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is another, shorter novel, I» Howard Fielding, in which a
man follows a strange bent to achieve righteous ends. Of
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funny, the authors fifing Peter B. Kyne, A. M, Chisholm,
Ralph Bergengren and Frederick Niven.
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Jack of Hearts

By George Pattullo

Author of “ The Sheriff of Badger,"” 1Pitchfork Pat,"” Etc.

He was willing; to make one heap of all his winnings and risk them on
one turn of pitch and toss; and lose, and start again at the beginning, and
never breathe a word about his loss. That is the kind of man who domi-
nates this story. Riker Keene, of the Heart Ranch—Jack of Hearts—is a
character who at first seems to have just two dimensions: straight up and
across; but when you get to know him better you’ll strike angles and turns
that will surprise you. We know you are going to like this whole-souled
product of the cow country, lord of a million acres, tallying his cattle by
the scores of thousands, yet pleased as a boy by a word of praise, and in-
genuous as a child, particularly where women were concerned.

(A Complete Novel)

CHAPTER . “Hi-yi, boys!” he yelled.

me! Quick!

No. 1.

“Come to
Drive 'em back from the

F you fellows can't work a door
quicker'n that, let somebody at it
who can. Get back there with the
kids, and prod them cattle up.

Here, let me show you.”

The voice was strident and domineer-
ing. Followed a tremendous heave of
the shoulder; the rusty iron bar gave
way, and the door dropped out.

Forty-three yearlings surged from
the car onto the platform, and a yell of
glee burst from the spectators, howls
and objurgations from the shipping
crew.- Everybody scattered to the top
of the pens to be out of harm’s way—
everybody except the man who had
caused the turmoil. He grabbed a
prod pole, and began to belabor the
brutes threatening to engulf him.

iR

end there. Open the gates, somebody.
Now we've got 'em. Don't let that one

slip down!” A heifer was disappearing
between car and platform. “That’s the
ticket. Now, all together. In you go!”

By a concerted rush his men drove
the dangerous, jostling bunch down the
chute and into the crowding pen. The
gate was slammed; he yelled for a ham-
mer, and with the assistance of a train-
hand repaired the door in a trice.

“Let ’em come again,” he ordered
“No—wait!”

His eye had taken cognizance of the
two who had been reprimanded. They
were indolently rolling cigarettes and
exchanging amused remarks in lowered
voices. Stepping toward them, he said :
“Get back there with those kids. Or
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Do one or the
You're both

get up on the fence.
other, but move quick.
useless.”

"Is that so?” one retorted sulkily.
"We don’t figure on being talked to that
way, Keene.”

“Hold 'em a minute ! Lock the gate!”
roared Keene.

He sprang on the nearer, and hurled
him off the platform to the ground, a
fall of live feet. The second would
have banged him over the head with
a two-by-four had he been given the
opportunity, but Keene Kkicked him
shrewdly in the shin, and he dropped
the weapon, hopping about with cries of

pain. A light push sufficed to remove
him.

/'Now, let ’em ride”—ignoring the
two utterly. “Hurry with that gate.

Prod 'em up, boys! In you go?

As they again pushed and wrestled
the cattle into the car, a brisk fight was
in progress on the ground, but Keene
gave no heed. Not until he had tailed
the last yearling behind the crossbar
did he deign to notice the combat. Then
he asked genially, as he sealed the car:
"Finished with him, Red? Good!
Now you two loafers take yourselves
off before | lose my temper.”

From the track beyond a soft, petu-
lant voice repeated: “Until he loses his
temper! Oh, did you hear him, dad?”

“Now, | wonder who that is?” mut-
tered the cowman.

The next car to be loaded was laid
opposite the chute, and he jumped in to
fix the board on the far door. That
brought him close to the rear coach of
a passenger train on the main line. And
there stood the owner of the voice. An
elderly man and a young girl were on
the observation platform. She was
clinging to his arm.

“Howdy, colonel! called Keene,
busy jamming the board into place.

“Why, surely it can’t be—yes, it is,
too! Hel-lo, Riker, is that you?”

“This dog-gone railway— never did
—send me a whole car in ten years.
Hammer here. Get busy!” So far as
Keene was concerned, the girl might
not have existed.

She whispered to her companion.

“Mr. Keene— hey, Riker, pay atten-
tion! This is my daughter.”

The cowman stopped hammering
long enough to tilt his hat.

“Maybe”— bang, biff, bang— “it’s like
you heard some of the boys using pro-
fane language, ma'am?”

“Yes, some of the boys"— laying
stress on the word— “certainly did.”

“Well, you see, Miss Stinson,” said
Keene, stopping to look straight at her,
“that’s only business talk. These ornery
cattle are just naturally so ignorant they
wouldn’t understand anything else.
Isn't that so, colonel?”

His friend smiled indulgently, and
agreed that such was the case.

“It reminds me of a horse | drove
once. Well, sir, | beat that horse and
argued with him and talked civil, and
not a foot better'n four miles an hour
could I raise. Come to find out, he'd
been drove by a Swede.”

He broke off. Miss Stinson queried:
“What had that to do with it?”

“The rascal couldn’'t understand, you
see. | went to work and learned to talk
Swede, and that same sorry animal run
away with me eleven miles. Yes,
ma’am!” And Keene turned his back
to resume the loading.

“Shipping much, Riker?” bawled the
colonel.

“Some. | was a little overstocked. |
reckon I'll get rid of six or seven thou-
sand head, maybe.”

“Well, so long.”

“Adios!” yelled Riker, leaping nimbly
out of reach of an indignant cow.

The passenger train drew away, and
the observation platform came into full
view of the pens.

“Say,” Keene added, making a mega-
phone of his hands, “I'll likely see you
next week, Stinson. Coming in.”

The colonel nodded to show that he
had caught it, and they remained star-
ing back at the frenzied mass of cattle
and men.

“Who is he, anyway, dad?” Her arm
was through his, her head pressed light-
ly against his shoulder.

“Who? Riker? Why, that's Keene.”

“1 know his name,” she said fretfully.
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“But who is her 1 think he’s perfectly

dreadful!”
“Dreadful fiddlesticks!” snorted
Colonel Stinson. “Keene’'s the best

cowman in America. He’s in a class
by himself as a trader.”

“Well, he may be,” Doria returned.
“But he’s awful, just the same. | never
heard such language. And he’s so inso-
lent. Didn’t you see how he stared at
us?”

“No, | was thinking— I wonder what
he’s holding his steers at—hem! I'll
wire him—he’'d never answer a letter.
Let’s go in to lunch, Dot. This air
makes me hungry.”

After two hours of sweating labor,
Red took advantage of a halt to draw
a breath and get a drink of water. He
remarked to his boss: “That was shore
some gal, Keene.”

“Who? | didn't see any girl. Oh,
on the train? That's ol' Stinson’s
daughter. You remember him, Red?

Used to run the Bar T Bar.”

“1 knowed the ol’ rascal.”

“So you think she’s some girl? Uh-
uh—spoiled. When you meet a girl
with brown eyes who bosses her pa,
Red, you'd best duck for the tall grass.
Take it from me.”

“l ain't never been out of the tall
grass.” answered Red wistfully.

CHAPTER I

There was an informal dance at the
Country Club. The month was Sep-
tember, and the night warm, so that the
floor was almost deserted. The major-
ity of the guests were gathered on the
wide verandas, or strolling down the
drive and on, the lawns.

Among those who braved the heat
was Dora Stinson, in a thin white dress
with green sash and slippers to match.
Her dark-red hair and smoldering eyes
were in sharp contrast to the milky
whiteness of her skin, and gave her a
foreign look. Alone of her set. she
scorned make-up.

“Who's the big man leaning against
the wall over there?” she asked her
partner as they rocked about in the
turkey trot.

‘Who? Where? Search me— never
saw him before. Wait a minute, though.
Yes, | know him. He’'s a rich cowman
from somewhere in the Panhandle. |
saw him at lunch with old J. B. Carver
to-day. They say it's forty miles from
his gate to his front door, Doria:”

“1 wonder— | know | have— I've seen
his face before somewhere.”

Said Halsell: “He came in a few
minutes ago with a bunch of sports.

You likely saw him then. The rest of
them are down in the grill, getting
pickled.”

“Let’s go over that way. I've—1 be-

lieve I know him.”

They zigzagged toward the orchestra
and the sun-browned man, who was in
a dinner coat and smoking a cigarette.
He was not big; he only conveyed that
impression.  About five feet ten in
height, he had a tremendous sweep of
shoulder, and there was an arrogance
in his bearing that created the idea of
bulk. His back was against the wall,
and he had his hands deep in his trou-
sers pockets. Although his survey of
the dancers was devoid of expression,
nevertheless was he alert to all that oc-
curred, and when one couple performed
an exaggerated dip, he smiled. It was
not an especially nice smile—such a
smile might Attila have worn at a revel
of Roman dandies.

“Yes, that's he. It’s the same chap,”
said Halsell, when he glimpsed the
smile. “One of those rich roughnecks
who blow in here and people take ’em
up. And Lord knows where they come
from and how they got it. Look at
him— got a mug like an Indian.”

“1 don't think so at all,”
Doria resentfully.

Just then the newcomer put a ques-
tion to the conductor, thereby bringing
his profile into strong relief. His nose
was aggressively prominent, the quick
turn of his head had something of in-
solent authority in it. Mouth and chin
denoted resolution that might prove
cruel, but somehow' the puckers of wrin-
kles around the shrewd, steel-gray eyes
—wrinkles not of age but of the glare
of baleful skies— offset them. Those

replied
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infinitesimal lines hinted of humor and
kindliness.

Halsell made an unfortunate effort
to be funny. “l wonder how he got
in?” he whispered.

To which Doria snapped: “What'’s
the matter with him? Why shouldn’t
he be here?”

“Do you know him?” he quizzed,
faintly amused.

“lI've seen him before somewhere.
But for the life of me | can’t think
where.”

“Carver brought him here.
to be more particular.”

' “Don’t be nonsensical!” she rebuked,
with a measure of contempt. “It makes
me tired to hear any one talk that way.
Where did your father and mine get
their money? We’'re fine ones to criti-
cize l”

Halsell flushed uncomfortably, for
she had touched him on the raw. It was
not a form of vanity to which he was
given, but—why he could not have told
—he resented the man’s presence. Just
then the music stopped, and Doria cried,
with a clap of her slim, white hands:
“Xow | know. It's the same man!”

“Same man? Who?”

“The—the man who swore.”

Lome gaped at her method of iden-
tification, and treated the stranger to
another inspection.

“Yes,” he said judicially.
like he could.”

At that moment Keene straightened,
took his hands out of his pockets, but-
toned his dinner coat, and came toward
her. Oddly enough his approach threw
Doria into a flutter.

"Lorne,” she began, “take me over
to the punch bowl. Quick! No, never
mind. . He'd think----- "

"What's the matter?” inquired Hal-
sell. “Don’t you want to meet that fel-
low? You aren’t afraid of him, are
you ?’

"How dp you do, Miss Stinson?”

"It’'s Mr. Keene, isn't it?” She af-
fected doubt with perfect skill as she
gave him her hand.

The cowman’s eyes twinkled, he
gripped Halsell hard enough to make
him wince, and then began to stare at

He ought

“He looks

her intently, tranquilly, and with frank
pleasure.

“Say, that's a pretty dress,” said he,
just as though they were old friends
and alone. “I didn’'t get a right good
look at you last time. Do you remem-
ber those yearlings? | nearly fired Red
for the talk he made.”

Her reply was unintelligible, because
Lorne was doing pantomime behind
Keene’s back.

“Thanks for that dance, Doria,”
Lorne put in, with unnecessary formal-
ity; “I've got this next one.”

And off he went, chuckling, while
the pink of anger flooded Doria’s face
and neck. Keene perceived that he was
the cause of this confusion, and glanced
gravely from the slender, carefully
tailored youth back to the bridling girl.
The music started again.

“I'd like to ask you to dance, Miss
Stinson. But | don't dance.”

“The walk is very easy to learn,” she
suggested.

“Oh, that! | could do that.” The
look he threw over the gyrating couples
was surcharged with amusement. “But
| wouldn’t do that with you.”

While you could count twenty she
regarded him in incredulous astonish-
ment. He was smiling at her much as
an older brother might. Then she
walked calmly away, holding her head
rather higher than usual. He followed
in awkward haste.

“Miss Stinson,” he pleaded, “I didn't
mean— won't you let me explain?”

She did not seem to hear.

“l want to talk to you,” said Riker,
with an abrupt assumption of stern-
ness.

“Really?” glancing about for a seat.

They were near the open doors.

“Let’s go outside.”

She would have refused, but that she
perceived Lorne and his partner watch-
ing them with glee. So she inclined her
head and led the way onto the veranda.
At least a score of people were walk-
ing there.

“Couldn't we go down the drive?”
Keene proposed, almost with timidity.
“1 mean, would it be all right?”

"Of course,” assented Doria, break-
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ing into a smile in spite of herself. To
see him diffident was so wholly unex-
pected.

"1 couldn’t say what 1 want to say in
front of all those folks,” he told her.

“That sounds very interesting,” she
answered coldly.

The clubhouse was built on the crest
of a knoll, with a wide terrace sloping
down toward a patch of small trees.
There were benches amid the trees, and
they could see the shimmer of dresses
and hear voices and laughter. The
drive swept in a circle; a path led off
from it past the trees and over a rustic
bridge that spanned a tiny lake. The
moon was almost at the full, and it was
bright as early dawn. The soft south-
ern night teemed with pin-point sounds.
A mocking bird sang his heart out from
a chinaberry tree.

