy
Hardin. Nelther woman had &een her
husband sinee the interrmpted drive
the eight before.

“I don't know whether I should go,”
Mrs. Hardin hesituted, her foce turned
toward the A B C ranch, “Perhaps
there Is something we could do.”

“T have just come from the leves"
Mre. Blinn's jolly face had lost 1ts
upprehension. “The water hos not
risen nn inch since breakfast. Most of
the men have heen semt Lome. Whon
Howard dido't come Lowe to luuch, 1
grew nnxious. But Mr. Ricknrd soys
he spat him to Fussett's with more
dynfimite,”

“There he 18" thrilled Gerty.

Mrs, Blinn's eye swept the streel,
“Wheret Your husband?”

“No, Mr. Rickard, Passing the bank.
There, he's stoppei. T wonder if he is

| golng In? You cull him, Mrs. Blinp."

Obedlently her friend halled Rick-
urd. He turned back to the windy
street.  He felt boylah ; (he crisls wons
giving him merenrial feot, He loved
the modern battle. Blements to pit
one's broins agoinst, wits agulnst
force !

Gerty Hardin's face was flushing
and pallng. “The river,” she fultered.
“S8hould we be alarmed, My, Rickard?”

Smiling, he assured her she should

[dera. Bhe henrd him say, "“The boss | Dk be, miarmudy thig Meoe Wouls e

tect the towns,

"Mr, Hardin Is up at Foaesett's
ranch, he will be coming back today.
T told your hushand, Mrs Blinn, (o
cateh o nap and then rellove Mr, Har-
din."

Gorty found a significance In his
words, He had sald "M, Hasdin,” sod
“your nudband, Mres, Blinn" Jt was

enough to weave dreams nround,

"We enn't do anything, Mr. Rickard,

Hardin. “Are the wires down between |
here and Brawley? We must get a
wire somohow to Los Angeles, to rush
it down here this morning.” |
“It's bere. There ls a carload on
the siding,” yelled Silent, | g
Hardin did not meed to ask by
whose orders It was there; An angry
scowl spolled his face, !
“Put some on the machime” He
was turning awsay.
Silent ealled after him. Did Mr.
Handin think It was safe? There was

to help?™ urged Gerty Hardin, her
viice tremulous. !

“I hope we won't hnve to cull on you
at all”
i There wos no excuse to linger.
Gerty threw a wistful lttle smile at
parting.

CHAPTER XVil,

*  Opposition,

The second night of the fowd, the
women of the towns dragged housh
and filled sacks for the wea to coory.
It was past midnight when Tnnes Iiar
din left the levee, While her feet and
fingers had toiled, ber wind had boen
fretting over Tom, Two nights, and
no rest! It wids told by sacn who came
down the river how Hardin was hero-
ically laboring. She yearned to go (o
him; perhaps he would stop for a few
hours to her entreaty, But an uncers

they not wait tll morning? The ques-
tian threw his late chief into a rage.
“Did 1 ask You to take T It was

precious skin! Wait till I ask you
Inke it. Get out the machine,

It to Fussett's giyself”

Sha Collided With a Man.
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o 2ostdnden wind Iy her foce? §ho 2
(vontinved next Seturday)
-

taln trall across country, with the




