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HARDIN'S LUCK? HARDLY,

FORESEES DISASTER FROM CARELESSNESS OF
HIS PREDECESSOR. |

THINKS RICKARD, AS HE ||

ment becaune he knows Hardin,
enatern  college, married
thought himself In love,

covers that Rickard I8 planning a
him down as Incompetent,

hanor,
to “take a fighting chanee” on the

Synopsis~K. C. Rickard, an engineer of the Overland Pacifie, 18 |||
ment by President Marshall to stop the ravages of the Colorndo river
ian the ITmperial welley, a task st which Thomas Hardin, head of the |
Degert Reclnmation company has falled,
who was a stadent under him In an
Gerty Holmes,
Al the company offlees at Calexico Rickard
finds the engineers loyal to Hardin and hostile to him. He
Mr. amdd Mrs, Hardin and Innes Hardin, the former's half sister,
1= bitter mnguinst Rickard for supplanting her brother,

Gerty thinks her husband jJealous,
invites Rickard to dinner and there plans a “progressive ride” In his
Rickard pushes work on the levee and s ordeéred by Murshall

u gnte to shut the break In the river,

Hickard foresees emburrass
1
|

]

meets

Innes ‘
Hardin dis
levee 1o protect Calexleo and puts
Gerty

with whom Rlekard once

completion of Hardin's pet project,

—

—_—

CHAPTER XII,
P, -
Hardin's Luck.

Two days Inter there was a shock of
earthquake, so slight that the lnpping
pf the water In Hickard's bath was hls
intimation of the enrth's uneasiness.
In the dinlng room later he found ev-
eryone discussing It. “Who could re-

ber an esrtaquake o that desort?”
he first sheke "

Durlog t2e morning, unfuthered, as
rFumors fre born, the whisper of dis-

er #omewhere spread. Their own

Ight shock was the edge of the con-
wulsion which had been serlous else-
‘where, no one knew gquité where, or
why they knew It at all. The men
wbo ware shovellng earth on the levee
beagun to talk of Ban Francisco. Some-
boe seld that morning that the city
wus badly hurt. No one could confirm
che rumor, but It grew with the day.

Rickard met It at the office late in
the afternoon. He went direct to the

Cinders were already falling in the
transhay town.
Rickard dropped the recelver.

Rickard saw the saswer to his ques
tion In the other’s face.

“The dredge machipery. DId you
mitend to that? DIA you send for 1t

“Oh, yes, that's all right. It's all
mbt.“

“Ia It here?”

Hardin  attempted Jocularity. *I
dldn't know us you wanted it here, 1
ordered It sent to Yuma."

“Is it at Yoma?"

Hardin admitted that it was not yet

mt Yuma; it would be there soon; he |

hnd written; ol, It was all right.

“When did you write?"

Hardin reddened under the cate-
whism of questions, He resented be-
ing held up before his men, The oth-
jers felt the electricity in the alr. Har-
din and his successor were gluring at
aach other llke belllgerents,

“I nsked when did you write?"

“Yesterday,"

“Yesterday " Rickard ripped ont
an oath. “Yesterdny. Why at all, I'd
Mke to know? DId you understand
that you were ordered to get that
here? Now, It's gone”

“Gone?™ The others crowded up,

“San  Francsico's burning” He
walked Into bis ioner office, mad elear
fthrough. He was not thinking of the
rula of the gny young ecity; not a
thought yet did he have of the human
tragedies enacting there; of homes,
Mves, fortunes swept Into that huge
bonfire. As It affected the work at the
river, the first block to his enmpalgn,
the eatustrophe came home to him. He
‘bad a pleture of tortured, twisted
#ron, of rulned machinery, the ma-
chinery for his dredge, He saw 1t Iying

ltke a spent Laocoon, writhing in its
fast struggle. He blamed himself for |

Yeaving even wuch » small detal] as the |

hastenlng of the parts to Hardin's
ieare, for Hardin wasn't fit to be trust-
for anything, No one could tell

m now the man was unlucky; he
‘was a fool. A month wasted, and
ays were preclons, A month? Months,
Hurdin's luck, Oh, hell)

Then he began to speculute as he
cooled over the trouble up yonder. A
lwhole city burning? They would sure-
iy get it under control, He began to
ithink of the lsolation; the telegraph
wires all down. That might happen
monywhere! Io walked to the door
and looked thoughtfully at the eom.

bilg water tower. That wasn't
E’: bad ldea! He plcked up his
and went ont.

| CHAPTER XIIL

. The Wrong Man,
Mra. Hardin heard from every

—

had returned.  Hach time her tele
phone rang, It was his volee she ex-
pected to hear, She began to read a
meaning Into his silence, She counld
think of nothing else than the strange
colncldence that had brought their
lives again clowe, Or was It a colncl-
dence? That Idea sent her thoughts
far afleld.

