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for he won every game. It was Jack’s deal and he dealt very care
fully. Bui just as he laid the pack down he saw Jim reach under 
the table and pull out a card.

Jack was on his feet in an instant. “ Cheat!”  he blazed.
Jim dropped his cards and sprang to his feet. “ You lie!”  he 

shouted.
The two men were of equal height and weight and it would 

have been hard to say which would win if they came to a hand to 
hand fight. But Jeanette stepped between them.

“ No fighting here,”  she said; but her eyes were like two points 
of fire. “ Mr. Larkin, you are a cheat. I saw you take an ace of 
spades from under the edge of the table.”

Jack reached forward and turned over Larkin’s hand. He had 
six cards and the ace of spades. Mr. Larkin, the honorable sheriff 
of Lost Gulch picked up his hat and said he thought he had better 
go. He went out, banging the door behind him.

Jack laughed. “ W ell,”  he said, “ guess I ’d better go, too,”  and 
he picked up his hat and started out with a good reproduction of 
Larkin. They both laughed.

“ Well, I ’ ll see you tomorrow.”  Jack called as he rode away. 
All the way home he kept saying over ami over again in time with 
his horse’s steps, “ The hound !”

Jeanette did not sleep well that night, for she seemed to hear 
the cattle moving around; and several times she got up and strained 
her eyes into the darkness. She woke in the morning before sunrise, 
and dressing quickly, she ran down to the corral to see how the 
steers were. She could not hear them and a premonition of evil 
seized her. She hurried to the corral. The gat© was open wide and 
the steers were gone. Her air castles about college crashed about her 
confused brain.

She looked out over the plains. They held no sign of life. 
Then she saw Jack’s familiar figure coming over the hill, and soon 
she was pouring her tale of woe into sympathetic ears.

“ Put up a lunch and fill your canteen with water. We will go 
to hunt them,”  Jack said.

An hour later they were on their way. The trail of the stolen 
steers led eastward toward the desert. But it did not enter the des
ert; it skirted to the right and struck out over the plain straight 
toward Mexico.


