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To McCloud tho news came, In spite
Of himself, as a bli?w. The results ho

had attained In building through the
lower valley hnd given him a name
among tho engineers of the whole lino,

tfha splendid showing of tho winter
onstructlon, on which he had de-

pended to enable him to finish tho
whole work within tho year, was by

this news brought to naught. Those
f the railroad men who sold he could

ftot deliver a completed lino within
the year could never bo answered now.
And there was some slight blttorness
In tho reflection that the very k

to bold him back, to rob
&tm of his chance for a reputation
with men llko Glover and Ducks,
hould be the lands of Dlckslo Dun-

ning.
He made no complaint. On the di-

vision ho took hold with now en-

ergy and bent his faculties on tho op-

erating problems. At Mnrlon'3 he
eaw Dlcksle at Intervals, and only to

fall more hopelessly under her spell
ach time. She could be serious and

she eonld be volatile nnd she could be
something between which ho could
never aulte make out. She could bo

aerlous with him when he was serious,
nnd totally Irresponsible the next min-

ute with Marlon. On tho other hand,
when McCloud attempted to no nip-fcan- t,

Dlckslo could be confusingly
jrare. Once when ho was bantering
With her at Marion's she tried to say

something about her regret that com-

plications over the right of way
Should have nrlsen; but McCloud made
Jlght of It, and waved the matter aside
As if he were a cavalier. Dlckslo dirt

not like It, but It was only that ho
was afraid she would realize he was a

tnere railroad superintendent with
hopes of a record for promotion quite
blasted. And as If this obstacle to a
Greater reputation were not enough, a

jrllter enemy threatened in tho spring
Ac-- leave only shreds and patches of

what he had already earned.
The Crawling Stone river is said to

ambody, historically, all of the
known to mountain streams. He-lo-

the Box Canyon It plows through
a great bed of yielding silt, Its own
deposit between the two Imposing
Mnes of bluffs that resist its wander-
ings from side to side of the wide val-ey- .

This fertile soil makes up the
lch lands that are the envy of less
ortunate regions in the Great Basin;
)ut the Crawling Stone is not a river !

Io give quiet title to one aero of Its
jwn making. The toll of its centuries
Jpreads beautifully green under the
Juno skies, and the unsuspecting set
tler, lulled Into security by many
years of the river's repose, settles on
Its level bench land and lays out his
long lines of possession- but the Sioux
Will tell you In their own talk that this
loan Is but a tenant at will; that in
another tlmo and at another place tho
Stranger will Inhertt his fields; and
that the Crawling Stone always comes
back for its own.

' The winter had been an unusual one
Ten In a land of winters. The sea- -

son's fall of snow had not been abovo
an average, but It bad fallen In the
spring and had been followed by ex- -

cesslvely low temperatures throughout
the mountains. June came again, but
a strange June. The first rise of the
Crawling Stone had not moved out
ihe winter frost, and the stream lay
bound from bank to bank, and for hun-Ired- s

of miles, under three feet of ice.
When June opened, backward and
cold, there had been no spring. Heavy
frosts lasting until the middle of tho
month gave sudden way to summer
heat, and the Indians on the upper-Talle-

reservation began moving back
Into the hills. Then came the rise.
Creek after creek In tho higher moun-
tains, for six months, burst
Without warning into flood. Soft windo
Struck with the sun and stripped tho
Mountain walls of their snow, Halns
Set In on the desert, and far In tho
klgh northwest the Crawling Stone
HftIng Its four-foo- t cap of Ice like a
bed of feathers bogan rolling it ond
ver end down the valley. In tho Box,

40 feet of" water struck tho canyon
walls and lee-floe- s were hurled like
torpedoes against the granite spurs;
the Crawling Stone was starting after
Its own.

Whan tho river rose, the earlier talk
,ot Dunnlng's men had been that tho
MSrawllna" Stono would put an end to
the railroad pretensions by washing
We 260 miles of track back to tho
Peace river, where It had started. This
much in the beginning was easy to
predict; but the railroad men hnd
turned out In force to fight for their
holdings, and while the ranchers were
laughing, the river was flowing over
fjba bench lands In the upper valley.

CHAPTER XVII.

The Crawling Stone Rise,
80 sudden was the onset of the river

that the trained riders of tho big
jtaneh wero taken completely aback,
jfrnd hundreds of head of Dunning cat- -

were swept away before they couldSe removed to points of safety. Fresh
ftlanns came with every hour of the
day and night, and the telephones up

ad down the talley rang Incessantly
.with appeals from neighbor to neigh- -

if. Lance Dunning, calling out the
serves of bis vocabulary, sworo tre- -

dously and directed tho operations
ast the river. These seemed, In- -

d, to consist mainly of hard riding
,ai bard language on the part o(
rerybody. Murray Sinclair, although( had aold his ranch on tho Crawling

JBtane and was concentrating his hold-ting- s

ob the Frenchman, was every-
where In evidence. He was the first
at a point of danger and tho last to
,m away rrom ma supping acres

where tin- - muddy Hood undercut; but
no defiance seemed to dicttirb tho
Crawling Stone, which kopt alarming-
ly ai work.