He paced silently at her side until
they reached the bridge. Doria was
wondering— she halted in the middle,
put her elbows on the railing, and
gazed down at the glinting water.
Keene stood stiffly erect beside her.

“Why wouldn’t you do the turkey
trot?” she demanded at last.

“Because,” he answered, measuring
his words, “it ain’t decent.”

“Mr. Keene— I—Ilet us
please.”

“No, wait a minute”—Ilaying a de-
taining hand on her arm. His manner
of doing it robbed the act of all offense
—*“1 just want to tell you why, Miss
Stinson. | learned that dog-gone dance
from a half-breed girl in a dance hall
in Naco. That was years back. We
were bringing a herd up from Sonora
to the border. So | wouldn’t do it—
with you.”

“Why, everybody-----
please. We must go back.”

He perceived that she could not be
placated, and offered no further pro-
test, but followed her off the bridge.
Before they reached the trees, she
stopped of her own accord.

“That was so unnecessary,” she said.
“l don’t suppose you realize how it
sounds. But why did you tell me?”

“Yes, | reckon it was a bit rough,” he
admitted dismally. “But you see, T

go back,

Let me go,
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never did any of these— stunts”— indi
eating the club and its revelers with a
movement of his arm. “Still, you'd
ought to know about that dance.”

“It’s much pleasanter not to,” she an-
swered, less frigidly.

“So you think it's better to always
do the easiest thing?”

Women dislike casuistry, and she was
framing a crushing rejoinder when
some men came out onto the veranda,
and called his name:

“Keene! Oh, Keene! Riker!”

“Let ’em holler,” said he. “That's
the bunch I came with. It's like they’re
going back to town.”

“Or they may want to see you.
Really, we had better go in.”

“Not just yet. Perhaps they only
want to give me a drink.”

She shrugged her shoulders, and in
the same tone he had first heard her
employ to her father, said: “I don’t see
what men have to drink Scotch high
balls for all the time.”

To have rules of life laid down to
him by a miss of her age did not strike
Keene as out of the way at all. He
replied placidly: “1 used to drink rye.
But I'm sort of educated up to Scotch
now.”

“Is—is that the cultivated taste?”

“They usually come to it.”

She slowed as they neared the steps.
Having roused no response to their
shouts. Keene’s friends had gone in-
doors. He was watching her face, and
wondering what next to say. Without
any preliminary’, she broke out: “Oh, |
hate it!”

“Hate what?” he inquired, in much

surprise,
“Nothing. Don’t pay any attention
to me.” Yet he could see that she was

distressed. “Tell me—when a man
drinks a good deal he drinks Scotch?”

“Not necessarily. It all depends on
his taste.” Keene was frankly puzzled.
“I'm awfully sorry, Miss Stinson, if
I've said anything to----- "

“You haven't,” she interrupted. “Let
us go in. | promised Mr. Halsell this
dance.”

Lome was not on the floor when they
entered, and did not come to claim it



6 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

“You mustn’t wait,” she commanded.
“He’ll be here soon.”

“I'll wait,” said Keene.

And they stood watching the dancers.
A girl went by with her arms clasped
behind a man’s back, and swaying at
the hips and shoulders like the lady who
advertises the side-show attractions
for adults only. Doria glanced at her,
and gave a slight shudder.

“They’re not all as bad as that,” she
said quickly, as though in defense of
her friends.

He smiled in understanding, and
Doria followed the girl’s progress about
the room. Gradually an expression of
doubt and chagrin dawned in her face;
it was as though she saw them all for
the first time.

“That does look-—- ” and she broke
off.

“If you like,” Keene volunteered, to
divert her, “I'll go look for that slave
of yours.”

“If you don't mind, Mr. Keene.”

Off went Riker, feigning that he ex-
pected to find Halsell in one of the
small sitting rooms, or smoking with
the men in the hall; but as soon as he
was hidden from her sight, he repaired
straight downstairs to the grillroom, a
brick-floored retreat of kegs in the mis-
sion style and English hunting prints,
where golfers were wont to stretch their
legs after eighteen holes, and quaff high
balls It was crowded with men, and
the air was blue and pungent.

Lorne was drinking with four others.
He was deadly pale, small beads of per-
spiration stood out on his forehead, and
his black eyes glowed like coals. Keene
laughingly, but nevertheless firmly, took
him in charge.

"Here he is,” he reported, returning
toward the end of the dance, and he
squeezed hard on the arm by which he
was piloting the boy. Halsell responded
to the warning like a thoroughbred.

“I'm awf’'ly sorry, Doria,” he apolo-
gized. “Il'got mixed up and thought it
was the next one.”

“It was the next one, too,” answered
Doria steadily. But there was relief in
her tone, for Lorne appeared normal,
except for his pallor.

Making her an old-fashioned bow,
Keene thanked her punctiliously for the
dance, and betook himself off.

“Let’s dance.”

“All right,” she replied; but as he
started the trot: “No, we’ll do the two-
step.”

Lorne stopped, and held her at arm’s
length to make sure that she was seri-
ous. With tragic pathos, he inquired:
“For the love of Mike, what's the mat-
ter?’

“Nothing,” she answered shortly.
“But it's so ungraceful. Besides, it's
against the rules of the club.”

“You've broken ’'em a thousand
times. Come on!”

“l won't, Lorne. 1 won't. If you
don’t want to two-step, we’ll sit out.”

“Something,” he said portentously,
“has happened. | fear the worst.”

However, they did the two-step.

“You've been drinking.”

“1 had one claret lemonade,” he con-
fessed glibly, turning his head aside.

“Please don't—tell me that/’ she en-
treated.

He could feel the pounding of her
heart, and stammered something in re-
morse.

“Let’s not talk about it,” she inter-
rupted, and they finished the dance in
constraint.

Afterward they sat on the veranda.
Lorne was feverishly restless, and
talked at random. Having endured this
for some minutes— “1f you want to go,
Lorne, why, go. Don’t let me keep
you.”

“Doria!” he protested, doing the in-
jured lover very well.

Yet he had been leading up to an es-
cape by devious hints, and when some-
body arrived to claim her for a waltz,
he greeted him like a fraternity brother.
Also he went back downstairs with
great promptitude.

“1 wonder,” queried Doria, “if Mr
Keene has gone home?”

“You mean the new man? The sun-
burned fellow? He’s downstairs now
with a bunch of old rounders— Carver
and that lot,” answered her partner.

“Is he? | shouldn’t have thought it.”

About midnight Keene emerged from
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the lower region at the head of the
bunch of old rounders. The others
were flushed and talked loudly; he ap-
peared to be about the same as usual.
Doria noted with an uneasiness she
could not analyze the way in which he
dominated the group, even in walking
across the floor. And she wondered
why they should pay this coarse man—
for he was coarse, she assured herself
—a species of homage. Two of his
satellites were powers in the local world
of finance, men to whom her father

would defer. Yet Keene did dominate
them— without doing anything, but
none the less unmistakably. It was

patent to any beholder.

On his lips was a faintly amused
smile as he listened to their babble, an
almost fatherly tolerance in his glance.
They tagged behind like a flotilla of ex-
cursion boats escorting a dreadnaught.
Once, when he flung back a “Yes,”
Carver, rated a multimillionaire, placed
a hand on his shoulder affectionately.
Riker shook it off brusquely and came
straight to where Doria was sitting.

“1 wanted to tell you good night. Miss
Stinson,” he began.

She introduced her partner. On him
Keene bestowed a swift, appraising
look, and then nodded perfunctorily, as
if in that second he had classified and
labeled him.

“Will you tell your father that I'll
call to see him at ten o’clock to-mor-
row morning, Miss Stinson?”

“Yes. if | see him before that,” she
laughed.

“Well, make it twelve, then. He
wired me about some stuff three days
ago, and | hadn’t time to answer.”

His friends, who were waiting near
the door, now discovered that the car
was not ready, and recrossed the room
and descended the stairs, to wait for it
in comfort. They called to him to join
them.

“I've asked some people to come out
to the ranch next month, Miss Stinson,”
said Keene, ignoring their importu-
nities. “1 hope you’ll join the party?”

The invitation was such a surprise
that she was at a loss. Sensing that

he was not wanted, her partner mur-
mured an excuse, and departed precipi-
tately.

“Come outside”—with a glance at
those who sat near, and who were try-
ing to look as if they were not listen-
ing— “I'll tell you all about it.”

As they were descending the steps:
“We’'re going to start gathering steers
on the eleventh. It'll take a month.
And | thought perhaps the work would
be interesting. Mrs. Harry Walton has

promised to chaperon a party. |I've
asked six already.”

“Mrs. Harry Walton?” repeated
Doria rather dubiously.

“Don’t you know her?”

“Yes, | know her—very slightly.”

He chose not to comprehend.

“I've asked Annielee Carver, and
Miss Sloan, and Harriet Gilmour. Are

they friends of yours? Aye, | thought
they were. And then young Seth Gil-
mour’s coming, and Dave Scoles, and
Tom Hall.”

“flow did you happen to— no, | won’t
ask that, either.”

He betrayed no curiosity.

“And 1I'd like to ask young Halsell,
if you think he’'d come.”

“Why'Lome?” she countered, with a
fine assumption of carelessness.

“Well, he seemed— | like the boy’'s
looks. And the ranch’d do him good.
Two weeks out there would—would do
anybody good.”

She pondered this for a few minutes,
while they paced up and down the ter-
raced slope. Somehow she found her-
self probing everything he said; casual
commonplaces seemed beneath him.

“It’'s awfully kind of you, Mr. Keene,
to ask me, too.”

“Kind?” he exclaimed, in his most
abrupt manner. “Don’t talk foolish !”

The moon’s pale light made a sheen
about Doria’s head. She was very
lovely, and Keene had been in the grill-
room for two solid hours. '

“Kind?” he said again, with a snort-
ing laugh. “I'd do something worth
while for you if | had the chance, Miss
Stinson.”

“Something worth while?” with a
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soft uplift of her eyes. “I don’t under-
stand.”
“You will, though, later. The minute

I saw you to-night | knew you were the
one woman in the world for Riker
Keene. Don’t be sc&red. Them other
fellows--——- "

“We must go in,” Doria said hastily.

That brought Keene back to earth
with a jar. He laughed, and the harsh
forcefulness of his manner gave place
to diffidence. Doria did not like it half
so well—the other was deliciously un-
certain, so full of possibilities.

“l reckon you’ll think I'm a rough
customer, Miss Stinson?”

She did not answer, but ascended the
steps, and he followed very meekly.
Halsell was waiting for her just inside
the door.

“Everybody’s going,” he announced.
“1 told Frank to bring the car around.”

She inclined her head, and went to
the dressing room for her wrap, with-
out bidding Keene good night. , Neither
did Lome.

Riker did not hesitate long, but went
in search of his friends. As they were
about to start for town, he remembered
something to telephone to his hotel.
The telephone was in a short hallway
leading from the ladies’ dressing room.

He lifted the curtain to enter. Then
he let it drop, and stepped back. When
he rejoined his friends, Riker was
chewing on a cigar— vigorously, as he
did when dickering on a hard trade.
Twice during the ride back to town he
laughed, and it was not called forth by
anything said by his companions.

"Oh!” Doria breathed, starting back
when the curtain lifted.

Lome held her dust cloak
hands, entirely collected.
angry.

“Do you think he saw ?’ she whis-
pered anxiously.
“Search me.

anyhow ?”

“l wouldn’t have had him see— oh,
Td rather it had been anybody else in
the world,” she cried in a fierce whis-
per, beating one small fist against the
palm of her other hand.

“Pshaw! What's the difference?

in his
Yet he was

What does it matter,

What's Keene to us? Come on. Frank’s
waiting.”

CHAPTER IIl.

At the Clover Club there was jubila-
tion and sharpening of shears, for a
new lamb offered— a frisky, fleecy lamb.

“They say this new man— what’s his
name?— Keene—has all kind of
money,” remarked Tressider in the bil-
liard room, apropos of nothing.

“Who put him up?”

“Old Carver and Sloan.”

“They tell me,” another interjected,
“he’ll play poker till the cows come
home. | heard Bassett say that he saw
this fellow put up ten thousand dollars
to call on a pair of sevens.”

“And he got away with it, too.”

"Then he’s either broke, or a new mil-
lionaire.”

The conclusion provoked nods of as-
sent. They knocked the balls about
carelessly for a while, and then Bas-
sett, Tressider, Pitblado, and Smith ad-
journed to the smoking room and went
into executive session. Not a word had
been said; they acted in unison as by
silent understanding.

These were the champion card’play-
ers of the Clover. At auction or rum,
at poker or pitch, or the humble forty-
two, they could be relied on to scoop
the money. The quartet usually oper-
ated together, yet nobody felt sufficient-
ly sure of his ground to assert that a
definite understanding existed among
them. They worked by instinctive col-
lusion. And Bassett was said to make
his living by dexterity and luck. At
any rate, he enjoyed a comfortable in-
come ranging from six to ten thou-
sand, and seldom stirred outside the
club portals except for an airing.

While they had their heads together,
came loud laughter on the stairs, and a
party of five entered the room for a
drink. Among them were Riker Keene
and Carver. The latter pounded a bell
vigorously for a waiter. Talk was
brisk. It was characteristic of Keene

.that wherever he circulated men livened

and became breezy, as though drawing
from the dynamo of his own energy.
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“So you won't join us to-night?” de-
manded Carver.

