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NOTHING is more common than our anxiety to reform other people, while

we do not even make a beginning on ourselves.— Thomas 4.

Kempis

The Heart of the Desert

(Continued from last week.)

N her weakness and misery Rhoda’s
l cleft chin ‘quivered There was
merciless determination in
the Indian’s face. Slowly the girl
walked to his side. He swung her to
the saddle, adjusted the stirrups care-
fully, then fastened her securely to the
saddle with a strap about her walst.
Rhoda watched him in silence of utter
fear. Having settled the girl to his
satisfaction, he mounted bis own
horge, and Rhoda's pony followed him
tractably up the trail.

The trail rose steeply. After the
first few dizzy moments, Rhoda, cling-
ing to the saddle with hands and
knees, was thankful for the security of
her new seat. The scenery was un-
canny to her terrorized eves, To the
left were great overhanging walls
with ecactus growing from every
crevice: to the rirht, depth of canon
toward which she dared not 1mo% but
only trusted herself prayerfully to
her staadv little hepee

Asn the trail led hi~ber and dorkness
gettled, the cold rrew intense and
Rhnda eowered and shivered, Yet
thronh her fear and discomfort w-s
creanine snrnrise that her stren~th
hed endnred even this Jan~. T1 a gont
wheva tha tmi]l widened Wntla dran.
ped hark be«ide her and sha falt warm
folds nf a Navelo blanket abovt her
ghonlders, Naither sha nar tha T
dfan snove. The madnecs of the ni=ht
bafore. the fear snd disemst of the
afternonm rave wov, slawly, to a
Intharev of axhanstion, ANl thoneht of
her friohttn] predieamaent, of her
friends’ anxiety, of Kntle"

only

w's treachery,
waa AMed hv a wanrinecs gn preat
thet ghe eonld anlv eline to the saddle
and nmav for the tra'l to end.

Kutde. ridine inst ahead. slanced
bark econstantly st the girl's dim
fienre. Rnt Rhoda was bavond plead-
fne or nrotestinz, The trail twisted
and wnAntatad nn and on,  Fash mo-
ment RMhnda felt less certain of her
gnnt, Vash momant tha motion of the
haree erew At last a
faint ndor of ninanasdias panaad her
ginking senses and she onened her

e had 1af tha glatan.
ing eden of the and Alehise
wae Jeadine tham =t a heantifal
growth af ninas whara the manrnfol
save a pravarard sad

mare mainfl,

heave avag
panan

hootine of awls
nese to the moon-flacked shadows

Here, in a lonv alsle of enlumnar
nines, Kntla called the first  halt
Rhoda reeled In her soddle. Pefore
her hores stonned. Kntla was heside
her, nnfastening her waist strap and
lifting her to the eround. He nnlled
the nlanket from his own shonlders
and Molly stretched it on the soft pine-
needles Phoda half deliriane, looked
un into the younz Indian's face with
the nathetic unconsciousness of a sick
ehild. He laid her carefully on the
blanket. The two squaws hurriedly
knelt at Rhoda's side and with clever
hands rubbed and manioulated the
slender, exhansted body until the girl
opened her lanenid eves

Kut-le, whila this was befrz done
stood quietly by the blanket, his fine
face stern and intent. When Rhoda
opened her eves, he put aside the two

squaws, knelt and raised the girl's
head and held a cup of the rich broth
to her lips. It was cold, yet it tasted
good, and Rhoda finished the cup with-
out protest, then struggled to a sitting
position. After a moment Kutle
raised her gently to her feet. Here,
however, she pushed him away and
walked unsteadily to her horse.
Kut-le's hands dropped to his side and

as he sat! If only his Indians would
turn on him and kill him!

They were riding through the desert
now, desert thickgrown with cactus
and sage-brush. Suddenly a far away
roar came to Rhoda's ears. There was
a faint whistle repeated with increas-
ing loudness. Off to the north ap-
peared a light that grew till it threw
a dagzling beam on the strange little
waiting group. The train passed, a
half-dozen dimly lighted Pullmans.
The roaring decreased; the whistle
sounded lower and lower and the
night was silent. Rhoda sat following
the last ‘dim light with burning eyes.
Kutle led the way from the difficut
going of the desert to the roadbed.
As Rhoda saw the long line of rails
the panic of the previous night over-
whelmed her, Like a mad thing, un-
mindful of the strap about her walst
shé threw herself from the saddle and
hung against the stolid pony. Kutle
dismounted and undid the strap. The
girl dropped to the tles and lay
crouched with her face against the
steel rail.

“0 John! O John DeWitt!" she
obbed.

“Alchise, g0 ahead with the horses,”
sald Kutle. “Wait for me at the
painted rock.”

Then as the Indians became indis-
along the track he lifted

he stood in the
the frail boyish figure clamber with
infinite travail into the saddle.

From the pine wood, the trail led
downward. The rubbing and the

t
Rhoda to her feet.

“Walk for a while,” he said. “It
will rest you. Poor little girl! T
wish I could have managed differently
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broth had put new life into Rhoda,
and for a little while she kept a clear
brain. For the first time it occurred
to her that instead of following the
Ifidians so stupidly she ought to
watch her chance and at the first op-
portunity make a wild dash off into
the darkness. Kutle was so sure of
her weakness and cowardice that she
felt that he would be taken completely
by surprise and she might elude him
With a definite purpose in her mind
she was able to fight off again and
again the blur of weakness that
threatened her.