Above tho alfalfa l.mdn on the long
bench north of tho houso tho river, In
changing Its course many years earli-
er, had loft a depression known as
Mud lake. It had becotno separated
from tho main channel of the Crawling
Htono by a hlRh, narrow barrier In the
form of a bench deposited by tho

waters of some earlier flood,
nnd added to by sandstorms sweeping
anions tho willows that overspread It.
Without an effective head or deflnlto
system of work the efforts of the men
at tho Stonn ranch wore of no nioro
consequence than If they had spent
Ihelr time In waving blankets at tho
river. Twenty men riding In togolher
to tell Lanco Dunning that the river
was washing out the tren clalmn abovo I

Mud lake made no porceptlblo differ- - '

ence In tho event. Dlcksle, though an
Inexperienced girl, sav,- - with helpless up

clearness the futility of It all.
Terror seized Dlcksle. She tele-

phoned In her distress for Marlon,
begging her to onmo up bofo'-- they
should all be swept away; and Marlon,
turning tho shop over to Katlo Dan-

cing, got Into tho ranch-wago- that
Dlckslo hnd sent and started for tho at
Crawling Stnr.c.

At neon Marion arrived. The ranch-hous- e

was deserted, and the men were
all at the river. Pucs stuck her head
out of tho kitchen window, and Dlck-
slo ran out and throw herself into
Marlon's arms. I.ato news from the
front had been tho worst; the cutting
above Mud lake had weakened tho last
barrier that held ofi! tho river, and
every available man was fighting tho
current nt that point.

Marion heard it all while eating a of
luncheon. Dlcksle. beset with anxiety,
could not stay in tho house, The man
that had driven Marlon over, saddled
horses In the afternoon and the two
women rode up above Mud lake, now
become through ralnfnll and noipngo
from the river a long, shallow lagoon.
For an hour tho watched the shovel-
ing nnd currying of sand-bags- , and
rode toward tho river to the very edge
of the disappearing willows, where
the bank was melting away before the
undercut of the resistless current.
They rodo away with a common feel-- i

Inu' a conviction that tho fight was a
losing one, and that another day would
see tho ruin complete.

"Dlcksle," exclaimed Marlon they
were riding to the house as she spoke

"I'll tell you what we can do!" Sho
hesitate.! a moment. "I will tell you
what we can do! Are you plucky?"

Dlckslo looked at Marlon pathet-
ically '

"If von nre iduekv enouch to do it..'
we can keep tho river off yet. I have j

an Idea. I will go, but you must como ;

along." '

"Marlon, what do you mean? Don't
you think I would go anywhere to
save the ranch? I should like to know
whero you dare go In this country
that I dare not!"

"Then ride with mo over to the rail- -

road camp by the new bridge. We will
ask Mr. McCloud to bring some of his
men over. Ho can stop the river; ho
knows how."

Dlcksle caught her breath. "Oh,
Marlon! that would do no good, even
I could do it. Why, the railroad has
been all swept away In the lower val-
ley."

"How do you know?"
"So every one fivs."
"Who is every one?"
"Cousin I.anee, Mr. Sinclair all the

men. I heard that a week a;o."
"Dlcksle, don'l believe it. You don't

know these railroad men They under-
stand this kind of thing: cattlemen,
you know, don't. If you will go with
me we can get help. I feel jurt as
sure that those men can control the
river as I do that I am looking at you

that is, If anybody can. Tho question
Is do you want to make the effort?"

They talked until they left tho
hordes and entered the house. When
they sat down, Dlcksle put her hands
to her face. "Oh, I wish you had said
nothing about It! How can I go to

him and ask for help now after Cous
in Lance has gone Into court about the
lino and everything? And of course
my nnme Is In it all."

Dlckslo, don't raise that
have nothing to do with the case. If
we go to him and ask him for help ho
will glvo It to us if h'e can; if be
can't, what harm Is done? Ho has
been up and down tho river for three
weeks, and he has an army of men
camped over by tho bridge. I know
that, becauso Mr. Smith rouo in irom
there a few days ago."

"What, Whispering Smith? Oh, If

he Is there I would not go for worlds!"
"Pray, why not?"
"Why, ho Is such an awful man!"
"That Is absurd, Dlckslo."
Dlckslo looked grave. "Marlon, no

man in this part of tho country has
a good word to say for Whispering
Smith."

