ﬁlUiNCE is sometimes more eloquent

than a sermon.

The Heart of the Desert

(Continued from last week.)

CHAPTER XXIL
The End of The Trail.

HE canon was sandy and rough.

Rhoda could see the monastery

set among olive-trees. Where
the canon opened to the desert she
knew that the white men's camp lay,
though she could not see it.

She had no fear of losing her way,
with the canon walls hemming her in.
She still was sobbing softly to herself
as she started along the foot of the
wall. She tramped steadily for a
time, then she stopped abruptly. She
would not go on! The sacrifice was
too much! She looked back to the
canon top. Kutle had disappeared.
Already he must be only a memory to
her!

Then of a sudden Rhoda felt a sense
of shame that her strength of purpose
should be so much less than the
Indian's. At least, she could carry in
her heart forever the example of his
fortitude. Tt would be like his warm
hand guiding and lifting her through
the hard days and years to come.
Strangely comforted and strengthened
by this thought, Rhoda started on
through the familiar wilderness of the
desert.

This, she thought, was her last mo-
ment alone in the desert, for without
Kut-le she would never return to it.
She watched the gray-green cactus
against the painted rock heaps. She
watched the brown, tortured crest of
the canon against the violet sky. She
watched the melting haze above the
monastery, the buzzards sliding
through .the motionless dir, the far
multi-colored ranges, as if she would
etch forever on her memory the world
that Kutle loved. And she knew
that, let her body wander where it
must, her spirit would fonv‘er helong
to the desert

Rhoda passed the monastery, where
she thought she saw men among the
olive-trées. But she did not stop. She
gradually worked out into an easy
trall that leq toward the open desert.

The little camp at the canon’s mouth
was preparing to move when Jack
Newman jumped excitedly to his feet.
Coming toward them through tha sand
was a boylsh figure that moved with
a beautiful stride, tirelesr and swift.
As the newcomer drew nearer they
saw that she was erect and lithe,
slender but full-chested and that her

face

“Rhoda!" shouted John DeWitt.

In a moment, Jack was grasping one
of her hands and John DeWitt the
other, while Billy Porter and Carlos
shook each other’s hands excitedly.

“Gee whiz!" cried Jack. “John said
you were in superb condition, but I
didn’t realize that It meant this! Why
Rhoda, If it wasn't for your hair and
eyes and the dimple In your chin, 1
wouldn't know you!"

“Are you all right?" asked DeWitt

anxiously. “Where In the world di4
you come from? Where have you
been "

"w"erg you hurt much in the fight?
cried Rhoda. “Oh!” looking about at
the eager listeners, “that was the most

awful thing I ever saw, that fight!
And Billy Porter, you are all right, 1
see. How shall I ever repay you all
for what you have done for me!'*

“Gosh!" exclaimed Porter, “I'm re.
paid just by looking at you! If that
pison Piute hasn't made monkeys of
us all, I'q like to know who has! How
did you get away from him

“He let me go," answered Rhoda
simply.

The men gasped

“What was the matter with him!*

me, surely you all will grant me this
favor to top all that you have dond
for me.”

Porter's under lip protruded with
the old obstinate look.

“That fellow's got to be made ai
ample of, Miss Rhoda,” he said. o
white that's a man can stand for what
he's done. He's bound to be hunted
down, you know. If we don't, others
wiln”

“John, after all our talk, you must
understand! You know what good
Kut-le has done me and how big it was
of him to let me go. Make them
promise to let him alone!”

But there was no answéring look of
understanding in De-Witt's worn face.

“Rhoda, you haven't any idea what
you're asking! It isn't a question of
forgiveness! You don't get the point
of view that you ought! Why, the
whole country is worked up over this
thing! The newspapers are full of it.
Just as Porter says, the Apache's got
to be made an example of. We will
hunt him down, if it takes a year!"

So far Jack Newman had said no-
thing. Rhoda looked at him as it he
were her last hope,

“Oh, Jack!" she cried. “He was
your friend, your dearest friend! And
he sent me back! Why, you never
woulll have got me It he hadn't voluy
tarily let me go! He is wonderful on
the trail!” x

“So we found!" said DeWitt grimly.

But Rhoda was watcking Jac'.
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ed Porter, “Wan he slck or

" sald Rhoda mechanical)
guess he saw that It was useless,
“And he dropped you In the desert
without water or food or horse!” cried
DeWitt. “Oh, that Apache cur!"

“No! No!" exclaimed Rhoda. “He
dropped me not far from here, Wo
saw the camp and he sont me to it."

The men looked at each other In-
credulously. Jack Nowman's face was
puzzied. He knew Kutle and it was
hard to belleve that ho would give up
what he already had won. DeWitt
spoke excitedly,

“Then he's still within our reach!
Hurry up, friends!"

Rhoda turned swiftly to the gaunt.
faced man, Then she apoke very dis
tinetly, with that in her doop gray eyes
that stirred each lstonor with a vague
sense of loss and yearning.