She was thinking too much of him,
for peace of mind, those days of walt-
ing, but the return of the old lover
had made a wonderful break In her
life, Her eyes were brighter; her
smile was less forced. She apent most
of her days at the sewing machine, A
Tot of lnco was whipped onto lingerio
frocks of pale colors. She was a dis-
ciple of an Eastern esthete, “Women,”
he had sald, “should buy lnce, not by
the yord, but by the wmile*

As her fingers worked among the
lacen and soft mulls, her mind roved
down avenues that shounld have been
closed to her, a wife. She would have
protested, had anyone accused her of
infidelity in those days, yet day by day,
she wus straying farther from her hus-
band's =ide. She convinced herself
that Tom's gibes and ll-humor were
getting harder to endure,

It was inevitable that the woman of
harem training should rellve the Law-
rence days, The enmity of those two
men, both her lovers, was pregoant
with romantic suggestion. The druma
of desert and river centered now In the
story of Gerty Hardin. Rickard, who
had pever married! The deduction,
onee unvelled, lost all its ahyness, And
every one saw that he dialiked her hus-
band !

Ehe knew now that she had never
loved Tom. BShe had turped to bim in
those days of pride when Rickard's
anger stlll held him aloof, How many
times had she gone over those unreal
hours! Who could huve known that
his anger would last? That hour in
the honeysuckles; his kisges! None of
Hardin's rougher kisses had swept her |
memory of her exquisite delight—de-
lirlous a8 was her joy, there was room
for triumph, Bhe had scen herself
clear of the nolsy honrding house, Her- |
self, Gerty Holmes, the wife of a pro- |
fossor; able to have the things she
eraved, to have them openly ; no longer
having to scheme for them, !|

It was through Rickard's eyes that i
she had seen the shorteomings of the
college boarding house. She had ac-
quired a keen consclonsness of those
quizzieal eyes. When they had Isolated
her, at last, appealing to her aympn-
thy or amusement, separating her
from all those bolsterous students, her
dream of bliss had begun,

In those days, she had seen Hardin
through the eyes of the young lnstrue-
tor, younger by gevernl years than hls
pupil, Her thud of disappointed anger,
of dislike, when the fuce of Hardin
peered through the leafy screen! To
have walted, prayed for that moment,
and to have it spoiled like that! There
had been duys when she had wept be-
cnuse ghe had not shown her anger!
How ‘could she know that everything
would end there; end, just beginning!
Her  boarding-house trainlng qulI
taught her to be civil. It was still
vivid to her, her anxiety, her tremu-
lousness—with Hardin talking forever
of & play he had Just seen; Rickard
growing stiffer, angrier, refusing to
look at those lips still warm with his
Kissen!l

And the next day, still angry with
her, Ah, the pussled desolution of |
those weeks before she had salved her
burt; with pride, und then with love!
Those days of misery before she could
convinee herself that she had been in
love with love, not with her feelng
lover! Huardln was there, enger to be
notleed. That affalr, she could sce
now, had lacked flnesse,

Rickard had certainly loved her, or
why had he pever marvled? Why had
he left 8o abruptly his boarding house
In midierm? Doesn't jenlousy confess
love? Some day, he would tell her;
what a hideons mistake hers had
been! 8be ought not to have rushed
Into that marringe. Bhe knew now It
had always been the other, But life
was not finighed, yet!

The date set for her summer
“widowhood"” had come, but she lin-

jmsureo but the right one that Rickard
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gered.  Various reasons, splendid and |
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sierificial, were glven out, "There was
much to be done, i

“1 wish =he would be deflinite,” In-
thoughts complnined. She wag
restless to make her own plans, Tt
had not yet occurred to her that Gerty
would stay In all summer. For she
never had g0 mariyrized herself, |
“Some one must be with Tom. It may |
#poll my trip. But Gerty never thinks
of thut,” 8She belleved It to be a
slmple matter of clothes, It always
took her weeks to get ready to go any-
where,

“But T won't wault any longer than
next weelk, If she does not go then, 1
will. Absurd for us both to be here”
It was alrendy flekcely hot,

Gerty, meanwhile, had been wonder-
Ing how she could suggest to her sis-
ter<in-law that her trip be taken first,
Without sarousing suspicions! Ter-
ribly lond In her ears sounded her
thoughts those days.