"Perhaps you have forgotten, Dlck-

sle, that you live in a very rough part
of tho country," returned Marlon,
coolly. "No man that ho has over
hunted down would have anything
pleasant to say nbout him; nor would
tho friends of such a man be likely
to say a good word of him. There aro
many on tho range, Dlckslo, that have
no respect for life or law or anything
else, nnd thoy naturally hate a man
like Whispering Smith"

"But Marlon, he killed"
"I know. Ho killed a man named

Williams a few years ago, while you
wero at school ono of tho worst men
that over Infested this country. Wil-

liams Cacho Is named after that man;
ho made tho most beautiful spot In all
theso mountains a nest of thieves and
murderers. But did you know that
Williams shot down Gordon Smith's
only brother, a trainmaster, In cold
blood in front of tho Wickiup at Medi-
cine Bend? No, you nover heard that
In this part of tho country, did you?
Thoy hnd a cow-thie- f for sheriff then,
and no officer In Modlclno Bend would
go after the innrdorcr. Ho rode In
nnd out of town as If ho owned It, and
no ono dared say a word, and, mind
you, Gordon Smith's brother had nover
soon the man in his life until he
walked up and shot him dead. Oh, this
was a peaceful country a fow years
ago! Gordon Smith was right-of-wa-

man In tho mountains then. Ho burled
his brother, and asked the officers
what thoy were going to do about got-ln- g

tho murderer. Thoy )n;ighed at
j uim. He made no protest, except to
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ask lor a ,n.pu;y i nited States
marshal's commission. When he got It
he started for Williams Cncho after
Wllllains In a bttckboard think of It,
Dlcksle and didn't they laugh at him!
He did not even know the trails, and
Imaglno riding 200 miles In a buck-boar- d

to arrost a man In the moun-

tains! Ite was gone nix weeks, nnd
enmo back with Williams' body
strapped to tho buckboard behind
him. He never told tho story; all ho
said when he handed In his commis
sion and went back to his work wan
that the man was killed In a fair llRht.
Hato him! No wonder they hate hint

the Williams Cacho gang and all
their friends on tho range! Your cous-
in thinks It policy to placate that ele-

ment, hoping that they won't steal
your cattlo If you are friendly with
them. I know nothing about that, but

do know something about Whisper
lng Smith. It will be a bad day for
Williams Cache when they start him

again. But what has that to do
with your trouble? He will not eat
you up If you go to the camp, Dlcksle.
You nre Just raising bogles."

Thoy had moved to tho front porch
and Marlon was sitting In tho rocking
chair. Dlcksle stood with her back
against one of tho pillars and looked

her. As Marlon finished Dlckslo
turned nnd, with her hand on her fore-
head, looked In wrotchedness of mind
out on tho valley. Aa far. In many di-

rections, s the oyo could reach tho
wators spread yellow In tho flood of
sunshine across the lowlands. There
was a moment of silence. Dlckslo
turned her back on the alarming sight.
"Marlon, I can't do It!"

"Oh, yes, you can If you want to,
Dlcksle!" Dlckslo looked nt her with
tearless eyes, "It Is only a question

being plucky enough," insisted
Marion. '

"Pluck has nothing to do with It!"
exclaimed Dlcksle, In fiery tones. "I
should like to know why you aro al-

ways talking about my not having
courage! This Isn't a question of cour-
age. How can I go to a man that 1

talked to as I talked to him in your
house and risk for help? How can I

go to him after my cousin has threat-
ened to kill him, and gone into court
to provont his coming on our land?
Shouldn't I look beautiful asking help
from him?"

Marlon rocked with perfect com-
posure. "No, dear, you would not
look beautiful asking help, but you
would look sensible it Is so easy to
be beautiful and so hard to be sen-
sible."

"You are Just as horrid as you can
be, Marlon Sinclair!"

"I know that, too. dear. All I

wniiLru u av in in.ir vnn wn n mnirJ.I". "Z

from Mr McCloud."
T . ,, . ... T ,,,

never do It, not if every foot of the
ranch tumbles Into the river. I hope
It will! Nobody cares anything about
me. I have no friends but thieves and
outlaws."

"Dlcksle!" Marlon rose.
"That Is what you said."
"I did not. I am your friend. How

dare you call me names?" demanded
Marlon, taking the petulant girl in her
armB. "Don't you think I care any-
thing nbout you? There are people
in this country that you have never
.seen who know you and love you al

do. Don't any
bags,

burst
her the ovt'r like

her bees and
and
mw!

went to her room. It was a long time
before sho came down again, but Mari-
on rocked in patience; she was re

lot Dicksie out her
self.

When Dlcksle came down, Marion
stood nt foot of The
young mistress of Crawling Stone

descended stop by step
slowly. "Marlon," said, simply, "I
will go with
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the Dike.
Marlon caught her closely to her

heart. "I you would go 1 got
you angry, dear. But you so slow
to anger. Mr. McCloud Is just, tho
samo Mr. Smith says when ho
does get angry can do anything.
He Is very like you In so many ways."

Dlckslo was wiping eyes. "Is
he, Marlon? what shall I wear?"

"Just riding-clothes- , dear, and
a smile. He won't what you
on. It Is you ho will want to see. But
I'vo been thinking of something else.
What will your Cousin say?
Suppose bo should object?"

