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SYNOPSIS.

I-K. C. Rickard, an engl-
Overland Paclific, 1s called to
of President Marshall in Tuc-
“Cagey” is an enlgma to the

; he wears “dude" clothes,
resignéd a chalr of engineer-

the as &

mes, with whom Rickard bad fancled

' “was In-love. - ? P
-, CHAPTER Ipl:llmha.n tells chl:ﬂ
0. | cific has got tc step in
S e & Im Valley and sends
E% eak. Rlckud,d:éilues be-
&u not want to supplant Har-
won over. “Stop the river;

e¥neansa ™ savs Mareshall

11I-Rickard . journeys o

F N
»

*

k- axico,  sees the irfigated desert and
& %m\abou: Hu-&‘h and his work.

IW—At the hotel he meeta
rdin_and In&u Hardln,

on | mourntal -eyes of Hduardo were on

.'
W meghect,  Rinka: Hm““‘ oo
water tower as & slgnal station.

. :n'iﬂh' decldas

foliowing.

The river was humping out yonder;
the rolling mass came roaring, flank-
on, against the dam,. oo

“Quick, for God's sake, quick!™ |
velled Rickard. His signals sounded |
short and sharp. “Dump it on, throw |
the cars in!” Marshall was dancing,
his mouth full of oaths, on the bank
cdge. Breathlgssly all watched the |
rushing water fling itself over the dam. |
For several hushed seconds the strue-|
ture could not he seen. When the[

| fonm fell a cheer went up. The dam |

|, foam _caught it.

‘| running down to the track.

‘ed for the pour.

' was standing. Silent, it was supposed,

wus bringing in' his train,

Above the distant jagged line of
mountains rose a red ball. A new day
began, And again the Dragon rose; a |
mountain of water came rolling dam-
ward. : |

Three trains ran steaming on the
rails.

“Don’t stop now to blast the big
ones. Pour 'em on!" ordered Rickard.

There was a long wajt before any
rock fell. Marshall and Rickard wait-
The whistles blew
again. - Then they saw what wans
wrong. The morning light showed a
rock weighing several tons which was
resisting the efforts of the pressing
crew. Out of the gloom sprang other
figures with crowbars. Thé rock tot-
tered, fell. The river tossed it as
though 1t were a tennis ball, sent it
hurtling down the lower face of the
dam.

Things began to go wild. The men
were growing reckless. They were
sagging toward exhaustion; mistakes
were-made.. Another rock, as heavy as
the last, was worked toward the edge.
Men were thick about it with w-
bars, They hurried. One concerted
effort, drawing back as the rock top-
pled over the edge. Qne man was too
slow, or too tired. He slipped. The
watchers on the bank saw a flash of
waving arms, heard a cry; they had a
glimpse of a blackened face as the
The waters closed
over him, ;

There was a hush of horror; a halt.

“God himself couldn't save that poor
devil,” cried Marshall. “Have the
work go on!" .

Pour rocks on- that wretch down
there? Pin him down? Never had it
seemed more llke war! “A man

own? Ride over him!. to victory!”

Riekard signaled for the work
to go on., - - Jaiin

The rock-pour stuttered asif in hor-
ror. The women turned sick with fear,
No one knew who it ‘'was. Some poor
Mexican, probably. . ® 1
. “Who was 1t?" demanded Rickard,

“The young Mexlcan, Hestrada. 'E
tried.to ’elp. 'E wasn't fit.!

“Who was It?" Marshall had run
‘down to see why the work paused.

Rickard turned shocked eyes on his
‘chief, . “Estradal” The beautiful

him, not Marshall's, horrified. New he
knew why Estrada had said, “I can't
gee it finjshed.” AR :

“Rickard!” The engineer did not
recognize. the .quenched voice. ‘“The
work has got to go on.”

It came to Rickard as he gave the
orders that Eduardo was cleser to Mar-.
‘shall than to.him., “As near a son as
he'll ever have,” He turned a minute
later to see his chief standing bare-
headed. His own cap came off.

“We're burying the lad,” sald Mar-

! yﬂl{;ﬁ’m as well r
40, suspect ﬁ %ﬁ#ﬂ:
tioficiency only serve to sm.
Innes against Rickard.

: mivm-m river washes
TR, Mertas, Spieige ek
,“but. € still stands.