Her husband flung a letter on the
table one evenlog. *“A letter to you
from—Casey,"

Ehe tried to muke the fingers that
closed over the letter move casunlly,
She could feel them tremble, What
would she say If Tom asked to see 1t1?

It wns nddressed to her in her hus-
band's care. Huardin bad found It at
the office In his mall. And she golng
enach day to the postoffice to prevent
it from falling into his hands! Bhe
gave It & quick offhand glunce,

“About the drive, of course, Sup-
per's getting cold. Look at that ome-
lette, Don't walt to wash up. It will
be like lenther.”

When she had finished her meal, she
rend her letter with a fine show of In-
difference. “He gets a date for the
drive.,” She put the letter carelessly
into her pocket before her hushand
could stretch out his hand. It would
never do for jealous Tom to read that:
“Your letter was recelved two weeks
ngo. Pardon me for appearing to have
forgotten your kindness™

“The nerve,” growled Tom agaln,
his mouth full of Gerty's omelette,
“To take yon up on an Invitation like
that. I ecall that pretty raw.”

“You must remember we are such
old friends” urged his wife. “He
knew I meant It seriously.”

“Just the same, It's nerve,” grum-
bled Hardin, helping himself to more
of the omelette, now a flat ruln in the
center of the Canton platter. His res
sentment had taken on un edge of
hatred since the eplsode of the dredge
machinery. “To write to anyone In
my house! He knows what I think of
him; an Ineffectual nss, that's what he
Is. Blundering around with his Iltllal
levees, and hi# fool work on the wae
ter tower."

“The water tower?" demanded his
slster. *“What's he doing with that?™

“Oh, T don’t know,” rejolned Tom
largely, his lips protruding. He had
been Itching to nsk some one what
Rickard was up to, Twice, he had
seen him go up, with Maclean and
Estrada. Once, there a large flure of
light. But he woulde't ask! Some of
his fool tinkering!

His sister's gaze rested on him with
concern, He had too little to do. Ehe
guessed that his title, consulting en-
glneer, wns a mocking one, that his
chlef, at least, did not consult him,
Was it true, what she had heard, that
he hnd mnde a fluke about the mp-
chinery? He was looking seedy. He
had been letting his clothes go, He
looked llke a man who has lost grip;
who has been shelved, y

fhe knew he was sleeping badly..
Every mornlng now she found the
couch rumpled. Not much pretenss of
marital congenlality. Things were go-
ing badly, there—

“Everybody has accepted,” Gerty
was.sayiong. '"They have been walting
for me to set the date

“And you cater to him, let hm
dangle you nll. I wonder why you do
It, unless it's to hurt me”

“Hurt you, Tom,"” eried his wife, her
deep blue eyes wilde with dismuy,
“How can you say such a thing? But

|if 1t Is given for him, how ¢an [ do

unything else than let him arrange
the duy to sult himself? It would he
funny for the guest of honor not to
be present, wouldn't (7"

“1 don't sec why you want to make
him n guest of honor,” he retreated,
covering his position.

Gently, Gorty expressed her bellef
thut she was dolng the best thing for
her husband In getting up a publie af
falr for his successor. She did think
that Tom wonld see that It showed
they had no feellng. |

“I think It o fine lden,” ngreed In-
nes heartlly. “I'm sure Tom will, too,
when be thinks about " But she i |
not glve him any chince to express
himself, “How are you golng to man-
age It, Gerty? You sald It was going
to be progressive "

“We shall draw for partoers,” said
Mrs, Hardln, “And chunge every half
a mile. The fArst lap will. be {wo
mileg; that will give some exeltemont
In cutting for partners.” Wasy, belng
the hostess, to withhold auy slip shoe |
pleased, ensy to make It seem acel |
dentnl | '

“When s thie circus coming offy”
lnquired her husband.

on the first; that he'll be free on the
sircond.”

“For half an hour, TIl listen to Mry.
Youngberg tell me how hard It I8 to
have to do without servants, as she's |
never done it in her life before. For |
unother half-mile, Mrs, Hatfleld will |
flirt with me, and Mre, Middleton will
tell me all about ‘her dear little kid-
dien' Sonnds cheerful. Why didno't
volt rhooge cards? No one has to
tnlk then."