"Object! should like to seo him
object after losing tho fight himself."
Marlon laughed. "Well, do think
you can find the way down thero for
us?"

"I can find any way anywhere within
100 miles of here."

On the 20th of McCloud
havo something of an army of men In
tho Crawling Stone valley. Of these,
250 were In the vicinity of the bridge,
the abutments and piers of which
wero put In Just below the Dun-
ning ranch. Near nt Bill Dan-
cing, with a big gang, had been for
some time watching the Ice and dyna-
miting the Jams. McCloud brought In
moro mon as the rlvor continued to
rise. Tho danger line on tho gauges
was at length RUbmcrgod, for
threo days tho maln-lln- construction

had been robbed of men to
guard tho soft above and be-

low tho bridge. Tho now track
and down tho valley hnd becomo a
highway of escapo from tho arid
the track patrols were met at every
curvo by cattle, horses, deer, wolves
and coyotoa fleeing from tho waste
of waters that spread over tho bot-

toms.
Through tho Dunning tho

Crawling Stone river makes a far
bend across tho valley to tho north
and cast. extraordinary volumo
of water now pouring through the Box
canyon exposed of tho
ranch to the caprlco of tho rlvor, and

at tho point of Its tremendous
to the north It should cut back Its
old channel tho would wipe
the entire body of ranch alfalfa lands
off the faco of tho valley. With tho
heat of the lengthening days a
vast rose from the chill wators
of the river, marking In ominous wbd
lngs the channel of the main
through a yellow sea which, Ignoring
tha usual landmarks at trs

!!

"f
dunes, flank. . . t .nr brow,

side. t.at Im thr afternoon
the day that Dloksk' wl'h Miirlm
sought McCloud. a itorm drifted down
tho Topah Ttipnh bills, and heavy
showers broke ncross the vullev.

At ult;htfa1t tho rain had passed nnd
the mist lifted from the river. Abovo
tho bluffs rolling patches of cloud ob-

scured tho face of tho moon, tho
distant thunder had ceased, and at
midnight the valley tho brldpo
lay In n stlllncFS broken by the
hoarse calls of tho patrols and fnr-ol- f

mpgnphonos. the bridge camp.
which lay on IiIgIi ground near tho
grnde, tho distant lamps of tho track- -

walkers could bo seen moving dimly.
Before th" camp-lir- e in front of Me- -

Cloud's tent a voup of men, suifj ing
nnd talking, sat or lay sprawled on
tarpaulins, drying themselves after tho

dnv. Anions: them were tho
weather-beate- remnants of old
guard nt tho mountnln workers, men
who had fought tho Spider Water
with Glover. Bill Dancing, lingo, lum-

bering, awkward as a nnd as
shifty, was talking, because with no
apparent effort he could talk all night,
and was a valuable man at keeping
the camp awake. Bill Dancing talked
and. after Sinclair's name had been
dropped from the roil, ate and drank
more than any two men on t.'io dl- -

vision. "A apart, McCloud Iny
on a leather caboose cushion trying to
get a nap.

The man sent to the hnd
turned back, and behind his lantern
Dancing heard the treai! of horses. Ho

nt one side of thu camp-tir-

while tho visitors rode up; they weio
women. Dancing stood dumb as they
advanced into tho llrellrht. The ono

spoke: "Mr., Dancing, don't
you know mo?" As she flopped
horso tho light of lire her
face. "Why, Mis' Sinclair'."

"Yes. Miss Dunning Is with
me, returned Marlon. Bill stag-vred- .

"This is an awful place to get to; we
have boon nearly drowned, and wo
want to see Mr. McCloud."

McCloud, roused by Marlon's voice,
came forward. "You were asleep,"
said she as he greeted her. "I am so
sorry wo have disturbed you!" Sho
looked careworn a little forlorn,
yet but a littlo considering tho strug-
gle sho Dlcksle had to roach
the camp.

Light bla7ed from tho camp-fire- ,

where Dlcksle stood talking with Dan-
cing about horses.

"Thoy are in desperate straits up at
the ranch," Marlon went on, when Mc-

Cloud had assured her of her welcome.
"I don't see how they cbu save it. The
river Is starting to flow into tho old

, , . , , - , . , .
cnannci ami mores a u:g jionu rigiu
In the alfalfa

"It will play the deuce with things
If It gets through there," mused Mc-

Cloud. "I wonder how tho river Is?
I've been asleep. Bill!" he called
to Dancing, "what water have you

"Twenty-eigh- t six Just sir.

She's very, very slow, Mr. Mc-

Cloud."
"So I am responsible for tills In-

vasion," continued Marlon, calmly.
"I've been up with DlckHo tho
ranch; she sent for me. .lust think of
It no woman but old Puss within ten
miles of the poor child! And they

'. ,, .ing over to see you
started out together and ineivlfill
goodness, such a as we havo
had!"