XIX—A stormy eet-
3 .in which nuti'r':s of
‘the Over Pacific and
. . A telegram from Rickard

the river has broken out saves

TOW qd forces united action d>x all,
ER. XX-—The scene shifts from
&ﬂu congtruction mig at the

An river bank where Rickard's

es are constructing Hardin's gnate.

comes from Los Anqeleu to stay
the Eardine. Rickard's revelation.

' CHAPTER XXI-Estrada gives Inneaa

viewpoint of her brother and Rick-
< Gerty arranges for ber family to

* gat in the mess tent and the two Harding

. anderstand why.

i m XXII-Rickard visits the
Bir s 8 of Maldonado, & house of mystery.
< XXT1—-Gerty Hardin gets

from Rickard to lj:-l.

direct
mess cook. Senora Maldonado
her husband through jealousy.
bk CHAPTER XXIV—Ling says, “Woman
b3 » stay, Ling go.” Rickard sides with
_and makes a bitter enemy of Gerty
d " Hardin finds Senora Maldonado
| Rickard's tent.
. m XXV—Qerty hints to Innas
x - ful relations between Rickard
e ‘the Mexican woman. Innes is much
2y ﬁtbd. but thinks it is entirely be-
samas she hates scandal.
- CHAPTER XX VI—A time of great acliv-
o0 . and anxlety—will Hardin's gate stand?
P tries to get her husban
"+ " to Marshall, He refuses
and discovers he has lost his wife'z love,
CHAPTER XXVII— Rickard escorts
{nnes home from Marshall's privats car;
; find the Mexican woman in his tent,
goes on alone, furious with Rickard.
g w:mdo woman has come to tell
of ber. hushand's murder
> CHAPTER XXVIII-Innes is frightened
2P the Maldonado murdeérer and runs to
: A great light bursis upon them
both. Gerty Hardin watches the:
XXIX—Godfrey, the world
P tenor, comes to visit the camp.
Gerty Hardin are mutually at-
Gerty begins to see “a way out.”
Hardin gate

XXXI-Spectacular strike of
Mtﬂm- on m work.

XXXII-God sings In
%t with varying effecls vn Va-

; XXAXIII-The final battle
o . Why Estrada couldn't

XXXIV—Godtrey and Gerty
ZXKV-~Casey snd Innes.
— -

shall, :
in’

2| wait. Traln after train was rushed on

The minute of funeral had to be
pushed aside. The river wonld not

to the trestles; wave after wave hit]
them. But perceptibly the dam was
steadyi:’:g. The rapid fire of rock was
telling. .

Another ridge of yellow waters rose.
The roll of water came slowly, dwin-
dling as it came; it broke agalnst the
trestle weakly. For the first time the
trestle never shuddered. Workers and
watchers breathed as a unit the first
deep breath that night. There was a
change. Every eye was on the river
where it touched the rim of the dam.
Suddenly a chorused ery rose. The
river had stopped rising. The whistles
screamed themselves hoarse,

And then a girl, sitting on the bank,
saw two men grab each other by the
hand. She was too far away to hear
their voices, but the sun, rising red
through the banks of smoke, fell on
the blackened faces-of her brother and
Rickard. She did not care who saw
her crying.

CHAPTER XXXIV.
A Desertion.

When the afternoon waned and God-
frey did not call on sher Gert) was
roused to uneasiness, Had she angered
him by refusing to make the definite
promise? Could it be love, the sort of
love she wanted, if he could stay away

to rsport |

like this when they could have the
camp to themselves, every one down at
the break, no Hardins running in evoery
minute? Their fizst chance and God-
frey slighting it!

He would surely come that ~vening,
knowing that she would be alove! The
little wateh Tom had glven her for an
almost forgotten birthday sci the pace
for her regentmient, Nine, ten, eleven!
How dared he treat her so? She blew
out the lamps when she found that she
was shaking with anger and nodressed
in the dark. She could not see him,
if he came now. her self-control all
gone! But ske could not go to bed
She stood in her «rkened tent, shaken
by her angry passions.

Suppose that he were only trifling
with her? What was that paper he had
thrust in her hand? With a candle
ghe found the yellow paper. It was
a copy of a telegram to Godfrey's law-
yor. “fiart divorce proeeedings at
once. Any grounds poswible, Baek

soon. Godfrey."

