
8 THE MONMAL

“ Ju s t  in time for supper,’’ she laughed. “ Bring another plate, 
M a tt ie !’’ she called to the cook.

He barred her way as she started to leave the room. “ H a v e n ’t 
you a word of welcome for me, after I ’ve been gone for three long 
years?”

“ Yes, I ’m awfully glad you’re b ac k ,’’ she answered, shyly 
offering her hand and half frightened by his tender look.

They sat down to the table. He talked of his life at college 
in the last three years, and she of her glowing plans for her col
lege life.

W hen supper was finished, they pulled out a card table and 
began playing cards. They were in the midst of an exciting game, 
when they heard a noise. Jeanette got up and went to the door. 
She stood for a moment looking into the night.

“ I th ink  there’s something the matter out in the corral,’’ she 
said, and Jack reached for his hat.

They went down the hill together. The cattle were moving 
around restlessly. They hurried on and saw a horseman riding 
toward them.

“ Why, i t ’s J im  Larkin, the sheriff,’’ Jeanette whispered. 
“ I wonder what h e ’s doing up here .’’

“ Hello!’’ Larkin sang out. “ Was just on my way up to see 
you. Saw the cattle and rode up to see how they looked.’’

“ I t  doesn’t look good to m e , ’’ Jack thought, “ and those are 
fine steers, too.’’

J im  dismounted and he and Jeanette started up the path, leav
ing Jack standing near the corral.

“ Oh, I dropped my handkerchief,’’ she exclaimed; and before 
J im  could say anything, she ran back down the hill toward Jack.

“ Y ou’re not going home, are y ou?’’
“ Yes, I guess I ’ll be going a long ,’’ Jack answered.
She looked at him pleadingly. “ Please don ’t go, Jack, be

cause I ’m arfaid of tha t  man. You will stay, won’t y ou?’’
“ You just bet I w il l! ’’ he answered, glad of an excuse to stay.
They went up to the house and found J im  comfortably sit ting 

in an easy chair.
“ We were playing cards just before you came. Will you join 

u s? ’’ she asked.
So J im  pulled up his chair. He seemed to have excellent luck,