"But you started out together;
did you leave her?"

"Thero she stands tho other side of
tho fire. Dicksie!"

"Why did you not tell r.10 sho was
here!" exclaimed McCloud.

Dicksie came Into the light as ho
hastened over. If she was uncertain
in manner, he was not. Ho met her,
laughing Ju.--t enough to relievo the
tension of which both for 1111 Instant
wero conscious. She gave him her
hand when ho put his out, though he

that trembled a little. "Such a
ride as you have had! Why did you
not semi me word ? 1 would havo
come to you!" he exclaimed, throwing
reproach into tho words.

Dlcksle her eyes. "I wanted
to ask you whethor you would sell us
some grain sacks, Mr. McCloud, to
use at tho If you could sparo
them?"

"Sacks? Why, of course, all you

"But How Did You Ever Get Hd-c?-

want! But how did you get hero?
In all this water, and two
women! You have been in danger to-

night. Indeed you have don't toll 1110!

And you aro both wet; I know It. Your
feet must be wot. Come to the lire.

Bill!" bo to Dancing, "what's
tho matter with your wood? Let us
havo a flro, won't you? one worth
while; nnd build another In front of
my tent. I can't hello vo you havo
ridden hero all tho way f)0m tho
ranch, tww of you alien!" exclaimed
McCloud, hastening boxes up to tho
flro for seats.

Marlon laughed. "Dlcksle can go
nnywhero! I couldn't havo ridden from
tho house to tho barns alone."

"Then tell mo how you could do It?"
demanded McClcud, devouring Dlckslo
with his eyes,

Dlcksla looked at Urn flru "I Unnw

most as much as I let ' have been trying everywhere to pet
silly pride prevent your being sensible, bags, and you have all the and
dear." Dlcksle Into tears. Mar-,n- e hive' been hur.zln'j around
Ion drew over to sptte, and ' there for a week bumble-sh- e

had cry out. When it was dclng just about much
over changed the subject. Dlckslo sood. She I talked it all ov-- t this

nflnrnnnu t Irtlil li,,r V'ic rntn.
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all the roads pretty well. Wo did not

lost once," sho confessed In n low

voice "but we got out again. ;

"The roads arc all tinder water,
though."

"What tlmo Is It, plenso?"
McClotul looked at his watch. "Two

minutes past 12."

Blcksle started. "Past 12? Oh, thh
n dreadful! Wo must start right

back, Marion. I nnd no Idea we hnd
boon five hours coming live miles."

McCloud looked nt her, us It still
nimble to comprehend what she hnd
accomplished In crossing the Hooded
i,ntoma. Her ever, fell back to the

"What n blaz!" she inumured
ns thu driftwood snapped and roared.
jfg uno for tonight, l.m't It?"

..t .now J0 i,ot h ,,., ,avo ,nn
,,, tllr, Wnter ." lie !nltmi innni,, r.
waril )n fron, of i)i,.;nlo t0 fl,cl

. .

on s sutrt.
"I'm not wet!" declared Marlon,

drawing back.
"Nonsense, you are wot as a rat!

Tell me," he asked, H.oklng at Dlckslo,
"about your trouble up nt the bend. I

know something about it. Aro tho men
tli-r- e Given up, have they?
Too bad! Do open your Jackets nnd
try to dry j ourselves, both of you, and
I'll take a lod!; at tho rlor."

"Sii nose -- I only say suppose you
first tnke a look at me," The voice
came fi'itn behind the group at the
the, and the three turned together.

"By lKnvrn. Gordon Smith!"
McCloud. "Whero did you

come from?"
Whispering Pmlth rtood In the glrom

In patience. Wlfre do I look as if I

had como from? Why don't you ask
me wlutlier I'm wet? And won't you
Introduce me but this is Miss Dick-bI-

Dunning, I am sure."
Marion with laughter hastened the

Introduction.
"And you are wet, of course," said

Mfdoud. fe. ling Smith's shoulder.
No. only I havo fallen Into

the river two or ihree limes, apd the
Inst lime a hi-- ; rhinoceros of yours
down the grade, a section foreman
named Kl"in, was obliging enough to
pull me out. Ob, no! I wna not look-
ing for you," he ran on, answering
McCloud's question; "not when he
pulled me out. I was just looking
for a fsitm or a ladder or sowMilng.
Klein, for :i man named Small, Is the
blggi-s- t Dutchman I ever 'Tell
me. Klein," I akd. after h had quit
drawi in" out N-'- a Hanoverian

'where did yp-- i pit your pull? And
how about your height? Did your
grandfather gem- - as a groniull'T under
old Frederick William and was he kid-

naped?' Bill, don't Iced my horre for
a while. And Klein tried to light a
eiirar I had just taken from my pocket
and giver, him fancy! the Germans
are a remarkable people and sat down
to tell me bin history, when some
friend down the lino began biwllng
through a megup'.iono, and all thai
poor Klein had time to say was thtr
he had had no supper, nor dinner, no:
yet breakfast, and would be obligee
for some by the beat he forwarded m.
In." And, in closing, Whi3priiu'
Smith looked cheerfully around at
Mnrion, ul .McCloud. and last an''
longest ef all at Die Dunning.