“Can’'t do it, man,” replied Riker.
“I've got to go to a party.”

Carver was convulsed.

“Riker Keene doing the butterfly
among the buds,” he cried, flapping his
hands. “Go to it, old man. The older
we get the younger we like 'em.”

“All joking aside,” Riker responded,
“some of this young she-stufif is simply
beautiful.”

So evident was his sincerity, and his
use of the range term was so free from
any implication of disrespect, that even
Carver, who had a daughter among the
last season’s debutantes, joined in the
gale of laughter.

“We'll have to call you the Jack of
Hearts,” he chuckled. “Annielee tells
me that you just bowl 'em over with-
out even trying, Riker. Instead of
Keene of the Heart, it ought to be Jack
of Hearts. Hey, boys?”

It was a simple matter for Bassett,
Tressider, et al, to mingle with the
group and meet Mr. Keene, the new
member. For that matter, they had a
habit in the Clover of crowding where
drinks were being served. They did it
very gracefully, and joined in the chat.
As it was nearly seven o’clock, some-
body proposed dinner, and the orders
were instantly given.

About nine, Riker shoved back his
chair and remarked: “ 1 must be running
along, fellows. Got to dress and go to
that dance. So long, Carver. Adios,
everybody. No, don't ring for a taxi.
My new car’s outside.”

“1 have to drop in myself for a min-
ute,” Carver informed him, with a grim-
ace. “That's what comes of having a
grown-up daughter, Riker.”

“From what I've seen of her it’s
worth it,” returned Keene heartily.

Evidently garrulous old Carver had
carried the tale before him, because,
after Keene had shaken hands with the
hostess; she turned to him confidential-
ly. and, with a twinkle of her blue eyes,
said: “Now, Mr. Keene, | want to in-
troduce you to some of these girls.
We've got the finest bunch of she-stuff
this year we've ever had.”

“They’re sure good lookers,” agreed
Riker gravely, all unconscious of any
thrust; “1'd like to meet some of ’em,
ma’'am.”

A swift survey of the room showed
him that Doria was not there, and from
that moment he began to speculate on
the propriety of sneaking off. Yet he
danced dutifully with those to whom
the hostess led him. To her he was a
find, and she picked out the saddest of
the unspoken ones.

At last he contrived to escape into
the hall.

“Jinks,” he muttered, as he loafed a
couple of numbers alone. “Some of
these girls sure do go all the gaits.”

He was taking stock of them through
the door. Perceiving young Halsell, he
grinned. Lome waved his hand,
threaded his way through the dancers,
and joined him. Their meeting was cor-
dial ; Keene could not help liking the
boy, lightly as he held him, and for
the cowman Lome had an immense re-
spect.

“They’'re going it a bit strong to-
night, aren’t they?” he remarked, of-
fering Keene a cigarette from a flat,
gold case that was dwarfed to absurdity
when Riker stuck his big fingers into it.

“They sure are. Say, do these girls
hit itup ?

“How do you mean? Take a drink?’

“Huh-huh!”

“Of course. A few don't. And then
again some do more than others.”

As though to cap this cautious admis-
sion, a tow-headed young man lifted a
girl bodily from the floor, and swung
her around in the manner of a wres-
tler whose aim is to pin his opponent’s
shoulders to the mat.

“l reckon,” observed Riker calmly,
“that that girl’'s one of them that does
—hey ?”

“Oh, they don’'t mean any harm.”

“No, maybe not.” After a thought-
ful pause, he added: “But | don't like
to see it.”

“1 take it,” ventured Halsell, “that
you don’'t approve of ragging, or the
trot, either?”

“Well, | should say not!”

“Nor the tango ?”
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“What's that? A fruit?”

“So you don't like the trot,” mused
Lome. “Hum!”

“Look at 'em go for that punch. And
it's strong,” said Keene. “That stuff
would stiffen the hair on a billy goat—
T tried some.”

“Yes, a few of them do like it,” Hal-
sell assented easily.

“If this young she-stuff was mine,”
declared Riker, with emphasis, “I'd
spank 'em all. 1 tell you what, Halsell,
I hate to see it. If a girl’s going to be
a sport, let her be a sport. Rut this pre-
tending—to see nice girls doing stunts
like that gives me a pain. | want 'em
either good or—or the other kind.”

A discreet silence on Lome’s part;
oblivious of that,” Riker plunged ahead
vehemently: “Why, | see some of these
girls every afternoon down at the Tiv-
oli, all alone, drinking cocktails. Some
of 'em actually go for the Scotch high
balls out of teacups.”

“Well,” smiled Halsell, “there’s no
occasion for getting warm over it, Mr.
Keene. | don't see why it should worry
you especially, anyway. And, besides,
if 1 were you— well, you’re a newcomer
here, Keene. | wouldn’t let people hear
me talk like that.”

The cowman stared at him without
resentment, and gave a slow nod.

“That's so,” he responded. “That's
good sense, Halsell. It really ain’t any
of my business, is it? Thanks, Halsell.
TU remember.”

Some of the younger people had con-
gregated in a corner of the room, and
were giving vent to deep groans under
the leadership of a youth considerably
the worse for wear.

“Now, then,” he cried, in the fashion
of a cheer leader at a football game,
“the angry mob again'.”

And they groaned dismally and in
unison. Keene laughed.
“That ain't so bad.

guy, that boy.”

Next they formed in line, and did the
lockstep around the room, chanting a
dirge. The turkey trotters were much
discommoded, and tried to break the
formation.

“Not dancing?” inquired Riker.

He's a funny
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“No.
Halsell
ankle.

“Well, I'm going to beat it. There’s
no use my staying here. 1 ain’t doing
any good.”

“Same with me.”

“I've got my car,” Keene offered. “If

Laid up with a bum ankle.”
flushed as he mentioned the

you want a lift, I'll drop you wherever
you say.”
“Thanks! [I'll take you up on that.”

They made their excuses and said
good night. As they sped through
empty streets, Riker remarked, with a
yawn: “I'm not a bit sleepy. That
yawn don’t mean anything. Say, let’s
drop around to the club for a minute.
We can get a drink and see who’s
there.”

“I’'m on the wagon.
to go with you.”

Keene gave directions to the driver,
and they whirled through the business

But I'll be glad

district. With evident reluctance, and
choosing his words carefully, Lome
asked: “Do vyou ever—play, Mr.
Keene?”

“Play what?”

“Cards. Auction, or poker.”

“I'd rather play poker than eat,”
Riker confessed. “Why? Is there a
game on?’

“There would be quick enough, if
you said the word. | merely wanted—
well, I thought somebody ought to tip
you off. They’re cold-blooded.”

“Hum!” said Riker thoughtfully,
stroking his nose. As Lome gave no
indication of enlightening him, he final-
ly inquired: “Tip me off about what?”

“There’s a bunch at the Clover,” said
Halsell, “who always have their hooks
baited for new fish. You look like a
tarpon to them. It's likely they’ll try to
get you into a game.”

“I've heard of that— what d’you call
it?— tarpon fish giving more’n he got.”

“1 thought you ought to know, any-
way,” answered Lome. “In fact—
well, | was taking a nap in the smoking
room this afternoon, and | heard Bas-
sett and his crowd fixing up a deal.”

The announcement elicited a chuckle
from the cowman.

“A deal, hey? T met Bassett and
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those others to-night,” he said, "and I
sized 'em up about that way. You
know, Halsell, when a man lives alone
a good part of each year—away off
from other people— he learns to size up
another man as far as he can see him.
Sort of instinct, 1 reckon.”

He said no more, but strummed on
the door of the car with his fingers un-
til they came in sight of the club win-
dows. Then he asked: “What sort of
game do they play?”

“l never sat in with them. Nobody
has ever actually accused the bunch of
cheating, although one time— well, the
board made Bassett give back forty-
five hundred dollars to a cotton man
from Liverpool. But then, the Eng-
lishman was drunk. No, | wouldn't like
to say any of 'em are crooked— but they
surely do whipsaw. You bet—they
crowd the game.”

The car drew up at the club door,
and they alighted. Keene appeared
much amused.

“l didn't mean how they play,” he
said, “but what they play for? Is the
game worth while? What sort of
stakes ?’

His interest in it seemed to make
Lome apprehensive.

“You'd better watch out, Keene,” he
warned. “I tell you these fellows are
good. And they've got their knives
sharpened for you. As near as | could
make out, they've pooled their money,
so they can give you a run worth
while.”

“So0-s0,” murmured Riker, clucking
with his tongue.

He was in high spirits as they went
up in the elevator, and there was the
joy of battle in his face. The two
looked into the cardroom, where late-
comers to the club were always sure of
finding company. There sat Bassett,
Pitblado, Tressider, and Smith solemnly
playing pitch.

They drew up chairs near them.
Privileged by immemorial custom to
stare at the hands, they peered over the
shoulders of the players. Lome or-
dered a drink; he was nervous and on
edge, and ordered a high ball. Keene
contented himself with a lemon squash.

“Say,” exclaimed Pitblado, throwing
his cards down in disgust. “This is
slow. Let’s switch to poker. 1 don't
seem able to hold anything. You chaps
willing 7

“I'm on,” Bassett acquiesced, “if we
can raise a quorum. Who's in the club ?
It's pretty late to start.”

Casually the four glanced toward
Keene. Young Halsell was too small
fry for their net; besides, he lived in
town, and his father was influential.

“Hum—1 don't know,” said Riker
doubtfully; “I believe you boys are too
good for me. What do you play? How
high is it?”

Tressider threw out his hands, palms
upward, and shrugged his shoulders.

“The roof.”

“Whew!” The cowman whistled.
“Is there that much money lying around
loose? How big a roll would | need?
What have you boys got?”

“We can give you action on fifteen
or sixteen thousand,” answered Bassett,
with a praiseworthy attempt at light-
ness.

Pitblado hastened to say: “And your
check’s good with us, Mr. Keene. [I'll
bank. You can have all you want.”

“Hum!” Riker said again, and he
twiddled his under lip between forefin-
ger and thumb. “Sixteen thousand.
That'’s a lot of money, boys.”

Turning to Lome: “Want to play?”

“I'm not in your class. Go ahead.
I'll drift.”

Again Keene faced the four at table.
His eyelids were blinking sleepily, and
he seemed bored.

“No-0-0"—stifling a yawn—*“1 don’t
reckon I'll sit in. I've been going it all
day, and I'm tired. But”—drawing a
silver dollar from his waistcoat pocket
—“I'll tell you what I'll do. [I'll toss
you for that sixteen thousand. One
throw. You call the turn, Mr. Bassett.
Heads or tails? No? You don’t want
it?  Well, I'll be dragging it, then.
Come on, Halsell.”

CHAPTER IV.

His range boss wired Keene that the
Heart was caught short on grass, and
seven thousand cows threatened to lie
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down and die. Moreover, grasshop-
pers had swarmed northward, and were
occupying one hundred thousand acres,
devastating the same.

It was bad news, but Riker did not
even swear. He grunted, and cabled
Blake, in London, inquiring whether he
could accommodate five thousand head
in his canon brakes. The Englishman
answering in the affirmative, because of
past friendship—and a further induce-
ment of thirty cents per head per month
— Riker telegraphed his boss to start
an outfit gathering cattle, and he would
join them for shipping out the follow
ing week.

“If it ain’t one thing,” he informed
Doria, “it's another. The way things
have broke this year reminds me of ol’
Tom Rooker. Tom never had any luck,
no matter what he drew to. ‘It's queer
how things will turn out,” says Tom;
Tve sat till four o’clock in the morn-
ing without taking nary a pot. And
then the luck’d change— it'd take a turn
for the worse.””

When the boss received Keene’'s mes-
sage he raved and tore his hair.

“Why, dog-gone my fat haid!” he
cried. “I tell you Riker’s gone locoed
—sure as you're born. How do | know
what stuff he wants moved? Why
don’'t he come out and ’'tend to busi-
ness? That gal—he’s going to lose
forty thousand dollars this year a-chas-
ing that gal, if he loses a cent.”

“Gal? You must of got it wrong,
Carl. He done told me,” protested Red
Williams, “that he was going to town
to get his teeth worked over.”

“They’ll be worked, all right,” the
boss snarled. “They’ll be wore clear
down to the gums. Say, ain't it queer
how a man’ll have sense in some things,
and be a fool in another? Look at
Riker— he’s a first-rate cowman. There
ain't a better in the world.”

From this it -will be surmised that ru-
mors had found their way to the outfit
—which-was the case. And well they
might.

For quite a week after the dance at
the Country Chib, Keene did not go
near Miss Stinson. Instead, he spent
his days and nights with a set of bach
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elors who made the Clover Club their
headquarters, and were steeped in the
theory that a man lives only once. Also,
he took sundry ladies motoring— among
them Mrs. Walton—and gave lunch
eons and dinners until those who
weren’t asked nearly died of spite.
They put this entertaining down to a
brazen attempt on the part of the rich
cowman to break into local society.

As a matter of fact— well, it would
have made local society sit up and gasp
to have learned what Riker actually
thought of them. But large hospitality,
a generosity that seemed vulgarly prodi-
gal to people differently reared, were
inherent in him. His lavish entertain-
ing and the expensive presents he made
were merely a spontaneous expression
of his nature.

