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sny, I have sa 
life; I can't affo 
«poll Oils

canteen. Take 
tortilla*.

shortly and ! must want to. I don’t aee how you can,
lost again. Ill let hut women is queer, tf you don't mind

the Job. A* you my saying so. 1 don't blame you for 
ced everything else In feeling thankful about your health 
rd to let anything You’ve stood this business better than 

>w. You can rest for an any of us. flay, the squaw seems t
Ent i.nd drink and All your be puttin’ all her time on making u

a good pack of meat my pack. Can't 1 negotiate for sum,
You are welcome to It thing to eat right now? Tell her no

to put plson Into It."
The Indian spoke with such dignity, Kut-le grinned, 

with such tragic sincerity, that Porter "Maybe Miss Tuttle will fix 
gave him a look of surprise and Rhoda something for you. 
felt hot tears In her eyes. Kut-le without worrying." 
turned to the girl. "Well, she won't,

"You can see that I can't let you growled Porter. "Her 
talk alone with Porter, but go ahead She ain't no squaw!" 
and say anything you want to In my "Oh, but," cried Rhoda, "you don t 
hearing. Molly, you bring the white know how proud I am of my skill! | 

dinner and fix him some can run the camp Just 
trail grub. Hurry up, now!". squaiwe." Then, as Po

He seated himself on the rampart 
lighted a cigarette. Porter sat 

Ply. with his back 
a mlnst the mountain wall. He was 
discomfited. Kut-le had guessed cor­
rectly as to the circumstances of hi* 
finding the camp. Ho had 
where his frien s might have 
the twenty-four hours since 
left them. When he i

le he had a sudden hope that the 
^Jlndlan might take him captive. The 

_ i“What Indian's quiet reception of him non- 
e made you all!" plussed him and roused his unwilling 
orter. “Well that's admiral ■■Hp 

ho devil doesn't Rhoda sat down besl 
»u you. Just the “How le John?" she asked.
If I shot him now, "He Is pretty good. He has lasted

ns would get me and Ood better than I thought he would.” 
vould happen to you!" "And Katherine and Jack?" Rhode’s 

do you call an Apache voice trembled as she uttered the
Kut-le. Rhoda never names. It was only with the utmost

show such evident an- difficulty that she spoke coherently.
All her nerves were on the alert for 
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n dr."ined the'vup
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must end right here."
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”“wi
laid his devil?” asked
flushed had seen him
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left

day
They reached the camp at 

and while the squaws made read 
breaking camp. Rhoda sat deep In 
thought. Before her were the burning 
sky and desert, with hawk and bus­
tard circling In the clear blue. Where 

ild hatred of Kut-le go 
Whence came this new trust and un­
derstanding. this thrill at his touch?

-le, who had been watching her 
adoringly, rose and came to her 
The ram

nodded the
for Chad

stumbled on to f

exclaimed Rhoda.

that Apac 
e harmed

de Porter.

hid the two from the 
•le took one of Rhoda's

hands in his firm

again put his 
chin and lifted her 

Just as the brown 
touched hers a voice 
behind the rampart:

"Hello, you! Where's Kut-le?"

• palm. Rhoda 
and away. But 

hand beneath her c 
face to his. 

face all but 
sounded from each other.

until Rhoda 
arm. His fac

alnst her

by Judas!" replied Porter, 
into the young Indian's face.

For a strained moment the two eyed
hatred glaring at hatred, «In'
put a hand on Kut-le's »fte

| e cleared at once. the
“So that's my reputation now. in about 

It?" he said lightly. of as."
"That’s your re put 

Billy. "Do you think 
don’t you realise that you c 
In your own country a 

know that the whit
that” the'folk

In you and was fond of you 
,'lve up their faith In y 

understand that 
all your white friends?

looking
some unexpected action
either Billy o 

"Jack's all
r the Indiana.
Tight." said Billy. "We 

Jack since the j 
:, but she's all 

course, except she's been 
about you, like the rest
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CHAPTER XV.
at Ion!’ .-nee reu "Oh, you poor, poor people!" moan-
that'a all? Why, «*<1 Rhoda.

a n't live Porter essayed a smile with his 
gain? Don't erâoked Ups. 
es will hunt - "But. say. you do 
rat? Don't Rhoda. You ain't the same g| 

a that be- Rhoda blushed through her 
has "I forgot these." she 

worn them so long."
*Ht ain't the clothe*," said 

"and It ain't altogether you 
health. If- more- -I don't kno 
It Is? It’s like the desert!"