"Did you come f 11:11 rcro.--s tin
river?" a'.ed Die! Mo, adjusting In

wet s' ii t over l:er
"You : ii; we'." observe

Whls i" rln
or?"

:n-l'- ! . "Across the r.'
be 1 1. "Weil, h: r.llv.
MNs F.very bridge !.

down tb , ..i.,.y 0v ,t 'he r:ir.
mad bribe r I'd th io a;e e w thin-- :

I don't tuel t. 1:10 !3 . . U'l i

.sto-i- e on a tivr. No. tblf, w 1 s : ro
a little break in ;'i!s )v;in '(' 'iond'
t r.i. I .me, to frrik, r.0-- 1 tli'
Diit.i.;::.' :i '1 to 1; '; .'; tv , w !;:
who H'd va t'. e:
o'clock 1 ,K 1 : 1 '. x v to sa
that tl - ., ::.e h of 1" IITe

nnd Whi. jr riiv; H'nitl loo' (1 I '

around the 1 i:- -! . gal n i"
smiled.

Die!;.;ie s;'ok" in 'in it. "I!'-- -

Old jo'i know w( ro,'. ? Ye
wero not at tho ra'ieh hi n i.. h ft

"Ob, de-i'- t a' k it 1! Marie-- .

"He Kt'owH ovi vyth :i: p!;vn
Mi Cleed.

Wl".ynorliv; tu "I o Jit k"
"I war i.itere; U'd in !: 'it '!'
go safe!y to their de. !:.!'.. :

ever it 'ui'li' be, v!:'.: h wa. "''Hi
my 1 . tK d to u- e
mm that reen them si.u", !!'
was all. Yon don't itni'. 'and ' We"
if yon want it in plain I mat'
ii my buslne s to si e a l.' iu v, 1m tn.i'"
it his hu?lneii to i;ee tb-- :i B's
Very ii'. iplo, but these people Ilk" t

make a mystery of it. G 10.I

tne scarcer than rlelio-s- tin I more o

be prized than Itti'- gold- - in my ju ' '

mom I rode alter them."
Marlon pin her baud fe, a moii'".'

on his eoal alcove; lie lonk' d ai Dill'
with apother laugh and spoke
In an1-- , he ibivil ot look tnw-.r- d

M'irioii. "lining bai k tonl'.ht. do oti
say? You never are?"

Dlehsl" answered quite In earneft;
"Oh, but v.'t are. Wo must:"

"Why did you come, It's
taken half tl,e np.-li-t to get here, ri;!
will take a night and a half at lo-i-

g( t back."
"We came to usk Mr. McCloud for

iomv ginln .,;.rk- you know, tl-- i

lu;.o nothing to work v.lth at the
ranch," salt! Marlon; "and he said w.
might have and wo are to ". !

for them In tho morning."
"I seo. But we may as well tal'.

plainly." Smith looked ;.t Dicksie.
"You aro as brave and as game as a
girl cr-- be, I know, or vou couldn't
have dono this. Sacks full of sand,
with the boys at tho much to handle
them, vouhl do no more good

at the bend than bluddi rs. The
rher is t'owlng Into Squaw lake nhove
there now. A hundred men that know
the might check things yet If
they'ie there by daylight. Nobodv
else, nnd nothing elso on God's earth
can."

These wan silence beforo tho flro.
McCloud broke It: "1 can put the 100
men liiero nt daylight, Gordon, If Miss
DuuHng and hur cousin want them,"
said McClould.

Merlon sprang to her feet. "Oh,
will ou do that, Mr. McCloud?"

McCloud looked nt Dlcksla. "If they
nre wanted."

DIckile tiled to look at the fire. "Wo
have deserved help from Mr.
McCloud at the ranch," she itnld at
la-- '

He put out his hand. I must object.
Tho first wrecJt I ovr--v kad en UiA U

vision Miss l)iiniiliiR ode 20 miles to
offer help. Isn't that true? Why, I

v.ouiu wjik iuu nines to return mo
r to her. Perhaps your cousin

miiim (inject, lie. nuggcsieu, luriiuin
to Dlckslo; "but no, I think we can
mtitinge that. Now what aro we going
to do? You two can't go back to-

night, that Is certain."
"Wo must."
"Then you will havo to go In boatB,"

said Whispering Smith.
"But tho hill road?"
"Thero Is live feet of water across It

In half a do-?e- places. I swam my
horse through, so I ought to know."

"It Is nil back-wate- of course, Miss
Dunning," explained McCloud. "Not
dangerous."

"But moist." suggested Whispering
Smith, "especially In tho dark."