There was an Interval when his wife
nppeared to be balancing his sugges- |
tion. "No, 1 think it will have to be |
o drive; for I've told cvery one about |

"

“Well," remarked her husband, “l!
only hope something will happen to
prevent it™

“"Tom " exelaimed CGerty Hurtlln.l
“What a dreadful thing to say. ‘That
rounds ke g eurse. Yon make my

ol run cold.”

“Shu!" sald Hardin, pleking up his
lind.  “That was no curse, You
vouldn't go It It rained, would you?"

“Oh, raln!" Bhe shrogged at that |
possibilty.

“Well, you wounldn't go If the wind
blows " retorted IHardin, leaving the
rouln. .

CHAPTER XIV, ‘
The Dragon Takes a Hand.

The company's automobile honked |
outslde. Hardin frowned across the
tuble at his wife. “You'rs surely not
golng such a night as this?"

Gerty gave one of her light, elusive
shrugs. Ne need to snswer Tom when
he was In one of his black moods.
This was the first word he had spoken
since he had entered the tent. She
hand warned Innes by a lifted eye
brow—they must be careful not to
provoke him. Somethlng had gone
wrong at the office, of course! How
much longer could ahe stand his hu- |
mors, these ghastly silent dinnera?

“The river on & rampage, and we
go for a drive!” jeered Hardin, |

The flood was not serious—yet!|
Tom loved to cry “Wolf!" No one
was alarmed In town—Patton, Mrs.
Youngberg, would have told her. Of

|
|
|

Gerty's Pretty Lips Hardened.

course, one never knew what that
dreadful river would do next, but if
one had to walt always to see what
the river's next prank would be, one
would never get anywhere!

Innes was leaving the table. “Well,
I suppose I should be lashing on my
hat!" Gerty's pretty lips hardened ps
the girl left the tent., These Hardlos |
always loved to spoll her enjoyment.
They would llke her to be a nun, &
cloistered nun!

At the opening of the door, the
wind tore the pletures from the plano,
Gerty ran Into her room, shutting
herself In agninst further argument.
She came back muo the room, pow-
dered and heavily velled agalnst the
wind. A heavy winter ulster covered
the new mull gown which she had not
worn at supper, though Innes could
have helped her with the hooks! But
there waus always #o much talk about
everything!

They had to face the gnle as the
machine swept down. the wind-crared

| street.

It was too bud to have u night llhel
this! And all her work—Tom and
his sister would have It go for noth- |
ing! She was made of ntul-bm'twrI
stuff than that. Life had been deal- |
ing opt mesan hands to her, but she
would not drop out of the game, ac-
knowledge herself beaten—Iluck would
turn, she would get better eards.

In the hall of the Desert hotel, the
party was assembling. Mrs, Hardin's
roving eye scoured the hall. Rliekard
was not th~ve. Patton enlled her from |
the desk, Some one wunted her at
the telephone. It was Ilickard, of
course, at the office; to suy he hud
been detalped, The fear which had
peen chilling her passed by.

It was not Rickard on the wire, but
Mrs, Hattlowd, loguacious aud eoquet-

| light flashed across the obscured &ky.

' quicksand of a comparison between

| fered.

ber hostess
this lnst moment.
prolong  the conversation—had the
guests all come? Were they really
going? Then she must be getting old,
for a night llke ithis dismayed her!
Gerty feit her good-night was rudely
abrupt,
gabbling all
Ing?

8hé prayed that Riekard would be
there whoen she returned. What a
travesty If the guest of honor ghould
disappoint her! Though he was not
among the different groups, her con-

to any Inconvenlence at

She wanted to

night, her guests walt-

fidence in his punctillousness reas-
sured her, She must hold them a |it-
tle longer. She flitted gally from one

standing group to another, Her eyes
constantly questioned the clock.

“How long are vou golng to walt
for Mrs. HHatfield? Her hugband
came up, nrotesting.

“Mre, rlatfield,” she explained dis.
tantly, “iz not coming. We are walt-
ing for Mr., Rickard.”

“He didn't come In an that traln:
he's at the Heading” Hardin added
gsomething about trouble at the intake,
but Gerty did not heed. Tom had
known and had not told her when
there was yvet time to eall it off!

“A pretty time to tell me!™ Had
he been looking at her, he would have
heen left no ilusions. Her blue eyes
flashed hate,

“I did not know it untll we got
here. There was a message from Mac-
Lean at the desk, walting." L

MacLenn was not there, elther!

“We are all ready” she erled.
“Mre, Hatfield and Mr. Ricknrd eannot
come.” Not for worlds would she give
In to her desire to cnll the whole
grim affair off; let them (hink ghe
was disappointed, not she. Though
the world blew away, she would go.