ﬂw
up the bank toward the camp, Molly liues'tlon!ng. not quite sure of her. She

had worrled him yesterday because
she would not pledge herself to marry
lim if he sued for his divorce. She
had told him to ask her that after the
courts had set him free. She could
not have him sure of her.

An exclamation from him recalled
her. She found that he was no longer
staring at her: his eyes were fixed on
fhe trembling structure over which a
“hattleship,” laden with rock, was
creeping.

“T want to stay with you, you know
that dearest. But it doesn't feel right
to see them all working like niggers
and me loafing here. You don’t mind?"

Oh, no, Gerty did not mind! She
was tired, anyway! She was going
back to her tent!

He thrust a yellow paper into her
hands. “I sent that off today. FPer-
haps you will be glad?”

She flung another of her inscrutable
smiles at him, and went up .the bank,
the paper unread in her hands.

The long afternoon wore away. They

were now dynamiting the largest rocks
on the cars before unloading them.
The heavy loads could not be emptled
quickly enough. Not dribbled, the rock,
but dumped simultaneously, else the
gravel and rock “might be washed
down strenm faster than they could be
put together. Many cars must be un-
loaded at once; the din on Silent's
train was terrific. His crew looked
like devils, drenched from, the spray
which rose frorh the river each time
the rock-pour began; blackened by the
smoke from the belching engine, The
river was ugly in its wrath. It was
humping itself for its final stand
against the absurdity of human inten-
tion; its yellow tall swished through
the bents of the trestle.
. The order came for more speed.
Rickard moved from bank to raft;
knee deep In water, screaming orders
throngh the din; directing the gangs;
speeding the rock trains, Hardin oscil-
lated between the levee and dams, tak-
ing orders, giving orders. His energy
was superb, (It had grown dark, but
no one yet had thought of the lights,
the great Wells' burners stretched
across the channel. Suddenly, the
lights flared out brightly.

Not one of those who labored or
watched would ever forget that night,

‘The spirit of recklessness entered

even into the stolid native. The men
of the Reclamatlon forgot this was not
their enterprise; the Hardin faction
jumped to Rickard’s orders.  The
watchers on the “bank sat tense,

‘thrilled out of recognition of aching

muscles, or the midnight cree¢ping chill.
No one would go home. -

To Innes, the struggle was -vested
in two men, Rickard running down
yonder wlth‘ihat light foot of his, and
Hardin tith the fighting mouth tense,
And somewhere, she remembered,
working with the rest, was Estrada.
Those three were fighting for the justl-
fication "of ‘a vislon—an Idea was at
stake, a hope for the future.

Rickard passed and repassed her.
And had not seen her! Not during
those hours would he think of her, not
until the idea falled, or was trium-
phant, would he turn to look for her.

Visibly, the drama moved toward its
climax.* Before many hours passed the
xiver would 'be captured ‘or the idea

forever mocked. Each time a belching

engine 'pulled dcroés ‘that hazardous
track it flung a ‘eredit to the man-side.
Each time''the ‘waters, slowly rising,

hurted their weight against’ the creak-
. Ing ‘trestles where the rock-was thin,

a polnt was ghlned by the militant riy-
er. ‘Its roar sounded like the last cry

of & wounded animal in Innes' ear; |

the Dragon was'a reality that night as
it spent its rage agulnst the shackles
of puny men.

Molly Silent had seen her husband’s
train pull in. She watched for it to
go out again. The whistle blew twice.
Something was wrong. -She left her
place in time to see Silent, his face
shining ghastly pale under the soot,
pull himself up from the “battleship”

w

fell away. He could see now the step  “Call thele bluft,” ginned CaseX jimr™ There was a

ahead that bad been taken; thelast showing teeth tobacco had not had & ea) pain; she was visualizing
trestle was done; the rock-pouring chance to spoll . “Soycott them.” to Tom. L
well on; he called that going some! MacLean found Wooster at the river ~ gne hegrd Marshall's v
He felt pleasantly languid, but not yet bank with Tom Hardin, The two men ing to Rickard. “Well, 3
sleepy. His thought wandered over the were watching a pile-driver -set & T® por this” She did not hear
resting camp. - And then Innes Hardin : swer, for already Rickard was hes
came to him, ' i : i DAL,

|

€

Not herself, but as a soft little
thought’ which came creeping around
the corner of his dreams. She had
been there, of course, all day, tucked
away In his mind, as though in his
home waiting for him to come back to
her, weary from the pricks of the day.
The way he would come home to her, .
please God, some day. Not bearing
his burdens to her, he did not belleve
In that, but asking her diversions. Con-
tentment spread her scft wings over
him. He fell asleep. |