Then he abruptly changed tactics.
He deserted the coterie of seasoned
rounders, and began to haunt the Stin-
son house. Nor did he make any secret
of his hopes. He came right out in the
open, and, when rallied about Doria,
would say without embarrassment:
“Isn’t that the finest girl in the world ?”

The morning he determined to call
there, he said to himself, as though his
conscience required an excuse: “I don't
give a whoop if she does love him. I’ll
go try for her, anyhow. Let the best
man win.”

Papa Stinson encouraged his visits.
Doria’s mother was noncommittal, like
the wise woman she was. She knew
Doria.

All Doria’s girl friends made no end
of fun of her latest conquest. She bore
this in good part for a few days; then
her mood changed. And when his
name was mentioned she made mock of
his appearance— the cut of his hair, his
uncomfortable collars— laughed at his
large, red hands— gave imitations of his
mannerisms. She could take off the
quick, domineering turn of Riker’s head
to perfection.

“Huh-huh!” said Annielee Carver
placidly. “You’'re very clever, Doria—
aw’fly clevah. But I'll bet you marry
Mr. Keene.”

Had she exploded a bomb at Doria’s
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feet, she could not have startled her
friend more,

“Marry him?” echoed Doria, scarcely
crediting her ears, and into her eyes
came a suddenly frightened look.

“Yes, marry him. A girl nearly al-
ways marries a man she begins by mak-
ing fun of.”

This might be structurally involved,
but the sense was clear, and Doria
glared. Anger held her speechless for
a minute; then, to Annielee’s distress,
Doria burst into hysterical tears.

“Marry that old man?” she sobbed.
“Why, 1'd rather be dead.”

“Well, if you're not going to,” re-
torted Annielee, with her customary
shrewdness, “what’s the use of crying?”

The shot told. Doria dried her eyes;
but she wondered why on earth she had
endured Annielee’s friendship for so
many years.

She had an engagement to go motor-
ing with Keene at five o’clock that aft-
ernoon. About three he rang her up—
Riker always telephoned her twice or
thrice a day.

“l've got a trade on with a man for
some steers,” he explained, “and maybe
it'll put me ten minutes late.”

“You mustn't let me interfere with
your business, Mr. Keene,” came back
sweetly. “Hadn’'t we better call it off
to-day? I'm going out to dinner, you
know, and | can use that time to dress,
very nicely.”

“No, we won't call it off. If you and
business can’t mix, I'll cut out busi-
ness,” with an embarrassed laugh.

"Then I'm afraid you’ll have to be
on the minute,” she informed him acid-
ly, “for | have to be back here early.”

“There at five o’clock sure. Will you
be ready sharp? What's that? Hello
— hello—central, what the devil! Oh,
hello, is that you? | was talking to--—---
Hello! No, I want Oak Lawn! Con-
sarn this rotten service, anyhow!”

And* Keene flung out of the hot booth,
mopping his forehead. At ten minutes
to five his car was at the door— he was
stopping at the Tivoli—but the buyer
had not yet put in an appearance.

“It takes eight minutes,” Keene re-

flected, consulting his watch, “to get out
there. I'll give him two more minutes.”

As he snapped it shut, a man in a big
felt hat and gray hand-me-down suit
hurried across the rotunda.

“Hello, Riker. Been looking for you.
Let’'s sit and talk business.”

“l haven’t got time now, Martin.
Honest Injun! I'm just the busiest
man you ever saw. See you to-night.
Here, at eight. So long.”

“But | have to catch that northbound
at six-forty-five,” protested the buyer.
“Give me just ten minutes. It's a fifty-
thousand-dollar deal, Keene. 1 want
some ones and twos for---—— "

“Sorry,” Riker shouted back over his
shoulder. “Time’s up. Wire me.”

The buyer followed to the sidewalk,
and watched him climb into his six-
cylinder and glide around the corner.
Then he spat resentfully into the gutter.

“Wire hell!” said he in disgust. “If
he don't want my money, let him go.
There're lots of other 6teers.”

The loss did not trouble Keene,
either. He laughed when he narrated
the meeting to Doria.

“You shouldn’t have done that,” she
reproved in genuine concern. “If |
made you do— why, you’re sacrificing
your business.”

“Don’t worry,” replied Riker, with a
grin.  “1 still got my steers. And the
country has to have beef.

“Besides,” he added cannily, at the
end of a period of smiling reflection,
“that’ll just make Martin all the more
eager. It’ll be worth fifty cents a head,
treating him that way.”

The remorse that had been Doria’s
fled precipitately— here was a fine ob-
ject for sympathy, forsooth.

“You may be all heart, like Annielee
says,” she thought, studying his profile,
“but your head will run things when it
comes to a show-down, Mr. Jack of
Hearts.”

CHAPTER V.

A kind friend recited to Keene the
gist of the conversation between Doria
and Annielee Carver. Being eighteen,
she could gush impertinences to a man
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of his age without risk of offending
him.

On receiving this blow, Riker re-
garded her with paternal indulgence,
and remarked: “Is that so? So Miss
Stinson won’'t believe I'm a romping
boy, hey ?”

She was vaguely disappointed that he

should be so undisturbed. Yet her prat-
tle left a sting that she never guessed.
It was reflected in a return to former
habits. He again took up with the
idlers who cluttered the Clover Club
and usually began the day at noon.
They were facetiously known as the
Free Thought Brigade, after a cocktail
invented by one of their number.
* “This being good,” he said to Lome
Halsell, whom he chanced upon one day
in the lobby, “don’t get a man anything,
| ook around you. There's Fred Hous-
ton— the worst rounder in town, and he
gets him one of the nicest girls we
know. It looks to me like a fellow who
tries to run straight don’'t stand any
show with a girl. She’d rather take up
with a bum.”

“You're too a£t to generalize from
one or two cases,” the younger man
remonstrated. “Fred is no good, but
those two have known each other since
they were in the cradle. She’s marry-
ing him to reform him—of course,
she'll fail. A woman usually does un-
less she gets a fellow who'd reform
himself anyway, given time.”

Lome was unusually spruce. Stand-
ing beside him, Keene experienced an
inexplicable sensation of sick helpless-
ness ; he felt suddenly old and shoddy,
ft was the fear middle agdris seized of
when forced to compete against youth
in the game of love. Of what avail to
enter the race against this slim, erect,
handsome boy? What had he to offer
—what was there in the world to offset
the appeal that his youth alone could
make to youth? And Halsell had every
other advantage— assured  position,
moderate wealth, polish.

Riker glanced down at his shoes—
why, even they were not the correct
shape. He felt cloddish; a longing for
the range stole over him.

\iter a moody silence devoted to a

covert scrutiny of Lome’s appearance,
he said brusquely: “I'm going to have
a Free Thought.”

“None for me,* returned Lome. “I'm
high and dry still. Well, ta, ta, Keene.
And remember this— there’s lots of nice
girls who'd rather meet a clean, decent
man than an amusing cad.”

He said it with a significant nod of
the head, and went out to his waiting
car. Lome was connected with a stor-
age concern owned by his father, but
his duties were nominal except on pay
day. He golfed and motored at any
hour that suited his fancy.

To Doria, whom he.took out for a
round on the links, he mentioned .that
Riker Keene appeared downcast.

“Some girl must have thrown him
down,” was his surmise.

“What makes you think that?” She
had much ado to keep a straight face.

“Well, he— oh, a lot of things. When
you see a man like Keene get cynical,
then there’s a girl in it somewhere.
Cheap cynicism, too. I'm sorry— for
there’s a man, Doria, every inch of
him.”

“Yes,” she assented musingly, “I
think he is.”

“Simple and sincere— nothing to con-
ceal. He rings true every time.” He
was staring meditatively at the road in
front.

“1 wish,” he said almost wistfully,
“1'd give a good deal if 1 had been that
kind of a man. There're just two di-
mensions to Keene— straight up and
across.”

“Don’t be too sure about that,” she
answered, wise with a woman’s intui-
tion. “If you got to know him better,
you'd strike angles and turns that might
surprise you, Lome. He’s sincere—-yes
—but Riker Keene isn’'t simple enough
to get hurt, no matter where he goes.”

“But there’s such solid worth, Doria
Good, quiet value in the fellow.”

“Yes, that is true,”

“Anyhow. | gave him a tip to cheer
him up.”

“What did you say?”

When she found out, Doria broke
into delighted giggles— men were such
simpletons. Her merriment puzzled
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Lome, but she would not explain. Dur-
ing the afternoon she dimpled frequent-
ly, and was in fine fettle.

On the homeward ride she confided:
“That girl must have disgusted Mr.
Keene with all womenkind, whoever she
is.”

“Why so?”

“He canceled two engagements he
had with me.”

“What for?”

“l haven't the least idea. Unless—
no, that couldn’t be it. But even in
breaking them he was nice. | don't

believe Riker Keene could do a harsh
thing—to a woman.”

“No, he couldn't.
about it?”

“Sent me a huge basket of flowers,”
Doria explained, “and an awfully nice
note to say that business would prevent
him keeping our engagements. Busi-
ness— huh—his business seems to be
running around with that Mrs. Walton.
Do you think she’s pretty?”

“Peach! Takes more pride in her-
self than any woman in town.”

“That's all she has to do,” retorted
Doria resentfully. “Well, anyway, Mr.
Keene’s note was faultless. It quite
surprised me. You wouldn’t think he
----- He doesn’t look like a man who
could write a graceful excuse. Espe-
cially when it was nothing but a big
lie.”

“Hum! said Lome, with a cough,
and became thoughtful.

They went humming down a long,
steep hill, and made a sharp turn to the
right around a brick fence that inclosed
terraced lawns topped by a huge house
supposed to imitate Italian architecture.
Tn making the turn they almost collided
with a car coming from town. The
driver swerved far out, and there were
feminine screams. In the machine were
Keene and Mrs. Walton, with another
man and woman.

“That’s Harvey Whitman,” said Hal-
sell, when they were straightened out.
“What does Keene want to hang round
with a professional affinity bunch for?
He didn’t strike me as that kind.”

“He isn’t,” asserted Doria vehement-
ly. She was red in the face.

How did he go

“Whitman’s no good!” continued
Lome obstinately.

“Neither are those two creatures,”
she broke out. “But he doesn't know
that.”

“Doesn’'t he?”

“No, he doesn't. A woman could
fool Riker Keen as easily as—as that.”
And she gave a snap of her fingers.

Her resentment amused Lome, but
only for a moment. Then a thought
seemed to strike across his mind; he
eyed her narrowly; his forehead be-
came puckered.

“What is it?”

“Nothing,” he answered, but she de-
scried distrust growing in his eyes, and
guessed the cause. Her surmise was
proven correct later—when she re-
verted to an old bone of contention be-
tween them.

“Lome, why don’'t you go to work
seriously?”

“There you go again. | do. | work
pretty hard— as much as any of them.”

“You don’t know the meaning of the
word,” said Doria, without mercy.
“You’'re out with me this afternoon, for
instance— you know you oughtn’t to be.
No man who doesn’t work can attain to
his best, Lome— it doesn’t matter what
other advantages he has. Work builds
up character. It helps to-—--—- "

The sweet seriousness of her manner
only irritated him.

“Now, you listen to me,” he cut in,
with heat. “This is about the thou-
sandth time you’ve lectured me on this.
And it’s got to stop. | do my work.
Look at all the other fellows you know
—don’t | work as hard as any of them?
But what's the good of slaving when
you don’t have to? Be reasonable.”

“You don’t average half a day at the
office. And if there’s a tournament or
anything else, sometimes you won’t go
near it for a week. If it weren't for
your father, you couldn't—don’t you
see, dear?— | want you to stand on your
own feet.”

“Why should | get out and take a
living away from somebody who needs
it, when we've got more than we can
spend anyway? Father doesn’t----- ”

“But think how people respect a man
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who makes his own way. Look at Mr.
Keene. They all--—- 7

“Yes, Mr. Keene—it's Keene, Keene,
Keene, all the time.” Jealousy stung
him beyond his powers of repression,
the first error in tactics of which he
had been guilty.

“Do you think so? Well, what have
you to say about him?”

“Does he look to be working so hard?
You saw' him just now. And he’s been
doing the butterfly like a nineteen-year-
old kid for the last two weeks.”

She had never before heard Lome
talk with malice.

“Yes, but you ought to see hinxat his
ranch. Dad says Mr. Keene thinks
nothing of thirty hours in the saddle,
only resting for meals and to change
horses. Besides, his fortune is made.”

“And we've made ours. Had it
twenty years.”

“That's different.
right on, Lome. He’s working even
when at play. | heard dad laughing
because Mr. Keene talked him out of
eleven hundred dollars in a deal they
had a little while ago.”

“Oh, let’s forget him,” said Lome
testily.

And they finished the ride in sullen
silence. As she alighted from the car,
Doria permitted herself to say, with the
proper frigidity: “Thank you fora very
pleasant afternoon.”

“May | come out to-night?”

“No; I'm going to the Russells.”

“All right!” jerking viciously at the
brake.

“Have you decided about joining the
ranch party?”

“Yes,” he answered.

“So you won’'t go?”

“l wasn’t going. But | am now.”

As he went down the street, leaving
a swirl of dust, Doria stared after him
with a slight smile on her lips.

“He’s so nice,” she murmured; “but
” and went slowly into the house,

Mr. Keene keeps

CHAPTER VI.