She found herself distributing slips
of mungled gquotatlons. The white
slips went to the women; the green
bits of pasteboard to the men. She
held n certain green card In her
glove: “Leads on to fortune.” Rick-
ard might come dashing in at the last
moment, the ldeal man's way; a spe-
clal, perhaps; it did not seem credible
that he would deliberstely stay away
without sending her word.

In a burst of lnughter, the com-
pany discovered then that the guest
of honor was also absent. Mrs,
Hardin hurrled them out to the walt-
ing buggies,

Drearlly, they drove down the fly-
ing street. The wind was at their
backs, but it tore at their hats, pulled
at thelr tempers. Thelr eyes were
full of street dust,

A flush of light as they were leav-
ing town brightened the thick dust
clouds, “What was that?" cried Gerty.
She was ready for any calamity now,
“Not lghtning?"  Agaln, the qi'eer

Bot was she to stand Ilu-rpl
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The RIVE

When the Colorado Burst Its Banks and Flooded the Imperial Valley of California

one recnlled the Noashes of lght they
hna seen on leaving town, “What
wore those lights—signals ™™

“From the water-tower." MacLean's
volce gplit the wind, “The wires are
nll down between the Crossing and the
towne, Coronel was on the tower—hée
got the signal from the Heading—he's
been there each night for a week I"
This was o grent night—foe his chief,
Rickard !

Gerty Hardin caught the thrill of
his hero-worship, How splendid, how
| triumphant !
|, Innes found herself in her brother's
buggy. HIs horse, under the whip,
dashed forward. Buddealy he pulled
{1t back on its haunches, narrowly
| averting &  Jum. “Where's Mae
Lean

The boy rode back.
ing me?"

“Give me your hurse,” demanded
Hardin., “You take my slster home."

yerty Hardin's party was torn ke
a bow of useless fiery. Facing the
wind nmv, no one could tatk; no one
wanied to talk, Each was threshing
out hls own thoughtx; personal rulp
stared them In the face, Hvery man
was remoembering that reckless em
|rmm't| cut of Hardin's; pinning thels

hope to that ridiculed levee, The
horses broke Into a reckless gallop
| the buggies lurching wildly as they
dodged one  another. The naxles
crenlied and stralned, The wind tore
awny the hats of the women, rent
their pretty chiffon vells,

The dusty road wns peopled with

‘-Iurk formless shupes, The signaly
hand spread the alarm; the deserd
waorld was flocking to the gorge of the
New river, to the levee,
I The women were dumped withoul
If‘vrt'muny on the glidewnalk, under the
| sereened bird cage of the Desert
hotel.  Shivering, her pretty teeth
chattering, Gerty Hardin ushered
them Into the deserted hall. The
Chinese cook snored away his vigll fo
an armchalr by the open fire, The
men had rushed away to the leves,

“Women must walt,” Gerty's laugh
was hysterical, “*We can do no good
down there” She threw herself, con
scious of heroineship, into the ordeal
of her spollt entertalnment.

It was always an Incoherent dream
ta Innes Hardin, that wild ride home
ward, the lurching scraping buggies
the apprehensive sllence, thla huddling
of women llke scared rabbits around »
table that had elsa been gay. The
women's teeth' shivered over the ices
Thelr faces looked ghastly by the lighi

“Who's eall

gshed by Gerty's green shades, She
wished she were at the levee. She
glmply must go to the levee. “I'm go

Ing to get a wrap,” she threw to Gerty
as she passed. “T left it in the hall"”

She stole through the deserted of
fice, past the white and sllver soda
fountnin, and out into the speeding

Tom roused himself to growl that he
hadn't seen anything., And the dreary
farce went on.

blur of the night. Formless shapes
soft-footed, passed her. As she sped
past the French windows of the din

Innes’ partner was young Sutcliffe, [ ing room she could get a view o6f thu

the English zanjero., He was in the

English and American women, Innes
mischievously coaxing him Into deeper |

shattered party.

Innes made a dive into the darkness
There was a dim outline of hastening
figures In front of her, She could

waters, when there was a blockade | hear some one breathing heavily by

of buggles ahead of them. |

“The A B C ranch,” cried Innes,
peering through the vell of dust at|
the queer unreal outlines of fences |
and trees, “It's our first stop.”

“Oh, 1 say, that's too bad,” began
Suteliffe, Innes was already on tlm\
road; her skirts whipped by the wind|
Into clinging drapery. !