Rickard wakened as to a call. What
had startled him? He listened, rais- \
ing himself by his elbow. From a dis- *
tance, a sweet high voice, unreal In its
pitch and thrilling quaMty, came to
him, It was Godfrey, somewhere on R
the levee, singing by the river. It To39
brought him again to Innes Hardin. ¥/
He pulled aside his curtain which
hung over the screening of his tent
and looked out into a moon-flooded
world. Rickard's eyes fell on a little
tent over yonder, a white shrine.
“White as that fine, sweet soul of

hers!” s ' |
Wandering into the night, Godfrey . He Found Wooster at the River Bank.

passed down the river, singing. His ! :
volce, the footlights, the listening ]t’:‘;f::le‘:l':;t ;{.‘;" “ezh‘i‘:’;m sl
great audiences were calling to him. behit ont’of Lo b“tfl welgi of set-'
To him, the moon-flooded levee, the § Y 208 WS X
glistening water, made a star-set
scene. He was treading the Doards,

A M -
tling drift. Masshall’s plan was bell_l'g '.“m"' Was Heading f"“ m :
followed, though jeered at by reclama- gor the by-pass. Marshall and the
the rushing waters by the bank gave gutoﬁ;zn“;d th: engineers of the D. | Y%?}B;ﬁfsnegt tom@u: s L3
g§n33°heﬁt;:;loﬂ }f;rt}“s mﬂ"?’f&:t‘a. “Stop the mattress weaving and was worse than faflure; it was ' o
B R e 10 e in hor tont, Qump like' hell " had been his orders. It fnvolved Tom's life, .1t was his lif
’ el '| ' “Boycott the Indians, well T'm This would be the Mm‘tm’

she would take it as the tender re- A . . . Bt s Y

proach he had teased herewith that Ellordeld' tEeN bendg_'eyes s p:;;l:led_‘:: supetl cet;urnge—_her thoughts released

afternoon ip the ramada. jRaren s SR own from thelr paralysis ware whipped by
- thrpat.” | ,sudden fear, She must

He gave for encore a ballad lon : . T L e U
forgotti!;; he had pulled it back fl‘Ol:l “By the efermal!® swore Blll‘t‘m. with him. The next instnnt she 'ﬁ
the cobwebs of two decades; he had MucLean left the two engineers match- speeding towsed the encampment.
wade It his own. Ing oatha. Estrada met her on the run. =

There was an ominous qafét the next! Had Gerty heard? The

| tofiely cot. He knew that song.

“But, my darling, you will be,
Ever young and falr to me.”

It came, the soaring voice, to Tom
Hardin, outside Gerty's tent on.his
Dis-
dained by his wife, a pretty figure a
man cuts! If his wife can't stand
him, who can? He wasn't good enough
for her. He was roggh. His life had
kept him from 'f “himself to her
taste. She needed péople who could
talk like Rickard, sing Hke Godfrey.
‘People, other ‘people, might miscon-
strue her preferences. He knew they
were not flirtations; she needed her
kind. She.would always keep straight;
shie was straight as a whip. Life was
as hard for her as it was for him; he
could feel sorry for her; his pity was
divided between the two of themn, the
husband, the wife, both lonely in their
OWD WARY. : :

On the other side of the canvas
walls, Gerty Hardin lay lstening to
the message mennt for her.. The fickle
sex, he had called hers; no constancy
in woman, he had declared, fondling
her halr. - He had tried’to eoax 'her
Into pledges,' pledges which were also
disavowals'to the man outside.” -

Silver threads! Age shuddered at
her threshold. -She hated- that song.
Cruel, life had been to beér; none of its
promises had been kept. To be happy,
why, that-was a human's birthright;
grab it, that was her creed! There
was a chance yet; youth had net gone,
He was singing it to hér, her escape—

“Darling, you will be,"
Ever young and fair to me.”