McCloud locked at Marlon. "Then
lot's bo sensible." ho said. "You and
Mis'! Dunning can havo my tent."

"Is this whero vou stay?" asked
Dlck?Ie.

'Tour of us sleep In the cots, when
we can, nnd an Indefinite number He

on the ground when It rains.'
"Which Is our bod?"
"I usually sleep thero." Ho pointed

to th one on tho right.
"I thought so. It has tho blanket

folded hneit so neatly, Just as If thero
were sheets under It. I'll hot there
aten't any."

"Do ou think this Is a summer re-

sort? Knloly, my assistant, sleeps
thre. hut of course we are never both
in bed at the same time; he's down
the river It's a sort of con-

tinuous pcformance, yon know." Mc-

Cloud inok 'd nt Dlcksle. "Take off
your coat, won't you, jl"aie?"

Willi; erln-- i .Smith was trying to
drag a 'Vst from tho foot of tho cot,
and Marion stood watching. "What
ar yen try'n-- ; to do?"

"Get iliis over to the table for a
seat."

"Silly man! why don't you movo the
table?"

Dicltsit, wan taking off her coat.
How Invlti" It all is!" she smiled.

"And tin-- , is where you stay?"
"When it reins." answered McCloud.

"Lot me ha," your hat, too."
"My ha'.r Is a sight. I know. Wo

rode or; rocks and up gullies Into the
brusih "

"And through lakes oh, I know! I

can't errweive how you ever got here
at all. Your hair Is all right. This Is

camp, anyway. But if you want a
ilass im run have one. Knlsely Is a
great s veii; he's just from school, and
has no ud of things. I'll rob his bag."

"Don't dlstuib Mr. Knisely's bag for
he i r'd!

"But ou are not taking oft your hat.
You si m to have something on your
mind."

"Ik lp me to get It oft my mind, will
you.

"If ou will let me.
"Tell mo how to thank you for your

generosity. I came all the way over
here to ask you for Just the
help you have offered, and I could not

It stuck In my throat. But that
wasn't what was on my mind. Tell
me what you thought when I acted so
dreadfully at Marlon's

"I didn't deserve anything better
after placing myself In such a fool
position. Why don't you ask mo what
I thought the day you acted so beau
Mfully at Crawling Stone ranch?
thought that tho finest thing I ever
aw."

"You wero not to blame at Marl
on's."

"I r"emed to be, which Is just as
bad. I am going to start tho 'phones
iolng. It's up to me to make good
on know, in nbout four hours with a

lot of men nnd material. Aren't you
i'olrg to take off your hat? and your
gloves aro soaking wet

A voice called tho supcrintenden' r.

'"uno through tho tent door. "Mr. Me

Cloud?"
"What is It. Bill?"

Twenty-eigh- t and nine-tenth- s on
the gauge, sir.''

McCloud Ionised at his companions
"I told you so. I'p three-tenths- . Thank
you, Bill; I'll lie with you in a minute
Tell Cheny to come and take away
the suppet things, will you? That Is
about all tho water we shall get to-

night, I think. It's a'l we want,"
added McCloud, glnnoltr; at his watch.
' I'm going to ,al;e a look at tho river.
We shall bo quiet now around here un-

til half-pas- t three, and if you, Marion,
and MIfs Dunning will take the tent,
you can havo two hours' rest before
'.ve start. Bill Dancing will guard
vou against Intrusion, and If jou want
ico water ring twice."

CHAPTER XIX.

A Ta!!--. with Whispering Smith.
When Whispering Smith had fol-

lowed McCloud from tho tent. Dlcksle
irned to Marlon and cnif-'h-t her hand.
Is this the terrible man I have hoard
'tout 7" she murmured. "And I

bought blm ferocious! But is ho as
llliless as ihoy say, Mnrion?"

Marlon laughed a troubled littlo
itiilgh of sin prise and sadness. "Dear,
lie isn't pitiless tit all. Ho has un-

pleasant things to do. and does them,
lie - the man on whom the railroad
!' lies to repress the lawlessness that
breaks out in the mountains at times

ml Interferes with tho operating of
the road. It frightens people away,

nd prevents others from coming In
, settle. Ballroads want law and

orihr. Bobbery and murders don't
inalso business for railroads. They de-

pend on settlers for developing a
country, don't you know; otherwise
h' ) would hnve no traffic, not to
pe.ik of wanting their trains nnd men

let nlone. When Mr. Bucks under-
took to open up this country to set-

tlers ho needed a man of patience
and endurance nnd with courage and
skill in dealing with lawless men, and
no man has ever succeeded so well as

this terrible man you havo heard
abor.i He Is terrible, ray dear, to law-los-

men, not to any ono olso, He Is

terrible In resource and in daring, but
not In anything olso I know of, and 1

know him when ho waB a boy and
woro a nlnk worsted scarf when he
wont skating "

"I should llko to have seen that
scarf," said Dlcksle, reflectively. She
rose nnd looked around thn tent. In
a few minutes sho made Marlon He
down on ono of tho cots, Then she
walked to the front of tho tont, opened
tuo flap, and looked out.