Mrs. Walton bore the reputation of
being the best-groomed woman in town.
She also bore another reputation, among

those on the outer edge of the circles in
which she moved, but it was wholly un-
deserved. Had not that been so she
could scarcely have retained the secure
position she enjoyed. Indeed, Fanny
Walton divided leadership with Mrs.
Billy Gilmour, and was much sought
after as mentor and friend by the moth-
ers of marriageable daughters.

Yet nobody could deny that she ap-
preciated male admiration. There could
always be found a man who was not
Mr. Walton, nor remotely resembling
him, tagging at her heels. People mere-
ly said: “Who’s Fanny Walton’s new
affinity 77 And as they propounded the
qguery frankly in public, you will per-
ceive at once that no importance was
attached to these friendships by those
who knew.

She was of medium height, with an
especially trim figure, and her taste in
dress was exquisite. Gray eyes, heavy
black hair, and heavy black eyebrows;
when she smiled, one saw perfect teeth
of dazzling whiteness. To be sure, her
complexion had lost the first bloom of
youth, but so skillfully did she imitate
nature that at a short distance no man
could detect the difference. Women
could, of course, but Mrs. Walton did
not care about women.

On a day she drove downtown in
Keene’s car, to do some shopping, Riker
was at the wheel. Everybody regarded
him as her latest catch, and joked
Fanny good-humoredly. Nothing of
this appeared to bother her husband,
who always greeted Riker affably when
they chanced to meet. Keene, on his
side, was distant toward Walton at first,
being wholly unable to comprehend his
attitude. Later he accorded him a
genial tolerance somewhat lacking in re-
spect.

“There’ll be twelve in the bunch,”
Riker was saying, “not counting you
and Harry.”

“Harry won’'t come.”
positivelv.

“He won't? What'll we do then?”
His disappointment was very real. “1
sure counted on you,”

“Well, you can count on me.” prom-
ised Mrs. Walton calmly.

she declared
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“You mean you’ll come anyhow?”

“Of course.” 1

“Would that be”—his tanned face
grew darker with a flush— “would that
be all right?”

Jt was so like Keene to come straight
out when pricked by curiosity or trou-
bled by doubts that Fanny laughed.
This was a boyish trait that she ad-
mired in him.

"So you don't want me to do any-
thing | shouldn't?”—her eyes full of
mischief. “It's hardly complimentary,
but you're a dear, you're so thoughtful.
Of course it is all right. You're so
funny. But I'd go anyway. Nobody
would ever think anything of what |
did.”

Her serene contempt for public
opinion so rattled Keene that he almost
ran down an express wagon at a cor-
ner, and was roundly cursed for his
carelessness.

“Gee,” he said admiringly.
that boy swear, though?”

Very casually: “That Stinson child is
going, isn’'t she?”

“I've asked her.”

“And her lover—what’s his name 2—
young Halsell?”

She saw him wince.

"He promised to come if he could.”

"Promised? Promised to come?
Hiker Keene, you're an idiot. 1’'m going
to speak right out in meeting—you’'re-
an idiot. Here you give invitations to
a lot of these youngsters who aren’t fit
to lace your shoes, and if they accept
you're grateful. You, a great, big man
who does things. Why—here, stop
here, | want to get a wedding pres-
ent.”

He swung the car up to the curb and
helped her out. They had stopped in
front of a jewelry establishment.

“Are you going to leave me here
alone?”

“Why, do you want to come in?”

“WeH, it's been my experience,” said
Riker, grinning, “that when a woman
gets inside a shop, you can’t never tell
when she’ll come out. | don’'t want to
hang around here all by myself. And
maybe if 1I'm along you’ll hurry.”

2%

“Can’t
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“Come along." cried Fanny gayly.-
The "proprietor himself opened the

door to them, for he had recognized
Keene—the great Mr. Keene, of the
Heart and Triangle, whom the Sunday
supplements called the mightiest of the
cattle barons, and whom the Retail
Merchants Association reported A-i
for anything and everything he wanted
—be it diamonds, automobiles, G-
houses. Mrs. Walton, whose husband's
credit was not A-i, and to whom clerks
politely excused themselves in order to
confer with the boss whenever she re-
gquested that articles be charged, ex-
perienced a novel and delicious sense of
security.

She bought a couple of silver bonbon
dishes, and ordered them sent. Then
she paused in front of a tray of rings
and uttered a low exclamation of rap-
ture.

“Look at that,” she breathed,
one in the platinum setting.”

Because Keene was there, lolling on
a show case and speculating as to why
a string of pearls should be worth as
much as seventy steers, the clerk has-
tened to draw out the tray. The pro-
prietor promptly abandoned another
customer; this looked like business.

“This one,” she said, taking it up deli-
cately and slipping it on, “is the only
one | like. It's so beautiful. How
much is it?”

The clerk was about to speak up from
inspection of a price tag, but his chief
froze him dumb with a baleful glance,
and himself consulted it.

“This,” he purred, “is five hundred
and twenty-five dollars.”

“the

“Oh, dear, why am | not rich?”
pouted Mrs. Walton.
Riker whispered eagerly; “1 could

make a suggestion-----

“Yes, but don’'t do it,” she cut him
off.

“Now, that’s a curious coincidence.”
The proprietor actually indulged in a
genuine smile. “Your husband was in
here only yesterday, Mrs. Walton, look-
ing at that ring. But he said he couldn’t
give more than four hundred and fiftv
for it.”
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A long and incredulous stare from
Mrs. Walton; then a light seemed to
break on her, arid she beamed. With a
swift, indescribably girlish movement,
she turned to Keene .

"Lend me twenty-five dollars until 1
get home, will you? I've got fifty. To
think he’d do it—it’s so unlike Harry.
Maybe— yes, that must be it.”

These speculations did not interest
Keene. He peeled off the bills from a
roll; she noted with amusement that he
had a rubber band around the money.

“To-morrow’s my birthday,” she bub-
bled happily. "Harry and | had a spat
on Sunday—oh, nothing much—at
least not much worse than some others.
I do believe-—- "

"Sure he is,” assented Riker, but
there was lacking the ring of sincerity.

Too overjoyed to detect this, Mrs.
Walton handed seventy-five dollars to
the proprietor, and said: “Will you
please telephone Mr. Walton, and say
you've changed your mind, and will let
him have that ring for four hundred
and fifty?”

“We’ll do that at once, Mrs, Walton,”
came the hearty assurance. "With
pleasure.”

Greatly cheered. Mrs. Walton tripped
out to the car. She was as pink as a
young girl. Keene followed, not so
elated as he might have been.

“So to-morrow’s your birthday?”

“Yes. But don't ask me which one.”

“All right. 1 won’t. But I'll tell you
what | will do: You tell me who you
want, and I'll give a dinner at the Tivoli
for you to-morrow night. Is it a go?”

“You're a darling,” she cried, and
they fell eagerly to discussing details.

They agreed that it should be a din-
ner dance, and progressive; the hour,
eight o’clock.

The first to arrive next night, Fanny
found Riker giving final instructions in
the dining room to the chef. Keene had
engaged the entire mezzanine floor, for
they would dance between courses.

“Harry couldn't come at the last min-
ute,” she said dispiritedly. “1 hurried
down to tell you, so you could seat us
differently.”

“That’s all right. But what's the
matter? This is no way .for a girl to
look on her birthday. Why, you're as
solemn as an owl.”

“Don't I” she begged.
here’s that money you lent me.
youl”

He thrust it into his pocket with an
embarrassed air.

“Let’'s see how the ring looks.”

“l—1 haven’t got the ring,” came the
answer in a faint voice.

Mrs. Walton was fingering the flow-
ers on a table, and her head was low-
ered.

“How— I— 1
said helplessly.

By a strong effort she managed to
say: “It's quite simple. He gave it to
another woman. A—a girl in a stock
company at the Majestic. And she's—
she’s not even pretty.”

“Oh, I'm sorry.”

So spontaneous and genuine was his
sympathy that Fannie choked, and hur-
riedly sought her handkerchief.

“I'm glad”—her lips quivering—
“that you don’t see the joke.”

The chef hurried toward them with
mincing steps, and interrupted with a
qguestion. When he had gone back,
Riker smote the table near which he
stood so heavily with his fist that a glass
bounced off and smashed to splinters.

“Don't let it distress you so,” she en-
treated. “It—it isn't the first time.
Something— like it—has happened be-
fore.”

“What sorry hounds some of us are,”
was all he could find to say.

“Yes. Some men are. Not— not
worth shooting, as you say. But there're
good ones, too, of course. If you—if
you bad a wife, | think you would be
loyal to her, Mr. Keene.”

A tendril of her black hair touched
his cheek. In a blue dress slashed with
white, she looked very alluring. Keene
leaned forward, and one of his hands
closed above hers on the table.

“Yes,” he said, “if | had a woman
like you.”

From the reception room sounded the
flunky’s voice: “Mr. and Mrs. Fisher.”

“By the way—
Thank

don’t understand,” he
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CHAPTER VII.
"Yes, | think you had better go."
“Why, dad?”

“Well, for one thing, you’d enjoy it.
And the rest would do you good. It’s
ridiculous, a girl of your age gadding
round every night and getting up at
noon. | tell you, your mother never
did that. Did you, mother?”

“1 thought a party once a month was
going some,” replied Mrs. Stinson, who
had acquired a working knowledge of
slang along with auction bridge.

“And you cooked and took care of a
house,” the colonel reminded her. “It
was six o’clock for you, and not eleven.”

“I've heard all that before,” put in
Doria calmly.

They were at breakfast, and she was
bewitching in a blue silk kimono, gir-
dled by a golden dragon.

“To hear young folks talk nowadays
gives me a pain!” snorted the colonel.
“T heard young Tom Hall yesterday
blithering about a house party. House
party! Why, Tom’s father used to
keep the butter in a sock, when he had
any. House parties! In my day we
called those things just plain visiting.”

Anxious to divert him: “But | hardly
know Mr. Keene.”

“Well, your father does,” cried the
exasperated colonel, “which is more
than | can say for a lot of the jumping
jacks you herd with. Riker’s much too
good for this cqowd. I'm surprised at
Keene. Why, Riker’s a man.”

"So | had supposed.”

“And he runs around with a lot of
fool boys and girls. These society peo-
ple don’t amount to anything, Doria.”

"Will you have some more marma-
lade?" inquired Doria sweetly, and the
colonel subsided.

“1 believe 1 would go, Doria,” said
her mother, pouring a second cup of
coffee.

“But Mrs. Walton, mother—-you
know-----"

“Fanny is all right, my dear. She
goes everywhere."”

“She,may be, but anyway | think

she's bad style.”
The colonel listened to this with fast-

fading patience. Thrusting back his
chair: “You two make me tired. Fanny
Walton is a fool in some ways, but
she’s a good woman. All of Bill Som-
mers’ daughters were good women. It’s
her husband who’s no-account.”

“The car’'s at the door, dad,” Doria
cooed.

He glared at her a moment, then
pinched her ear, and kissed them both
good-by.

“When does Keene want you peo-
ple?” he asked, as he pulled on a dust
coat.

“They’re going to-morrow night, on
the six-forty-five.”

“Then, for Heaven’'s sake, make up
your mind. You can't keep people
waiting like this, Doria,” protested her
father. “He might want to ask some-
body in your place.”

“Oh, 1 accepted a week ago,” his
daughter replied tranquilly, and the
colonel grew apoplectic.

“Dorial” said her mother in re-
proach.

“What | don’t understand”— tossing
a telegram to her father—"is why he
should send this to me.”

“ *Sorry™ | cannot bring party all way
out,”” the colonel read. * ‘Detained
here shipping bunch of stock cattle
Will meet train at Junction.””

“Humph!” grunted Stinson. *“[l'in
glad to see he’s got some sense. He
never lets business get away from him.
I notice. Keene is a trader.”

“But why doesn’t he wire Mrs. Wal-
ton instead of me?”

“Maybe he has.”

She repeated petulantly, yet vidi a
note of interrogation: " I don't see win
he should send that to me."

“Probably sent every one of Ym a
wire.” The colonel chuckled. "That
would be just like Keene. He never
null write letters. His spelling’s rot-
ten. Worse than mine. And he puts
capitals in the wrong place. So he tele-
graphs. Costs him thousands every
year.”

Doria pushed her plate away, and
picked up the telegram. Something had
displeased her.

“If he thinks more of a lot of cows
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than he does of his guests, then he'd
better stick to the cows,” said she. “He
looks more at home among them, any-
way.”

“Steady, steady,” laughed her father.
“You've got a terrible temper, child.
You'll have to learn to correct that.”

“Oh---—-- 7 began
stamping her foot.

She did not finish, for her father
tied precipitately. That was always the
way. He might reprimand and scold,
but when the red flag of danger showed
in Doria’s cheeks, and her brown eyes
darkened, the colonel’s nerve failed, and
he wilted. He had been afraid of Doria
since she was five; he could never quite
forget the day on which she held her
breath in a fit of childish rage until
seized with convulsions.

“Doria,” said her mother, when he
had gone, “come here.”

Wondering, the girl went close to her
mother’s chair, and rested one hand on
its arm.

“Is Lome Halsell
Keene’s ranch?”

“Yes— 1 think so. He’s been asked.”

Mrs. Stinson scrutinized her a while
before she said: “I'm sorry.”

“What's the matter with Lome?”
exclaimed Doria resentfully, straight-
ening.

“1 hoped you’'d outgrow it.”

“Outgrow what? Oh, | hate these
innuendoes and— we’'re nothing but
good friends.”

She crossed to the sideboard, picked
up a silver cream pitcher, and replaced
it with an angry movement.