“I don't want Kutde harmed! |
shan't tell you anything that will help
you locate him. He did me no harm,
On the contrary, he made me & well
woman, physically and mentally, It
T ean forgive Lis effrontery in

“Rhods,” Jack said at last, “I know
how you feel. I know what a bully
chap Kutde is. This just about does
me up, But what he’s done can't be
let go. We've got to punish him!"

“‘Punish him!"* repeated Rhoda.
“Just what do vou mean by that?”

“We mean,” answered DeWit, “that
when we find him, Il shoot him!"

“No!" cried Rhoda. “No! Why ha
sent me back!"

The three men looked at Rhoda un-
comfortably and at each other wonder
ingly. A woman's magnanimity is
never to be understood by a man!

“Are you tired, Rhoda? asked De.
Witt abruptly, “Do you feel able to
take to the saddle at once?"

“I'm all right!" exclaimed Rhoda
mpatiently, “What are your plans?™

DeWitt pointed out across the sand
to the canon wall. A line of slender
footpri; led through the level
wastes as plainly as if on new-fallen
snow.

“We will follow your trail,” he said.

‘There was silence for an Instant in
the little camp while the men eyed the
girlish face, flushed and vivid beneath
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the tan. As it had come whep 1),
bad rescued her, the old sens
appalling nature of her experi

“Witg
of thy

returning to her again. Wity .p:::
ing clarity she was getting tio men'y
view-point. The old Rhody Woulg
have protested, ‘would hay
fought desperately and blind), -1-,.:
new Rhoda had lived through ., of
hopeless battle With circun g,
She had learned the desert’s I on of
patience.

“I have thought,” she said lowly
“80 much of the joy of my ; turn gy
you! God only kuows how the ure
of it has kept me alive from |, to
day. All your joy seems swallo od
in your thirst for revenge. A m-h.F
my friends. Only, wherever yo, 0,1
80 too!” ‘

“I think you had better rid fo
the ranch with Carlos,” sajd 1), Wity
“while we take up Kut-le's traj Thiy

will be no trip for a woman."

“You're foolish!"™ exclaime|
“We'll not let h# out of o,
again. You can't tell what sty
le is up to!"

“That's right!" sald Porter
be hard on her, but she'd be
withous.”

“Don’t trouble to discuss e
ter,"” sald Rhoda coolly. “I am
with you. Katherine probuny
some clothing for me, didn't s,

“Why yes!” exclaimed Jack
was one of the first things sh, thougit
of. She sent her own riding 1y
for you. She spoke of the lii
dress you had on and said yo.
anything appropriate in your nke
for the rough trip you might have 1
make after we found you.”

Jack wa: king rapidly, a

mat
oming
sent

“That

t to re

lieve the tension of the situail . He
undid a pack that he had kept tju to
his saddle during all the long yeey
of pursuit.

“We can rig up a dressing-room of

blankets in no time,” he .y on,
putting & bundle into Rhoda': hapgs

Rhoda stood holding the )unle r”
silence while all hands set to rigglag
up her dressingroom. She foi sud
denly cool-headed and Tesourcefy)
Her mind was forced away from her
own sorrow to the solution of anothe
heavy problem. In the lttle hianke
tent she unrolled - the hundle al
smiled tenderly at the evidence of
Kaiderine's thoughtfulness, They
wera underwear, handkerchiofs, tojly
articles and Katherine's own pretty
corduroy divided skirt and Norfol
jacket with a lttle blouse and Ascot
scarf.

Rhoda took off her buckskins g
tattered blue shirt slowly, with Jip
that would quiver. This was the Jast
the very last of Kut. She dresssd
herself In Katheri clothes, they
folded up the buckskins and shin
She would keep them, always' Whes
she came out from the tent sho stey
ped awkwardly, for the skirts hoth
ered her and Jack, whiting near by
smiled at her. At another time Rhods
would have jofned In his amusemen,
but now she asked soberly:

“Which horse is for me?"

“Rhoda!™ orfed DeWitt, “I really
wouldn't kno* you! I thought I never
could want you anything but ethereal,
but—Jack! TIsn't she wonderful!*

Jack grinned. Rhoda, tanned anl
oval-faced, and straight of back sl
shoulder, was not to be compareq with
the invalld Rhoda.

“Gee!™ ho sald. *“Walt till Kather
ine sees her!"

Rhoda shrugged her shoulders

“My pleasure in all that fs swl
lowed up by this savage obsession of
yours.”

John DeWitt led out Rhoda's pony

“You don't understand, dear” he
said. “You can't doubt my heavenly
joy at having you safe. DBut the out:
rage of it all— That Apache devil!”

“1 do understand, John," answered
Rhoda wearily. “Don't try to explain
again. 1 know just how you all feel
Only, T will not have Kutlo killed”

“Rhoda," sald DeWitt hoarsely, 1
shall him as 1 would a y
dog!"

(Continued next week.)
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