"That's what I tell her," *ald Kut-le.
"Say." said Billy, «cowling, "you've course. In one way It's no credit

got a nerve, cutting In as If tbl* .wae to me at all," Rhoda went on, stirring
conversation you had cut In the rabbit stew she was warmln. up.

on casual Just keep out of this, will "Kut-le—" she paused. Of what Ule 
you! " waa It to try to explain what Ku«#

Rhoda flushed. had done for her'
"Well, ns long ns he ran hear every- She toasted fresh tortillas and pour- 

thing. It's a good deal of a farce not *d the stew over them and brought tbs
to let him talk." she said steaming dish to Porter. He taste,| 0(

"Farce’" exclaimed Billy. "Ray, the mess tentatively.
Rhoda. you ain’t sticking up for "By Hen!" he exclaimed, and lie W( 

this ornery Piute, are you?" upon the stew as If half starved, while
Rhoda looked at the calm eyes of Rhode watched him complacently, 

the Indian, a the clean cut Intel»- Seeing him apparently thus enV'atw 
genre of his face, and ahe resented ed. Kut-le turned to speak t,« Al-hlia
Porter’s words She answered him Instantly Porter dropped the
softly hut clearly drew a revolver and flred two rapid

"Kut-le did an awful and unforglv- shots, one catching Alrhise In the |m
able thing In stealing me. No one the other Injun Tom. Before he could
know* that better than I do. Rut he get Kut-le theryouog Indian was uooa
ha* ytreated me wRh respect and he him.
ba* given me back my 
him for that and an 
him?”

Kut-le’s ey 
light but lie 
stared at the

him?

stay

An Escape.

Rhoda sprang away from Kut-le and 
they both ran to the other side of the 
rampart. Billy Po 
tered but still looking very

bis own. stood staring Into 
the cave where the squaws eyed him “J™ 
open-mouthed and Alchlse. his hand 8
on his rifle, scowled at him aggres- r*on * you 
slvely. Porter's eye fell on Injun

"U-huh! You plson Piute, you! I 
snagged your littlo

ried Rhoda. “O Billy

nt. Miss Kut-le, "He didn't make me! I want-
rlrl ! ” «J <o- **o as to be able to take care of

tan. 'nyaelf when I escaped. When ou 
"I’ve and 1 *et away from him." ahe looked 

at the silent Indian with 
Billy, *,on of daring that brought a 

r fine amusement to his eyes, "I’ll be able 
to live off the trail better than you!" 

"Gee!" exclaimed Porter admiring-
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lost1u“
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Just nacherally 
game, didn't I?"

"Billy?" c 
Porter!"

Porter Jumped as if at a blow. 
Rhoda stood against the rock in her 
boyish clothe*, 
sweeping her

lor

her beautiful braid 
shoulder, her face with

KEYST"My Ood! Mis, Rhoda!" fried 
Billy hoarsely, as he ran toward her 
with outstretched hands. "Why, you 
are well! What's happened to you!”

Here Kut-le stepped between the

"Hello. Mr. Porter."
Billy stepped back

the Joy that 
fore “You Apac 
growled. "You ain't 
thought you were!”

Rhoda ran forward and would 
taken Porter's hand but Kut-le 
strained her with his hand on her 
shoulder.

"Where did you 
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Billy's fac 
sound of
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1 thank "Run. Rhoda. run?" yelled Porter, I» 
he went down, under Kut-le.

Rhoda gave one glance at injoi 
Tom and Alchlse writhing with their 
wounds, at Porter’s Angers tightening 
at Kut-le's throat, then she seized the 
canteen she had filled for Porter and 
started madly down the trail Tbs 
screaming squaws gave no heed to

ea flashed with 
said nothing, 
girl with Jaw dropped. 

Lord?" he cried. "Respect 
Wouldn’* that come and 

Do you r.iean that you wan 
ay with that Injun?”
A slow flush '•overed Rhode’s tanned 

cheeks Her cl«#t chin lifted a H(tl*.
“At the 'very first chance,” she re­

plied, ”1 aha» escape."
Porter sighed In great rsMef.

t’s all right, Mis* Rhode," he 
"Reepect him all you
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rocky way, wa 
secondary sens*, for every other was 
strained to catch the sound from 
above. But ehe heard nothing but the 
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