“Is there anything between you and
Lome, Doria?”

“Of course not!”

“Is that the truth?
let me look at you.”

But she would not even turn her
head, and her mother sighed.

“1'd like to see you marry a man like
Mr. Keene, Doria. He’s so safe.”

“Mr. Keene ?” Doria turned on her
in amazement, mixed with relief. “Why,
he’s old enough to be my father.”

“He’s thirty-six,” said her mother
evenly. “And your father is twenty
years older than 1.”

Doria

angrily,

going to Mr.

Come here, and

She glanced at her reflection in the
shining coffeepot with great compla-
cence and patted her thick hair. Mrs.
Stinson was a comely woman of forty
years and one hundred and sixty
pounds. Doria gaped a moment; put
both hands to her chin, and giggled.

“Why, of all things----- 7

“Don’'t do anything foolish about
Lome,” Mrs. Stinson cautioned, with
an air of finality, as she finished her
coffee. Then she gathered her letters
and rose from the table.

“l must get ready for Mrs. Gil-
mour’s luncheon. What'll you wear on
the train?”

“My gray suit,”
shortly.

“Yes, you look very girlish in that.”

Her mother rustled from the room,
and Doria, after waiting until she had
ascended the stairs, went to the tele-
phone in the hall.

“Is that you, Lome? Huh-huh! No,
we'd better not. Why didn't you-----

answered Doria

| can't. No, dad won’t let me. All
right. But it's the last time. Huh?
Yes, at the Main Street entrance. One
sharp, now. You're always late. Yes

—no—yes. Good-by.”

Having rung off, she remained near
the telephone, thoughtfully eying the
rug. Then she looked up and caught
sight of herself in a mirror, and smiled.
Smoothing her skirt at her hips, she
turned first to one side, then the other.

She was good to look upon— a wealth
of dark-red hair, brown eyes fringed by
long, black lashes, heavy eyebrows, and
a milky skin. And in figure the full
bloom of Southern womanhood at
twenty.

“Riker Keene,” she murmured, as
though testing its sound.

Mention of his name seemed to
switch her thoughts in another direc-
tion. The smile vanished. She re-
garded her image with somber disfavor.

“What did mother want to say that
for?” slie exclaimed, under her breath.

Again she looked at herself, but with-
out conscious recognition.

“Oh,” she burst out, “is that all there
is in life? Marry, marry, marry— pick
out the safe and comfortable man.
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Make him a good home and bear chil-
dren for him, and—oh, | wish | was
dead. If only Lome-—- "

She was biting her under lip. What-
ever her thoughts, they shook her so
that she trembled. And once she re-
peated again: “Riker' Keene.” Then
she cried in a passionate whisper: “I
never will. He’ll never get mel”

CHAPTER VIII.

It was the gray time before dawn,
and roosters were hoarsely hurling
long-distance challenges across town
when the ranch party alighted from the
sleeper at the Junction and climbed into
a bus. The air .was chill, with a biting
wind, and their spirits ~were at lowest
ebb, for they had been routed out at
four.

"l wonder where Mr.
asked Mrs. Walton irritably.
he would meet us here.”

Her voice sounded more than usually
vibrant in the expectant hush that pre-
ceded sunup. She sniffed and wrinkled
her nose, for the bus had an abomi-
nable, stale smell of damp leather and
cigars.

“Well, I swan!” answered the driver,
slapping his leg in sudden recollection.
“If 1 didn't go off and forget to call

Keene is?”
“He said

for him! It's like he’ll meet us at the
other depot, ma'am. He’s at the ho-
Id.”

“Well, I never!” “Really, to leave

us here in a perfect wilderness.” “Sup-
pose we miss him?” *“l was never so
uncomfortable in my life.”

“All we've got to do,” Halsell sug-
gested, “is to ride across town. I've
been here before. He’ll pick us up at
the other station.”

Having shown them the way out,
Lome considered his duty done, and re-
tired into his tumed-up collar for an-
other forty winks. They drove through
echoing streets, the windows rattling
and "banging. Frequently the driver
dashed his horses. Doria leaned back
in a corner and closed her eyes. The
others sat in glum silence, except Annie-
lee and Dave Scoles, who talked in un-
dertones.

“Whoa!” bellowed the driver, stop-
pink his team in mid-career.

He wheeled on the jump and backed
up to the station. The tracks were,
bare. Opening the door, he said in a
slightly anxious voice: “Do you know,
ladies, | do believe that dog-gone train
has went!”

“You believe it has?” echoed Lome.
“You know mighty well it has.”

“Well, this is too much,” said Mrs.
Walton resignedly, sinking back in her
SCeclt

“What'll we do now f'\
4“Where’ll we go?”

“How did we happen to miss it?”

The men in the bus shuffled their
feet, and stared stupidly at the driver
and at one another. None of them
seemed able to comprehend the situa-
tion.

“Isn’t there another train soon?” in-
quired Lome, first to recover his wits.

“Not till to-morrow morning.” The
driver addressed his answer to Mrs.
Walton, as though feeling that he was
responsible to her.

“This is awful,” Doria complained

fretfully. “I'm so tired I'm just sick.
What on earth does Mr. Keene mean
by it?”

“Where is he? That's what | want

to know. Why don’'t you go and bring

him?” Mrs. Walton demanded of the
driver.

“I'll go telephone.”

They all descended grumblingly

from the bus, and waited in a discon-
solate group while the driver ran into
the station. A weak light sputtered
above their heads, revealing tracks and
cinders, and a small restaurant where
a man in his shirt sleeves was quarter-
ing pies.

Young Tom Hall suggested rather
hopelessly: .“We might get a bite to
eat.”

“Isn’t there somebody who can do
something?” It was Doria, and she
turned imperiously on Lome.

“What is there to do?” he replied,
making no effort to stifle a yawn. “We’ll
just have to wait until Keene comes.”
i “l suppose,” she retorted, with scath-
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ing sarcasm, “that the whole world
must wait on Mr. Keene.”

“It seems to out here,” he said tran-
quilly.

Hard on his words came a clatter of
horses’ shoes on brick pavement, and
they espied a hack careening toward
them from town. The driver was beat-
ing his team lustily.

“Here he comes!” cried Mrs. Walton
in relief.

“How do you know it’s Mr. Keene?”
inquired Doria.

“1 just know.”
smile.

“Oh, indeed!” said Doria, growing
rigid.

Spurting sand and gravel in the vio-
lence of its stop, the hack disgorged
Riker Keene.

“I'm terribly sorry,” he said in his
strident voice, coming swiftly toward
them. Nobody knew quite what to re-
ply.
Then the bus man emerged from the
station, wearing a propitiating grin.

“1 sure did forget you, Mr. Keene.”

“You're fired,” Riker told him
sharply.

“Fired, am 1? Who fired me?”

“l did. 1 bought this line coming
down from the hotel.”

“Oh!” Doria ejaculated.

“Is that so, Mr. Robinson?” the
driver asked of the man who had driven
Riker to the station.

“] reckon it is,” was the uneasy reply.

The driver hesitated, seemingly in
two minds whether to fall upon-Keene
or take his medicine. He unbuckled
and rebuckled a bit of the harness, and
at last remarked stoically: “Well, if I'm
fired, I'm fired. But that’s playing it
low-down.” *

“Please, Mr. Keene,” breathed Doria,
feeling sudden pity, and going close to
her host.

“He disobeyed orders,” answered
Keene harshly, “and he’s fired.”

Rudely' turning his back on her, he
went bareheaded to Mrs. Walton, and
offered his excuses for failure to meet
them. She began to pur in her soft,
caressing voice.

“If you’ll wait here a minute, I'll go

And she gave a tiny

and see about a train,” he ended. “Or,
hold on. You must be tired. Let’s
tackle this lunch counter, and get some
sandwiches.”

He led the way to the restaurant,
with the entire party trooping at his
heels. Their absolute dependence made
Doria feel very small and insignificant.

The mustached individual in shirt
sleeves eyed the new arrival dubiously,
and wiped his fingers on his apron.

“What'll yez have?” was his stern
inquiry.

"Sandwiches,” Keene ordered.
'em thin, Dutch. And coffee.
it mild. Anybody want eggs?”

“Yes, | do,” Dave Scoles spoke up.

Dutch treated him to a contemptuous
sneer, and asked, out of the side of his
mouth: “Will I shuck them aiggs for
you, bo?”

“Scrambled, please,” Dave answered
meekly, and Dutch yelled through an
aperture in a partition: “Eve and Adam
on a rock. Wreck 'em!”

While he was slicing ham, the party
dawdled in front of the counter, in-
specting the mince pies and doughnuts
displayed on a shelf. There was a
small table in front, with a spotted cloth
barely covering it, and Mrs. Wal-
ton sat down wearily. She reflected
that in the final accounting, when the
last trump sounded, her sufferings now
would surely be found on the credit
side of the ledger.

The very sight of the place dissi-
pated Doria’s appetite, and she was
obliged to go outside. Instantly guess-
ing what was amiss, Keene followed.

“Aren’t you hungry?” he laughed.

“l—1 was. But those pies— I think
I'd better wait out here.”

Riker chuckled and took hold of her
“Come along with me,” said he.
“I've got to go get a train.”

“You say it as if you were going to
buy a cigar,” she answered, brighten-
ing.

The waiting room in the station was
empty, but a lamp shed a wan light.
Keene, pounding on the closed wicket:
“Hey, wake up in there!”

“Cut
Draw
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Agent, opening it reluctantly: “Well,
what is it now?”

“l want a special train.”

Agent: “Say, which one of the Van-
derbilts are you, anyhow? Run along,
brother, and sober up.”

“You wire for a train right now.”

Agent, attempting to close the wick-
et: “They ain’'t got any. Special train!
Say,' I've seen a man locked up for
less'n that.”

Keene thrust his arm in, thereby
frustrating the agent’s design to end
the parley, and said in a soothing, busi-
nesslike tone: “Just wire your general
superintendent that Riker Keene wants
a special of an engine and one coach
here by ten o'clock.”

Assailed by doubts, the
queried: “Do you mean it?”

“Don’t | look it?”

“Keene?” mumbled the agent, sorely
troubled. “What Keene?”

“Tell him Keene, of the Heart.”

“All right,” the agent consented, still
reluctant, but partially convinced, and
be turned to his key.

The scene made Doria smile, espe-
cially the grandiloquent way in which
Riker uttered “Keene, of the Heart,” as
though that were a talisman to smooth
out any difficulty. Yet she experienced
an odd thrill, too. He was so com-
petent— so adequate to every occasion.

“Now let’s go back,” Keene said jo-
vially. “l can’t leave those poor peo-
ple in Dutch’s hands.”

The party had already emerged, and
was strolling loosely up and down un-
der the light.

"What next?” cried Tom Hall, re-
freshed by two cups of coffee and a
cigarette.

"We’ll get into this hack and go up
to the hotel. You ladies can sleep for
three or four hours.”

"Oh, goody!” cried Annielee Carver.

They trundled back to town, and he
engaged rooms. All except Halsell and
Keene went to lie down. The Ilatter
dug out a telegrapher and began dis-
patching messages.

When his guests came downstairs at
half past eight, they found Riker wait-
ing for them at the door of the dining

agent

room, clean-shaved, fresh, and more
youthful than his younger companions.
They went in to breakfast, and none
save Mrs. Walton wondered how he
had contrived to provide so dainty a
meal. Presently the clerk entered, ush-
ering the station agent.

“Your train will be here at nine-
thirty, Mr. Keene,” reported the agent,
with much respect. “Here’'s the an-
swer.”

Riker skimmed over it, grunted, and
shot at him: “All right.”

“Oh, you Jack of Hearts!”

giggled.

Doria

CHAPTER IX.

By eleven o’clock they were passing
through a rolling, browned country,
broken by brick-red gullies. Frequent-
ly they came upon cattle, that stared
composedly at the train. Doria won-

.dered what they found to live on.

The bare soil showed red through the
scant, short grass; but mesquite trees
were plentiful. She saw a cow eating
the pods. Jack rabbits would crouch,
with ears laid flat, and then scamper
off, hind quarters flirting like those of
a running antelope. And prairie dogs—
plump, alert little fellows—would rear
on their hind legs, dip thrice as though
signaling, and chatter insults at the
passengers gaping through the win-
dows.

Then across a whining bridge fifty
feet above a wide, dry river bed— this
was the Salt Fork of the Brazos. Mrs.
Walton wanted to know where the river
was. On and on through bleak, flat
stretches, with high buttes rising on
their left like mushrooms. As they
took a curve, far ahead showed a line
of sandstone bluff, stretching to the
limit of their vision—the walls of
Blanco Canon, which marked the edge
of the Staked Plains.

They flashed by a wire fence.

“We're on my range now,”
announced.

“Gracious, are we?” cried Mrs. Wal-
ton, peering out the window, as if she
anticipated a complete change of land-
scape.

Keene
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The train rocked and clacked for an-
other hour.

“Still on your little place?” asked
Lome.

"Yes. This train quits in the middle
of it. We’ll be there in"— consulting
his watch— “an hour and ten minutes.”

At their next stop, which was in
front of three plain, square frame
buildings, a man sauntering on the plat-
form recognized Keene, and came to
the car window.

“Oh, excuse me,” said he in some
confusion, “l didn't see there was
ladies.”

“Hello, Sam. Want to see me?”

“Nothing partic’'lar, Riker. I've got
some steers, but | ain't anxious about
them.”