As the trall widened in the descent,
Kut-le rode in beside her.

“Feeling better?” he asked cheer-
fully.

Rhoda made no reply. Such a pas-
sion of hatred for the man shook her
that words falled her. She turned a
white face toward him, the eyes
black, the nostrils quivering with
passion.

Kut-le langhed softly.

“Hate me, Rhoda! Hate me as much
as you wish! That's a heap more
hopeful than indifference. Il bet
you aren’t thinking of dying of ennul
now-" -

What flend, thought Rhoda, ever
had induced her to make a friend of
this savage- She clung to the pom-
mel of her saddle, her eyes fastened
on bim. If only he would drop dead

but this was best for Come,
don’'t be afraid of me!”

Some savage Instinet stirred in
JBhoda. For the first time in her life
&he felt an insane joy in anger.

“I'm not afrald of you, you Apache
Indian!" she said clearly, “1 loathe
you! Your touch poisons me! But
I'm not afraid of you! I shall choke
myself with my bare hands before
you shall harm me! And if you keep
me long enough 1 shall try to kil

"

you.

you

Kut-le gave a short laugh.

“Listen, Rhoda. Your protests show
that you are afrald of me. But you
need not be. Your protection les In
the fact that I love you—love you with
all the passion of a savage, all the re-
straint of a Caucasian. 1'd rather die
than harm you! Why, girl, I'm sav-
ing yon, not destroying you! Rhoda!
Dear one!” He paused and Rhoda
could hear his quickened breath. Then
he added lightly, “Let's get on with
our little stroll!™

Rhoda wrung her hands and groan-
ed. Only to escape—to escape! Sud-
denly turning, ehe ran down the track,
Kutle watched her, motionless, until
she had run perhaps a hundred yards,
then with a few mighty leaps he over-
took her and gathered her to his
great chest. Moaning, Rhoda lay still.

“Dear,” sald Kut-le, “don't exert
yourself foolishly, If you must es
cape, lay your plans carefully, Use
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your brain, Don't act like a child. I
love you, Rhoda!

“1 loathe you! I loathe you!" whis
pered the girl.

“You don't—ah—" He stopped
abruptly and set the girl on the
ground, They were standing beside a
sidetrack near a desert water-tank.
“I've caught my foot in a switch-
frog,” muttered Kut-le, keeping his
hold on Rhoda with one hand while
with the other he tugged at his moc-
casined foot.

Rhoda stood rigid.

“1 hear a train!” she cried. “O
dear God, I hear a train!” Then,
“The other Indians are too far away
to reach you before the train does,”
she added calmly.

“But Il never loose my grip on
you,” returned the Indian grimly.

He tore at the Imprisoned foot,
ripping the moccasin and tearing at
the road bed. The rails began to sing.
Far down the track they saw a star of
Hght, Rhoda's heart stood still. This,
then, was to be the end! After all the
months of distant menace, death was
to be upon her in a moment! This,
then, was to be the solution! And with
all the horror of what life might

mean to her, she cried out with a

“Oh, not this way! Not this way!"

Kutle gave her a quick push.

“Hurry,” he sald, “and try to re-
member good things of me!™

With a ery of joy, Rhoda jumped
from the track, then stopped. There
flashed across her inner vision the
face of young Cartwell, debonair and
dark, with unfathomable eyes: young
Cartwell who had saved her life
when the scorplon had stung her, who
had spent hours trying to lead her
back to health, Instantly she turned
and staggered back to the Indfan.

“T can't let a human belng die like
a trapped animal!” she panted, and
she threw herself wildly azainst him.

Kutle fell at the unexpected im-
pact of her welght and his foot was
freed! He lifted Rhoda, leaned from
the track, and the second section of
the tourist train thundered into the
west.

“You are as fine as T thought you
were—" he began. But Rhoda was a
limp heap at his feet.

The girl came to her senses parti
Iy when Kutle set her In the saddle
and fastened her there with strap and
blanket. But happlly she was prac-
tically unconscious for the hour or
two that remained till dawn. Just as
day was breaking the Indians made
thelr way across an arrovo and up a
long slome to 3 group of cottonwoods.
Tlere Rhoda was put to bed on a heap
of blankets.

Sometime In the
woke with a clear head.
first time in months that she had

d without a dach She
stared from the shade of the cotton-
woods to the distant lavender haze of
the desert. There was not a sound
in all the world. Mysterious, remote,
the desert stared back at her, mocking
her little grief. More terrfble to her
than her danger “ut-le’s hands,
more appalling death threat
that had hung
this sense of », of barren
nothingness wit the desert op-
pressed her. Instinciively she turned
to look for human companionship.
Kutle and Alchise were not to be
seen but Molly nodded beside Rhoda's
blankets and the thin hag Cesca was
curled in the grass near hv, asleen.

“Yon awake? Heap hungry?” asked
Molly suddenly.

Rhoda sat up, groaning at the tor-
turing stiffness of her muscles.

“Where s Kut-le? she asked.

“Gone et ‘em eupper,  Alchise

gone 0o,

“Molly,” Rhoda took the rough
brown hand between both her soft
cold palms, “Molly, will you help me
to run away?”

Molly Jooked from the clasping fin-
gers up to Rhoda's sweet face. Moliy

(Continued on next page.)

afternoon she
It was the