Godfrey, singing to Gerty Herdin,
had awakened the camp. Innes, In
her tent, too, was listening.

“Darling, you will be,
Ever young and fair to me!”

S0 that fs~the -miracle,, that wild
rush of certaln feeling! Yesterday,
doubting, tomorrow, more doubts—but
tonfght, the song, the night Isolated
them, herself - agd Rickard, into a
world of their own: Life with him on
any terms she wanted.

CHAPTER XXXIIl
The Battle In the Night.
Gathering on the bank were the
camp groups to watch the last stand
of the river against the rock bombard-
ment. Molly Silent had crept down

from the Crossing, full of fears. Out |

there, somewhere on the trestles, on
one of those rock cars, was her Jim.
She sat on the bank by Innes and Mrs.

' ,(:I' Marshall.

“God, Man, You Can’t Go Like That!"”

where he had been ledning. Estrada,
sent by Rickard to find out why the
train did not pull out, saw him the
same Instant as did Molly, Silent
swayed, waving them back unseeingly,
like & man who Is drunk.

“@od, man, you can't go like that!”
erled Estrada.

“Who's golng?" demanded Silent, his
tongue thick with thirst and exhaus-
tion. The whistle blew again.

1 will]” The train moved out on
the trestle, as the whistle blew angrifly
twice. Only Molly and Bilent saw-Es-
trada go. Silent staggered unseeingly

Mrs. Hardin, floated by_in her crisp
musling, A few feet behind stalked
Godfrey, his eyes on the pretty figure
by his side. Innes turned from his
look, abashed as though she had been
peering throngh a locked door.

Gayly, with a fluttering of ruffles
Gerty established herself on the bai
a trifle ont of hearing distance. A
hard little smile played on the lips ac-
cented with Parislan rouge. The child-
ish expression was gone; her look ac-
onzed life of having trifled with her.
But they would see—

“Mon't look so unhappy, dearest,”
whispered the man at her side. “I'm
going to make you happy, dear!”

She flushed a brilliant, finished smile
at him.
He satlsfied her sense of romance, or
would, later, when she was away from
here, a dull pain pricking at her delib-
erate planning. Godfrey found her
young, young and distracting. His
life had been hungry, too; the wife,
up there In Canada somewhere, had
never understood him. Godfrey was
ambitious, ambitlous as she was, She
would be his wife; she would see the
eities of the world with him, the wel-
comed wife of Godfrey; she would
ghare the plaudits his wonderful volce
won. .

His eyes were on her now, she knew,

| glodthily” to bed.”” On "the Tndian’ side

Yes, she was proud of him. |

day. Not'an Indian offered to work at
the river.. A few stolid bucks came to

| thelr tasks on Tuesday morning; they

were told by Rickard himself that
there was no work for the. ,Rjckard

rgppeared ignorant of ths antagonisin |

An unfathered
Rickard wds In with the Retlamation
Service meéd ; that he wanted the work
to’fafl; to be gdopted by the Service.
MacLean broke'a lahee or two agalnst
the absurd slander, He was 1 £,
tne discovery that a then's’ friendship

love for o woman. -Hé was’a Rfckard
man. He was made to'feel the re-
proach of it, e =

Wednesday not an Indlan: reported.’
Coropel passed from camp to eamp,
his advice unpopular, Scouts sent out
to watch the work on the river report-|
ed ‘it wits ‘crippled. “Thé White mnan|
would be sending for the Indian soon..
The walting ~braves sat on fhelr
Raunches, grinfing and smoking their.

Saturday ‘night the eamp went|
there was Do

. revel, no feasting or
kd!ﬂﬂ.ﬂs." e AR | 5 M

Rickard afd not turn in until after
midnight, planning ‘alternatives.« He
wiis ‘aléepinig hard when Maclean, at
dawn, dashed into his tent it g

* “Quick, what'does this mean?' - -
* Jtwas “a ‘splendid- #$pectacle, and'
staged superbly. - Fer ‘backgrotnd, the
gharp-edged mountains ~flushing - to
pinks ‘and purples against a oneé-hued!
sky; the-river-growth of the old chan-
nel uniting them, blotting out miles of
desert Into & flat scene. On the op-
posite 'bank - of the New river, five
hundred strong, lined up formidably,'
their faces grotesque and feroclous
with paint, were the seven tribes. The
sun’s rays’glinted up from thelr fire-
arms, shotguns, revolvers, into a mot-
ley ot defiance! Cocopahs, with,
streaming hair, blanketed Navajos,|
ghort-iaired Pimas, those in front rein-|
ing-in their silent pinto ponies, and all
motionless, silent in that early morn-
ing light.