“Huh-huh,” said Keene carelessly.
“What are they, Sam?”

“Twos,” replied Sam. “They’s in fine
shape, too, Riker. They’s fat.”

“Well, I'm sort of busy, and got
more’'n | can handle. No, I'm not in
the market just now, Sam.”

And Keene resumed his interrupted
conversation with Mrs. Walton. Yet
Doria divined that he was not through
with Sam, that he had one ear cocked
for him.

Just as the conductor vyelled all
aboard, Keene called to him casually:
“How many you got, Sam?”

“Seven hundred.”

“What d'you hold 'em at?”

“Forty-two,” said Sam.

“Too high. Prices have gone off,
Sam. | might go forty.”

“You've bought something,” yelled
Sam. “When’ll you take 'em?”

“Tenth of next month,” howled
Keene, leaning far out to make himself
heard.

Doria bent toward him, with her eyes
sparkling.

“Plow much will that be?”

“Twenty-eight  thousand
Why?”

“No wonder,” she answered, drawing
a long breath, “that dad said you were
a wonderful trader.”

“Did your father say that?” Keene
inquired, pleased as a boy. “So the
colonel said that, did he?”

dollars.

Shortly after one o’clock they arrived
at their destination, where an automo-
bile and a four-mule team were wait-
ing to convey them to headquarters.

“Only sixteen miles more,” Riker
told the tired travelers, and went to
arrange the loading of their luggage.

The fagged guests heaved a sigh.
Some of them piled into the car to wait,
others climbed aboard the hack. Mrs.
Walton, Doria, and Tom Hall followed
in Keene's wake to the baggage car, and
watched him direct operations. Several
times he lent his shoulder to the hoist-
ing of a heavy trunk.

“He always does the useful things,”
Doria mused, her glance involuntarily
roving to the other men, to none of
whom it occurred to proffer help.

“l see we’re going to be cheerful,”
remarked the observant Mrs. Walton,
pointing her parasol at a case of liquids.

Doria drew Tom Hall aside, and
whispered: “lIs that whisky?”

“Pm not familiar with the sight or
smell of what is generally known as
liquor,” replied Tom gravely, “but it
listens like it. She gurgles when she’s
moved.”

“What does he want with that stuff
at a ranch party? None of you boys
drink, do you?”

“Not me. It's the proper stunt now-
adays to be on the wagon. I've been
on for a year, and Dave never touches
a thing since he had that mix-up with
the trolley car.”

Keene, busily engaged though he was,
caught the drift of the colloquy. He
paused in the work and motioned to
Doria to draw near.

“Would you rather I didn’t send this
out, Miss Stinson ?” he asked.

“Why, what put that into your
head?”
“Would you rather,” he repeated,

with a scarcely perceptible inclination
toward Lome, “that | didn’t send this
out?”

Doria flushed and looked the other
way. She was strongly tempted to as-
sure him that it made not the slightest
difference, but the decision being put
up to her thus squarely, she did not
flinch.
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“Yes,” she said steadily, “1 would—
personally. But you must consider the
others.”

“Then it won’t go,” he answered. “I'll
leave it here.”

Mrs. Walton approached in time to
hear the concluding sentence.

“Now, | wonder,” she speculated as
Riker went off, followed by Doria and
Tom, “what that girl is up to. The
young she-stuff of this generation, as
he calls it, is wiser than my grand-
mother.”

When all was made ready, Keene
took the wheel of the car. One of his
cowboys was on the seat of the mule
hack.

“All aboard?” he called.

“Hi, wait a minute.” The agent came
running.

“Say, Mr. Keene,” said he, “there’s
a man here that wants to see you.
Jenks, he says his name is. Here he is
now.”

A squat, shambling individual in a
wide felt hat approached the car and
tilted his headpiece awkwardly.

“Hello, Riker!”

“Howdy, Dave!”

Jenks rested one hand on the door of
the car, and dropped a solemn observa-
tion on the scarcity of grass. He did
not seem to be in any hurry.

“Yes, it's poor,” Keene assented.
“Want to see me, Dave ? I'm right busy,
but I'll be in town day after to-mor-
row.”

“Have to pull out on the two-thirty.
You got. any two-year-old steers, Ri-
ker?”

“Nary a one fit to sell. Yes, | have,
too; I'd 'most forgot 'em. Got seven
hundred fat ones, Dave.”

Dave stirred a clump of dirt with
his toe. because the ladies confused him,
while he tried to marshal his usual trade
tricks. Then he asked: “What'll you
take for 'em?”

“They’re worth forty-five, these are.
Some of those Diamond Bar steers.
You remember—you got a bunch of
them last year.”

“Tolable high,” Jenks murmured,
fishing out a knife with intent to whittle
on the car door. Riker made no move-

ment to prevent him, although he per-
ceived his design, and the car was new.
Before the blade could touch the pol-
ished wood, Doria said “Oh!” very
softly, but it was sufficient to distract
Mr. Jenks, and he desisted. The inci-
dent tendered to rattle him further.

“Well, we're late. So long, Dave.
Look me up when you get back.”

“Say,” said Jenks anxiously, “I'll go
you forty-four fifty on them.”

“Maybe,” replied Keene reflectively,
“we can trade.”

When a man says “We can trade” in
a certain tone, it means the consumma-
tion of a deal in cowland, and Dave in-
quired when he could get the cattle.

“Tenth of next month,” Keene re-
plied, and they left the buyer in a cloud
of dust.

“Seven hundred times four-fifty is
three thousand one hundred and fifty
dollars,” Doria computed aloud, and
Keene grinned back at her. “Gracious,
you never even saw those cattle.”

“No, and | won’t have to put up a
cent. It's a tol'able fair trade,” Riker
admitted, with one of his self-satisfied
smiles.

CHAPTER X.

The personnel of the party does not
concern us especially, aside from the
chaperon, Doria, Halsell, and Keene,
but a numerical feature is significant.
There were five couples, without Mrs.
Walton and the host; and any one can
see with half an eye what fine possibil-
ities of complications offered.

The Heart headquarters were built
on a fringe of small hills and in a ra-
vine thqgt split them. Thby consisted of
three adobe houses that had once held
as many families under a former owner
— each topped a hill—and in the ravine
a mess house where the outfit ate, a
bunk house wffiere they slept, a commis-
sary o f stone, four shacks that served
on occasions for extra sleeping quar-
ters, stables, and corrals. The whole
constituted a no inconsiderable village.
There was a lane leading from the
stables to the mess house, called Broad-
way.

Riker assigned the largest of the
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houses on the hills to the ladies. An-
other was temporarily fitted up for an
eating house. This consisted of dining
room and kitchen. In front of its porch
he had built a wide platform for danc-
ing. Nobody guessed that his freight-
ers had hauled the lumber for it sixty
miles.

“You boys'll have to sleep in the
hunk house,” Riker informed the men.
“Kach of you can pick out his own bed
- -there's blankets and sheets. And say

-see that board shack under the wind-
mill?  Well, that's a shower bath.”

His outfit was absent on a round-up,
with the exception "of three punchers
detained for fence work and riding the
thoroughbred pasture, who quietly, but
with much expedition, vacated the bunk
house and carried their blankets over to
one of the shacks. When they chanced
to meet any of the visitors they were
polite enough in a heavy, voiceless way,
but obviously suspicious of them, too.
As a matter of fact, they never really
forgave Keene for the party, and Red
Williams had subsequently to whip two
husky gentlemen from a neighboring
county who dubbed the boss of the
Heart, “Dress-suit Keene.”

“Bad news,” said- Riker late on the
afternoon of their arrival, to Mrs. Wal-
ton and the girls, who were settling
down in the Roost. “Lost my cook.
ilot drunk and tried to shoot up the
place,"the dog-gone rascal!”

The bearing of this on their own
situation did not hit them for several
minutes, despite his apologetic misery.

“Me and one of the boys,” he went
on, “will get supper to-night. And I'll
try to round up another cook, to-mor-
row. Rut they're awful scarce.”

Cried Doria, all out of breath in her
eagerness,: “We’ll turn in and help.”

Every one impetuously fell in with
the suggestion— Annielee clapped her
hands over the prospect, and decided in
a flash that her lavender would look
most becoming; Dave Scoles liked her
in lavender—every one approved ex-
cept Mrs Walton, and she smiled de-
murely. Being the only one there with
experience in washing dishes, she was
wondering just how long it would be

before they were ripe for scratching
and pulling hair.

“No,” smiled Keene, skeptical, but
pleased nevertheless, “not to-day. You'd
best rest up. To-morrow you can start
in if you feel so eager for it. But I'll
let you help wash dishes. Are you
game? Good! Well, I'll run along.
Those other boys are making them-
selves beautiful. | mustn’'t let 'em get
ahead of me.”

A whispered consultation took place
on his exit, and Mrs. Walton called
after him to. know why they could not
get water from the taps.

“I'll see,” Keene promised.

At the gate he noted that the wind-
mill which supplied the Roost was idle,
and shinned up the ladder to fix it
The platform was fully forty feet from
the ground.

“What're you doing?” called Doria
from the door.

“Want to help?” he answered.

Doria promptly ran down the path.

“Nobody can dare me!” she cried.

“Me, either!” said Annielee. Scoles
was in sight.

And the two began swarming up to
join him.

“Two at once is enough,” he warned
the others. *“Careful where you put
your feet now. There— hang on tight.
I tell you what—it's great to be hung
on to.”

Doria, who had grasped him around
the waist to steady herselL against the
breeze, immediately let go. She wav-
ered, and Keene threw an 4lrm over
her shoulders. With the other around
Annielee, who did not seem aware of
it, he held them tight and laughed.

“Y"ou two children.” he said, paternal
toward them for the first time in his
life, “had best go down. You're dizzy.

I can see it in your eyes. But you're
plucky girls.”

“l believe we had,” Doria agreed
shakily.

Two of his cowboys, climbing the hill
to get orders for the morrow, saw the
tableau and halted, doubtful about ad-
vancing, ashamed to retreat. They
grinned sheepishly, and their embar-
rassment diverted the girls.
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Said Keene, suddenly sober: “Now,
you'd best go down. It's mighty risky
up here on this platform.”

Indeed, the frail structure swayed
perceptibly. So down they went, very
cautiously and without thought of ap-
pearances. Andlthey waved friendly
hands toward the watching punchers.

“Them gals,” confided Mrs. Ducey
to her neighbor the following Sunday,
at church sixteen miles away, “is fly!
I tell you they must be. Didn’'t you
hear? Why, they was dancing up on
top of the windmill, right in front of
the cowboys. Think of it. And’—
Mrs. Ducey swelled her figure with a
deep breath, tucking her chin sideways
—“there was a high wind, too, Mis’
Turner.”

CHAPTER XI.

“1 want to sleep all the time,” yawned
Mrs. Walton.

“It's the air. That's the way this
country affects one at first.”

She swallowed another yawn.

“Where on earth is everybody, any-

way ?”
“Search me. They're around some-
where, | suppose—or | hope,” said

Keene dismally. He lighted a cigar and
nursed his knees.

They were sitting alone on the steps
of the Roost. Level with their feet
were the tops of the cottonwoods in the
ravine. A stream purled somewhere
through it. Beyond the ravine the
ground rose to a high ridge; and then
the open range, vague and ghostlike
under a silver haze.

An owl.hooted. Then from the south
reverberated the mournful yelp of a
coyote. Zack, the great staghound that
lived in the commissary, answered in a
furious bay.

Mrs. Walton eased her back against
a post and pretended not to be watch-
ing him as she remarked: “It looks as
if this was going to be a twos-ing
party.”

“It does look that way,” he admitted
calmly.

“After all the trouble you went to, to
build that platform, and everything,”
she continued. “It seems a pity that

they won’'t use it. They won't even
stop to listen to the graphophone.”

He grunted mournful, assent.

“Why can't they stick together? It’s
a fine party when they go off two by
two, and never see one another from
supper until bedtime.”

Understanding quite well the phase
of his grievance that rankled worst,
Mrs. Walton did not reply. Presently
she began to croon a song, and Keene,
fearful lest he might say something
he would regret, changed the subject.
They talked indifferently for an hour.
Then Keene inquired again, standing
up to stare around at the dim outlines
of knolls and mesquite trees: “Where
in Sam Hill can they all be?”

“1 suppose,” Mrs. Walton said lazily,
“that as chaperon | ought to keep an
eye on these young people. But what’s
the use? If they needed it 1 would.
They don’t. | know them all so well.”

Pier host was in no wise quieted by
this assurance. He resumed his seat,
but fidgeted. They could hear mur-
muring from a knoll to their left, and
once, low laughter from the ravine.
She made some indifferent remark, but
he paid no attention. A repetition of
it in a higher key was equally ineffec-
tive; Riker was engrossed in his own
broodings.

“Come,” she said, nettled; “I see that
they’re worrying you. Do you want to
know where they are? I'll show you
one couple, at any rate.”

Somewhat at a loss to account for
this move, Riker followed her over to-
ward the eating house. Back of it was
a gentle slope, terminating in a ledge
of rock above a spring. Mrs. Walton
guided him straight for the spring, but
halted a short distance off.

There on the rock sat a man and a
girl, clearly outlined in the moonlight.
They were very close together. So ab-
sorbed were the two in each other that
it was not until Mrs. Walton spoke that
either became conscious of observa-
tion.

“It’s ten o’clock, you two,” Mrs. Wal-
ton reminded them good-naturedly.
“Only half an hour more.”
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“All right,” came from Doria. Then
she moved abruptly and stood up.