Whispering Smith was sitting be
tore the Are, Hala jraa (aUUuc.bnt

Dlckslo put on her close-fittin-g black
coat, ralsod the door-flap- , and walked
noUelessly from the tont and up be-

hind hltn, "Alone In the rain?" sh
asked.

Sho had expected to see blm start
'at her voice, but he did not, tboogb
ho rose and turned around. "Not

HI

"Alone In the Ralnf

now, he answered an ne otrerM net
his box with a smile.

Arc you taking your hat off for ma
In tho rain? Put It on again!" she In-

sisted with a little tone of command,
and Ghe was conscious ot gratification
when he obeyed amiably.

"I won't take your bo unless yon
can And another!" she said. "Oh, you
have another! I came out to tell yon
what a dreadful man I thought you
were, and to apologize."

"Never mind apologising. Lots of
people think worse than that of ma
and don't apologize. I'm sorry I have
no shelter to offer you, except to sit
on this side and take the rain."

"Why should you take the rain for
mo?"

"You are a woman." , ,j
"But a stranger to you." i ''
"Only In a way."
Dlckslo gazed for a moment at the

flro. "You won't think me abrupt, will
you?" sho said, turning to him, "but,
as truly as I live, I cannot account for
you, Mr. Smith. I guess at the ranch
we don't know what goes on In tha
world. Everything I see of you con-
tradicts everything I havo heard of
you."

"You haven't seen much of me yet,
you know, and you may have heard
much better accounts of me than I
deserve. Still, It Isn't surprising yon
can't account for me; in fact, it would
be surprising If you could. Nobody
pretends to do that You must not be
shocked If I can't even account for
myself. Do you know what a derelict
Is? A ship that has been abaadonef
but never wholly sinks."

"Please don't make fun of me! How
did you happen to come Into tha
mountains? I do want to understand
things better."

"Why, you are In real earnest,
aren't you? But I am not making fun
of you. Do you know President Bucks?
No? Too bad! He's a very handsome
old bachelor. And he Is one of those
men who get all sorts of men to do
all sorts of things for them. Tou
know, building and operating railroads
In this part of the country Is no Joke.
The mountains are filled with men
that don't care for God, man, or the
dovll. Sometimes they furnish their
own ammunition to fight with and
don't bother the railroad for years, at
fiich times the railroad leaves them
alone. For my part, I never quarrel
with a man that doesn't quarrel with
tho road. Then comes a tlmo when
they get after us. shooting our men or
robbing our agents or stopping our
trains. Of course we have to get
busy then. A few years ago they wor-
ried Bucks till they nearly turned his
hair gray. At that unfortunate tlmo
I happened Into his office with a letter
of Introduction from his closest Chi-

cago friend, Willis Howard, prince ot
good men, the man that made tha
Palmer house famous yes. Now I
had come out here, Miss Dunning I
almost said Miss Dlcksle, because I
hear It so much "

I should be greatly set up to bear
ycu call me Dlcksle. And I have won-

dered a thousand times about your
name. Dare I ask why do they call
you Whispering Smith? Tou don't
whispor."

He laughed with abundance ot good- -

humor. "That Is a ridiculous accident.
and It all came about when I lived in
Chicago. Do you know anything about
the Infernal climate there? Well, In
Chicago I used to lose my voice when-
ever I caught a cold sometimes tot
weeks tcgether. So they began call-

ing me Whispering Smith, and 1'ra
never been able to shake tha name.
Odd, Isn't It? But I came out to go
Inio the real estate business. I was
looking for some gold-bearin- g farm
lands "here I could raise quarts, don't
you know, and such things yet. X

don't mind telling you this, though X

wouldn't toll It to everybody"
"Certainly not," assented Dlcksle,

di awing her skirt around to sit la
cloter confidence.

"I wanted to get rich quick," mur-
mured Whispering Smith, confi-
dentially.

"Almost criminal, wasn't It?"
"1 wanted to have evening clothes."
"Yes."
"And for onco In my life two palra

of suspenders a modest ambition, but
a gnawing one. Would you believe Itt
Beforo I left Bucks' qnce he had hired
me for a railroad man. When he asked
me what I could do, and 1 admitted a
little experience- - In handling real es-

tate, he brought his fist down on tha
table and swore I should be his right-of-wa- y

man."
"How about the mining?"
Whispering Smith waved his band

In something of the proud manner la
which Bucks could wave his presi-
dential hand. "My business, Bucka
said, need not Interfere with that, not
In the least; he said tbat I could do
all the mining I wanted to, and I
have done all the mining I wanted to.
But hero Is the singular thing that
happened: I opened up my afiee aai
had nothing to do; they didn't seem to
want any right of way Just then. I
kept getting my check erery month,
and wasn't doing a hand's turn but rid- -