“What does It mean?”. whispered
MacLean. Rickard did not answer. He
Had one nauseous instant as he looked
toward Innes' tent. Then he broke into
laughter.

#See, the white horse, no, in front—"

“By jove,” MacLean slapped his
thigh. “Coronel! They had me buf-
faloed. What do you think it 187"

Rickard stepped out Into the wash
of morning air and waved a solemn
salute across the river, Gravely it
was recurned by Coronel.

«What does it mean?” demanded
MacLean, |

“It means we've won,” chuckled his
chief, coming back Into his tent.

An hour later Coronel led in a picked
ecoup of the tribes. If the white chief
would recall the boycott the Monday
strike was over. The white man's sil-
ver had won. '

CHAPTER XXXIl.

The White Night. !
“Lord, I'm tired,” groaned Rickard,
stumbling into camp, wet to the skin,
“Don't you say letters to me, Mae
I'm going to bed. Tell Ling I donY
want any dinner. He'll want to fusi
up something. 1 don't want to sed
food.”
The day, confused and Jumbled
burned across his eyeballs; a turmol
of bustle and hurry of insurrection. He
had made a swift stand agalnst that
He was to be minded to the last man|
jack of them, or anyone would go, hiif
threat Including the engineers, Sllent
Irish, Wooster, Hardin himself, Thls,
was 10 ilme for factlons, for leade
!feeling. 1
| Im bed, the day with its Irritation

for a mam may be deéper then a’ i_‘nih's'l ”"W

_______ “n

- gerlous,” said Rickard to MacLean.

| day morning. I've just sent them word

' won't take the chance of losing that

she must know! mmd
der to 1; her pride
wounded.Tﬁbam_w’ sk b
der, generous. Hef f
ened as she came Ir i

mian's: cledr motes. s

.

t.
C
ing of the #lver at the-most but'a f

affection ‘wiis ripe;~the-
heady, the white midn’s sliver s
like' wine, Few ‘of ithe bravés ha
dreamned of ever hg ‘Sums’ 0
money such ‘as-they drew down'eac
Sunday morning. - Rickfird begsn- to]
suspect Hquor again. In the Indiar
camp Sunday was a day of feasting,
followed by a gorged sleep; the next
day one of languor, of growing inco-
heslon. s

Rickard spoke of it to Coronel.

“Like small baby,” hunched the old
ghoulders. “Happy baby. Pretty soon
stop.” T

With the next wages went o reprl- |
mand, then a warning, Still followed
bad Mondays. Rickard then issued a
formal warning to all the tribes.

“The situation with the Indlans ls

“They're getting liquor in here, some
way, the Lord only knows how. Any-
way, they're not fit for burning Mon-

by Coronel that it's got to quit, or they
do.ll .
“Suppose they do?’ MacLean was
startled. Not an Indian could be
spared at that stage of the game. |
“Bluff1” Rickard got up. “They,

money. I'm off now to the Croaslnl.'
I'll leave you In charge here,”

The next morning Wooster broke In-
to the ramnada where MacLean sat
clicking his typewriter.

“Everything’s up. Rickard's done lti
now. Sent some all-fired, independent
kindergarten orders to the Indians, -}
Says they have to be In bed by ten :
o'clock, or some such hour on Satur-
day and Sunday nights. It's a strike,
their answer. That’s what his monkey-
ing has brought down on us.”

“They're not golng to quit?”

“Fhey've sent word they won't work
on Mondays, and they will go to bed
when they choose Saturday nights,
Losing one day a week! We can't
stand for that. Luck’s been playlng
{nto his hands, but thig will show him
up. This'l show Marshall his pet
clerk. Tell Oasey there'll be no In-
dians tomorrow.” He sputtered an-
grily out of the office.

Rickard seemed pleased when Mac
Leau made the announcement & few
nogrs laier. . ’

His - secretary was weighing him,
“What do you Intend to do about itI*