“Is that you, Mr. Keene?”

“Yes,” Keeihe rapped out.

He turned sharp arouhd on his heels,

and said loudly to Mrs. Walton: “Let’s
o."
J Was it contentment engendered by
tlje soft languor of the Southern night,
or was it feline triumph that brought a
smile to Mrs. Walton’s lips as they
sauntered back?

“1 wonder,” she said ingenuously, “if
they’ll ever jiarry?”

Keene took time to get a grip on
himself before he answered: “Why
not?”

“Well, they've been sweethearts so
long. She’s always been crazy about
Lome. And you know how it is—girls
so seldom marry their first loves.”

One of his hands clenched in an im-
patient gesture, but he restrained him-
self. He asked her evenly: “Is he any
good 7

“Lome’s a dear boy, but—do you
mean will he ever amount to anything?
Oh, no. He has a fatal weakness—
runs in the family, you know.”

“No. | didn't know. Booze?”

“Yes; he drinks.”

“So | thought,” Riker grumbled.
Then he added: “But | can’t help lik-
ing the boy.”

“He’s the nicest boy | know,” Mrs.
Walton agreed. “Nobody could help
liking him. Lome’s always so thought-
ful and considerate. But he will go
off on these awful tears. The last one
was about a month ago, and he smashed
his car all to pieces. 1 think he sprained
his ankle, too.”

That brought a reminiscent smile
from Keene.

“Annielee told me that Doria threat-
ened never to see him again unless he
promised faithfully to leave it alone for
good. He has kept his promise so far.”

“Hum!” said Riker, with a comical

side look at hier. “A month.”
“He may, though,” she defended
stoutly.

“Yes, he may. But I've had some ex-
perience with drunks in my day, Mrs.
Walton, and I've only known one to

quit. And ol" Pete Gilpin could have
quit eating if he’d made up his mind to
it.”

They returned to the Roost, and sat
down again on the porch. Still none of
the young people gave sign of coming
in. After a while Keene suggested that
they play the graphophone; the music
might attract them, he urged; but Mrs.
Walton demurred.

“You don’t want to bother talking to
me. That’s what’s the matter.”

“Nonsense!”

“If you're so bored,” she insisted, “go
to bed. I'll round these children up.”

Keetie flapped a hand as though
brushing aside trivialities, and con-
tinued stargazing. For a space she
watched him— studied the harsh outline
of nose and chin, and the placid
strength of his face in repose. At last
she stirred, and he roused to his where-
abouts.

“Do you remember,” she asked re-
luctantly, “what | told you about— the
ring— the night of your dinner?”

He would have stopped her, but she
went on: “Well, we've agreed— that is
to say— Harry and | will separate.”

There was silence between them
while Keene digested this announcement
in all its bearings. It was patent that
the idea made him uncomfortable.

“Does that mean— a divorce?”

“It depends,” was the slow reply. He
could hear how rapid was her breath-
ing; she was keeping control of herself
only by an effort.

“Depends upon what?” ,

“l haven't decided whether to or
not.” The look with which she an-
swered his through the half dark was
timid as a girl's.

It made Keene nervous. He took an-
other pull on his cigar, and laid the stub
down on the edge of the steps, with a
foresight that was habitual with him.
Wiping his lips, he said deliberately:
“And do you remember what | said
that night of our dinner?”

“How—could | forget?”

“Well, | say it again now. You di-
vorce Harry, and we’ll--—-- "

For the life of him he could not get
out the word. Marriage had always
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seemed so sacred to Keene that a pro-
posal in this fashion stuck in his throat.

“To-morrow,” she retorted jestingly,
“you wouldn’t ask me that. It’s the air
out here. Or— perhaps what we saw at
the spring?”

Yet her eyes were searching his
yearningly. The reminder of what he
had seen at the spring was enough.

“You get your divorce from him.”
Keene went on, and he was very much
in earnest, “and we’ll marry. You go
over-to Europe and I'll join you there.
It'll make less talk.”

She was trembling so that he took
pity.

“Do you— really want me?”

“1 want you.”

“When did you know?” the words
fluttering from her throat.

The question provoked a sharp scru-
tiny from Riker.

“l always— liked—you. No— more

than that. But | didn't know until to-
night.”

“Ah!” she said, drawing a long
breath. “l was afraid so.”

After a minute one of her hands
reached out and rested on his. Keene
was not used to the near presence of
women, and the warm contact set his
heart pounding.

He bent forward swiftly, but she
held him off.

“l will—once,” she said, “If you'll
promise never to do it again until—un-
til we meet in Europe.”

“All right,” he agreed huskily.

Next instant their lips met in a long
kiss.

CHAPTER XII.

Lord of a million acres, tallying his
cattle by the scores of thousands,
Keene had yet to perform on his own
ranch many petty tasks which you and
I would have servants do for us. That
was because servants could not be had.

He could hire men to do menial tasks,
but they were not menials. Aside from
drawing his pay, they were on equal
footing with the owner, and they ex-
pected willingness from him to tackle
the jobs he exacted of them. Had

Keene ever intimated by the slightest
sign that he considered himself above
performance of any work that fell to
them, they would instantly have refused
to do it also. One man was as good as
another out there, except when he was a
little better.

For one thing, Riker had always to
saddle his own horse, and usually
hitched or unhitched the teams he
drove. Should: a cowboy chance to be
dawdling near by, he might assist or
he might not. If he failed to do so,
Riker took no notice, but scored one
against him for laziness in his mental
ledger. That was where Keene carried
all his business. His trading ran into a
million a year, and he kept no books.

Once upon a time, finding his bank
account unaccountably shy over sixteen
thousand dollars, Keene spent an entire
night trying to recall how this chanced.
In the morning he remembered a pair
of overalls left with the chuck wagon
on the round-up a month previously.
In the hip pocket of the overalls he
found a check for sixteen thousand
three hundred dollars received for a
bunch of heifers, which he had entirely
forgotten. They always told this on
Keene to prove it was luck that made
him successful.

Arriving at the corrals late in the
afternoon of the third day with a pair
of gray mules to a buggy, he helped
Mrs. Walton down, and proceeded to
turn the team out. The Merry Widow,
as Doria had christened her, perched
on the tongue of a wagon and jiggled
her heels.

Shortly came a rawboned,. hairy
man from the shack next to the bunk
house, walking with the peculiar rigid-
ity of the “stove-up” puncher. His hat
was on the back of his head, and he
didn’t care a hoot. Establishing him-
self near Keene, he watched him re-
move the collar, but made no offer to
assist. The boss glanced at him and
grunted a salutation.

“Say, Keene,” spoke up the tall in-
dividual, with sandpaper in his tone,
“1'm getting sick of this. They’ve been
telephoning out here from town nigh a
dozen times to find out if you don't



30 THE VOVULJItR MAGAZINE

want a cook. Them fellers are after
my job. Am | fired or ain't 1?”

Mrs. Walton stopped swinging her
feet.

"Hadn't you best wait till 1 tell you
you're fired? There's no sense in hunt-
ing for trouble.”

“No, | hadn’'t better wait. Do you
think 1I'm a-going to lie around here
and have a lot of loafers get after my
job right under my nose? What do you
aim to do, anyhow ?”

One of the mules was an obstinate
beasty and tried to jerk loose from
Keene. His good humor vanished.

“Whoa, confound you! Stand still!
Terry, I've just got one thing to say to
you. Wait till you're fired before you
let out a roar. Now. run along.” Step-
ping toward the red-mustached person,
he wagged a forefinger under his nose.
“I'l ramrod my own business in my
own way, Terry. And nobody will tell
me how to run it, neither. See? Don’t
you ever forget that.”

The other quailed before the concen-
trated anger in Keene's eyes. He
looked toward Mrs. Walton, who was
serenely regarding the horizon, kicked
some gravel uncertainly with the toe
of his boot, muttered something, and
betook himself off.

“And say,” called the boss, “you quit
drinking, too. | won’t stand for drink-
ing on this ranch.”

“l ain't been drinking,” came the
stout denial.

“You're full as an owl right now,”
Riker retorted.

As he disappeared into his shack,
Terry was mumbling sullenly.

“I'm sorry you had to hear that,
ma’am,” Keene apologized.

“Oh, | enjoyed it. The next time I
want to discharge a cook, Riker, will
you do it for me?”

“You know otlr contract.” he laughed.
“That's the fellow who shot up the
place when | was away. I'd fire him,
only he’s been with me so long. Reckon
I'll have to put him over on the Craw-
fish.”

He led the mules through a gate into
the horse pasture, and returned to her
side, carrying their bridles over one

arm. Mrs. Walton was staring- past
him.

“Mercy,” she breathed. “Here he is
again.”

Terry was advancing on them swift-
ly, walking on the balls of his feet, a
rifle in his hands. He was panting, and
his eyes were wild. Ten yards away he
shouted: “No man can talk to me like
you done, Keene.”

“Put down that gain!”

“I'm a-going to kill you, you--———-

With the words he jerked back the
lever, throwing a cartridge into place,
and raised the weapon. Not a hurried
movement did Keene make, nor did he
show any trepidation. Depositing the
bridles in Mrs. Walton’s passive hands,
he went toward the maddened cook
leisurely, and without anger.

“Terry,” he said in an earnest voice,
“any one who will shoot another in cold
blood is a cowardly cur. | always
thought you were a game man.”

“l am a game man. | am a game
man. You keep off,” whined the cook,
his rifle wavering uncertainly over
Keene’s figure.

The cowman did not hesitate, but
continued to advance, his eyes on those
of the drink-crazed Terry.

“No man who’s a game man would
kill another without even giving him
a chance,” said he, in a dispassionate,
argumentative tone.

"Keep off!” shouted the cook, his fin-
ger trembling on the trigger. '

“Terry”— Keene was now within ten
feet of him; he seemed more grieved
than shaken— “1 always thought you
had pluck. Here I've been your best
friend. And look!”

“l am a game man.” the cook assev-
erated quaveringly. “lI am a game
man.”

And then abruptly he clicked the
hammer, banged the butt of the rifle
on the ground, and burst into sobs.

“l can’t do it! | can’t!” he groaned.
“Go get a gun so | can kill you!”

The boss stepped close to him and
placed a friendly hand on his shoul-
der.

“There, there,” he said kindly, as one
might talk to a wayward child. “I
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knew you wouldn’t shoot me, Terry.
Why, me and you have been friends for
years. Don’t you remember when you
were sick and broke, boy? Here, let
me take that gun. That's a good boy.”

The puncher surrendered the weapon,
and dashed a hand across his eyes, snif-
fling.

“gNow go and lie down,” Riker ad-
vised, "and we'll forget all about this.
You’'re not fired, Terry. I’ll give you
the camp over on the Crawfish. Cut
out a mount and go over there to-mor-
row.”

“You’re the only friend | ever had,”
gulped the cook, groping for his hand.
- Keene returned the pressure and
patted him on the back. Then Terry
walked off, his shoulders still heaving.
Mrs. Walton saw him cast himself
down behind the bunk house.

“You're white as a sheet,”
Riker, rejoining her.

She did not reply at once. Then---—--
“I'm frozen stiff!” she confessed. “I
couldn’t even scream. Oh, thank Heav-
en he didn't do it.”

“Pshaw! He was just a little ex-
cited. Terry is one of the best men
I've got. That's what booze does to
these boys. | never let them bring it
or the ranch.”

Together they started to climb the
long hill to the Roost. In difficult
places. Riker gave her his nand, or
caught her familiarly by the elbow.
Mrs. Walton welcomed this assistance.

“Oh, if I could only live my life over
again.”

The exclamation seemed wrung from
her. Keene, who had been pondering
the episode with Terry, did not catch it,
and asked: “What did you say,
ma’'am 7’

“Nothing. Don't ever call me ma’am,
Riker. You'd think | was fifty.”

“Not to look at you,” he assured her
admiringly. “Say, Mrs. Walton, best
not say anything about this to those
girls.”

“Why not?”

“Well, it would only scare
Promise ?”

She promised, but was not proof
against Doria’s inquisitiveness and per-

smiled

em.

sistence when the girl observed how dis-
trait she was in dressing. However,
Mrs. Walton in turn swore Doria to
secrecy.

At dinner, which the men had cooked
from canned goods and eggs and cof-
fee, Riker was especially jovial. The
largeness of his manner, which grated
on Doria’s nerves in town, became him
out here. It seemed to fit the setting.

“We’'ll have a new cook to-morrow,
boys and girls,” he cried. “So this is
the last night for washing dishes.”

“Hooray!” shouted Annielee, and
beat a tattoo on a glass with a fork.

“What's the matter?” whispered
Keene of Doria.

“Nothing. Why?”

“You're so absent-minded. And

you've been staring at me so hard.
Don’t von like this collar? It’s the lat-
est thing, they told me in town.”

She replied: “The collar’'s all right.
I was just wondering.”

“Wondering what?”

“If any one could ever get to really
know you.”

“I'm plain as a blank page,” he
chuckled.

Doria replied doubtfully: “I
know about that.”

don’'t

CHAPTER XIII.

An opal-blue haze enveloped the
canon when Doria and Keene drew rein
on the crest of a ridge next morning.
The rims of two outstanding buttes
pushed, dark and sullen, above it. The
sun was only an hour high, and gilded
the line of cap rock in narrow slants,
through rifts in dirty clouds.

There were hills to their left, and
back of the hills the grim wall of
Blanco, above whi