Gerty's party found itself disorgan-
Ized. Partners were trylng to find
or lose each other. *“Get in here!"
Innes heard the volee of Estrada be-
hind her. He had a top buggy. She
halled a refuge. |

“Splendid !I" she cried. “What a
rellef!” COlimbing in, she sald: *“I
hope this lsn't upsetting Gerty's nr-i
rangement,” |

“Arrangement! Look at them|”
The women were hastening out of the |
dust &wirl Into nny haven that ol’-l
With little screnms of dismay,
they ran llke rabblts to cover.

Gerty found herself with Blinn, At
the -next stop there was a block of
buggies, “No use chunglng again!”
She ackunowledged herself beaten.,
“Let's go on, What are they stopplng
for?" Dismal farce It all was!

She was pushing back her disheart-
ened curls when the beat of horses’ |
hoofs back of them brought the blood
back into her wind-chilled clmeks.|
"Rickard!" she thought. “He must
have come in a special!™ The gioom
suddenly disgorged MacLean,

“Haordin! Where I8 he?”

“What's up? yelled Blinn.
the river?" MacLean’s face answered
him. His ranch scoured again—*God
Almighty "

“The river!" screamed the women.
The men were surrounding Maclean,
whose borse was prancing as if with
the Importance of having carrled a|
Revere. “The levee!™ called Mac- |
Leun. “"Where's Hardin?' He spurred
his mare toward Hardin, who was
blacker than Napoleon nt Austerlite

“You're needed. They're all need-

“Is It

ed.” The other volees broke |p, the
men  pressing  up. This threatened
them all. Blinn’s ranch lay In the

ravaged sixth distriet. Nothing would
suve him,  Youngherg belonged to
water company number one; their
ditches would go. Holllster and Wil-
son of the Palo Verde saw ruln ahead
of them. Ench man was vicualizing
the mad ouward sweep of that de-

stroylng power. Like ghosts, the
women huddled In the dust-blowe
road.

“Where I8 it now?" demanded Blinn.

“It's here, right on us. You're all
needed ot the levee," bawled Mac-
Lean.

The levee! There was a dash for

“Mr. Rickard says he will be back | vsh. She urged & frightful neursigia, | buggies, & scraping of wheels, the

A gl 5 s

| stuff to wash down the corn!

her slde, They kept apace, stumbling
oceasionally, the moving gloom betray
ing thelr feet. A man came running
back toward the.town. *“It's cutting
back!” He ecried. “Nothing but the
levee will save the towns "

The levee!

The harsh breathing followed hag
As they passed the wretched hut of ¥
Mexienn gambler, a sputtering lght
shone out. Innes looked back. Sha

; saw the wrinkled face of Coronel, whe

had left his water tower. His blachk
coarse halr yas streamlog In the
wind, his mouth, ajar, was expres
sionless, though the fulfilment of the
Great Prophecy was at hand. Beneath
the cheek-splotches of green and red
paint rested a curlous dignity, Th
Indinn was to come again into his own

What was his own, she questioned
a8 her feet stumbled over loosened
boarding, a diteh crossing she had nol
seen. More corn, perhaps more flery
More
white man's money in the browy
man's pocket—that, his happinesa
Why should he not thank the gods)
His gods were speaking! Yor whes
the waters of the great river ran bach
to the desert, the long ago outraged
gods were no longer angry. The townd
might go, but the great Indiun gods
were gshowing their good will!

She Joined a group at the levea
winding her vell over mouth and fore
head. Dark shapes swayed near her
The wind was making havoe of the
mad waters rushing down from the
channel, The noise of wind and wa
ters was appualling. Steange loud
volces came through the din, of In
dians, Mexieans ; guttural sounds. Men
ran past her, carrying shovels, pulling
sacks of sand; lanterns, blown dim,
flushed their pale Hght on her ehilled
cheeks.

Not even the levee, she knew then
would save the towns. This was ths
end.

What will Rickard think when
he reaches the levee to find Har-
din gone on a melodramatic, if
useful, dash up the river, leaving
the men fighting the rising river
leaderless and disorganized?
Innes grasps the situation and
Jumps Inte the breach. Don't
miss the next Installment

(TO BR CONTINUKD,)

Seek Truth Even in Error,
There I8 no error so crooked baot 1t
hath in It some llpes of truth, nor
I8 any polson so deadly that it ferveth
not some wholesome use, Spurn nog
a seemling error, but dig halow (ts

wurface for the unth.—Tupper,

e
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