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FARM AND DAIRY:

SUNNY temper gilds the edges ;f Jife's darkest cloud.

~Guthrie.

The Heart of the Desert

(Continued from last week.)

HODA struck his hand feebly.
“Don’t touch me!" she cried

boarsely. “Don't touch me, you
beast! 1 loathe you! 1 am afrald of
you! Don't you dare to touch me!"

At this Kutle imprisoned both her
cold hands in one of his warm palms
and held them despite her struggles,
while with the other hand he smooth-
ed her tumbled hair from her eyes

“Poor frightened little girl!" he
sald, In hiz rich voice. “I wish I
might have done otherwise. But
there was no other way. 1 don't know
that T belleve much in your God but
T guess you do. So 1 téfl you, Rhoda,
that by your faith in Him, you are
absolutely safe in my hands!™

Rhoda caught her breath in a child-
like sob while she still struggled to
recover her hands.

“I loathe you!” she panted. “I
loathe you! 1 loathe you!"

But Kutle would not free the cold
little hands.

“But do you fear me, too?
me! Do you fear me?”

The moon had risen and Rhoda
looked into the face that bent above
hers. This was a naked savage with
hawk-lke face. Yet the eyes were
the ones that she had come to know
so well, half tragle, sombre, but clear
and, towards her, tender, very, very
tender. With a shuddering sigh,
Rhoda looked away. But against her
own volition she found herself say-
ing

Answer

'm not afraid now! But I loathe
you, you Apache Indian!™

Something very like a smile touch.
ed the grim mouth of the Apache,

“I don't hate you, you Caucasian!”
he answered quietly:

He chafed the cold hands for a mo-
ment, in sllence. Then he lifted her
to her saddle, But Rhoda was be.
yond struggle, beyond even clinging to

the saddle. Kutle caught her as she
reeled.

“Dont tle me!™ she panted. Don't
tle me! 1 won't fight! 1 won't even
scream, if you won't tie me!"”

“But you can't sit vour saddle
alone,” replied Kutle. “I'l have to
tie you."

Once more he lifted her to the

horse. Once more with the help of
his sflent companion he fastened her
with blankets, Once more the jour-
ney was begun. For a little while,
distraught and uncertain what course
to pursue, Rhoda endured the misery
of position and motion, in sflence.
Then the pain was too much and =he
cried out in protest. Kutde brought
the horges to a walk

“You certainly have about as much
gpunk @s a chicken with the pip!"
he sald contemptuously. “I should
think your loathing would brace you
up a Mttle!”

Stung by the insult to a sudden ac-
cess of strength, as the Indlan had
intended her to be, Rhoda answered,
“You beast!” but as the horses swung

into the trot she made no protest for
a long hour. Then once more her
strength falled herand she fell to ery-
Ing with deep-drawn sobs that shook
her entire body. After a few mo-
ments of this, Kutle drew close to
her.

“Don't!"” he sald huskily. “Don't!”
And again he laid bis hand on her
shoulder.

Rhoda shuddered but
cease her sobs. Kutle seemed to
hesitate for a few moments. Then
he reached over, undid Rhoda's fas-
tenings and lifted her limp body to
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women were dirty and Hl kept. The
younger, heavier squaw had a kindly
tace, with good eyes, but her hair was
matted with clay and her fingers
showed traces of recent tortilla mak.
ing. The older woman was lean and
wiry, with a strange gleam of malic-
fousness and ferocity in her eyes.
Her forehead was elabofately tattooed
with symbols and her toothless old
jaws were covered with blue tribal
1

nes,

Kutde and his' frlend of the night
lounged on a heap of rock at the edge
of the ledge. The strange Indian was
well past middle age, tall and digni-
fied. He was darker than Kutle. His
face was thin and aquitine. His long
hair hung in elf locks over his should-
ers, His toilet was elaborate com-
pared with that of Kut-le, for he wore
a pair of overal® and a dRapidated
flannel shirt, Ited and fluttering
1ts ends In the miorning breeze. As it
conscious of her gage, Kutle turned
and looked at Rhoda. His magnifi-
cent height and proportions dwarfed
the tall Indian beside him

“Good-morning, Rhoda!” he sald
gravely.

The girl looked at the beautiful
naked body and reddened

“You beast!” she sald clearly

Kutle looked at her with slightly
contracted eyes. Then he spoke to
the fat squaw. She rose hastily and
Hfted a pot from the little fire heside
the spring. She dipped a steaming
cup of broth from this and brought it
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the saddle before him, holding her
against his broad chest as if he were
coddling a child. Then he started the
Too exhausted to struggle,

horses on
Rhoda lay sobbing while te young
Indian sat with his tragic eyes fas

tened steadily on the mysterious dis-
tances of the trail. Finally Rhoda
sank into a stupor and, seeing this,

Kutle doubled the speed of the
horses.
It was daylght when Rhoda opened

her eyes or a time she lay at ease
listening to the trill of birds and the
trickle of water. Then, with a start,
ghe raised her head. She was lying
on a heap of blankets on a stone
ledge. Above her was the boundless
sapphire of the sky. Close beside her
a little spring bibbled from the blank
wall of the mountain. Rhoda lay in
helplass silence, looking about her,
while the appalling nature of her pre-
dicament sank into her consclousness.

Against the wall squatted two In-
dian women. They were dressed In
rough short skirts, tightfitting calico
waists and high leather moccasine.
Their black hilr was parted in the
middle and hung free. Thelr swarthy
features were well cut but both of the
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to Rhoda’s side. The girl struck it
away. Kutle walked slowly over,
pleked up the empty cup at which
the squaw stood staring stupidly and
filled it once more at the kettle. Then
he held it out to Rhoda. His nearness
roused the girl to fremzy. With dif-
fieulty b brought her stiffened body
to a sitting position. Her beautiful
grey eyes were black with her sense
of outrage

“Pake it away, beast!” she panted

Kut-le held her gaze.

“Drink it, Rhoda!” he sald quietly.

The girl returned his look for a
fnoment then, hating herself for her
weakness, she took the cup and drain-
od it. Kutle tossed the cup to the
squaw, pushed Rhoda back to her
blankets and covered her very gently
Then he went back to his boulder.
The girl lay staring up at the aky.
Utterly mereiless it gleamed above
her. - But before she could more than
groan she was asleep. .

She slept as she had not slept for
months, The slanting rays of the
westering sun wakened her, Shé sat
‘up sfiffly. The squaws were unpack-
ing a burlap bag. They were greasy”
and dirty but they were woman and
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thelr neamess gave Rhoda a vagne
sense of protection. They in turn
gazed at the tangled glory of her hair,
at the hopeless beauty of her eyes, at
the pathos of the ‘drooping mouth,
with unfeigned ‘curiosity.

Kut-le still was watching the desert.
The madness of the night before had
lifted a little, leaving Rhoda
some of her old polse. After several
attempts she rose and made her stag-
gering way jo Kutle's side.

“Kutde,” she sald, “perhaps you
will tell whe what you mean by this
outrage?”

‘The young Indian turned to her
White and exhausted, heavy hair In
confusion, Rhoda still was lovely,

“You seem to have more interest in
life,” he said, “than you have had
since 1 have known you. 1 thought
‘(’he 'exwﬂmem would have that ef
'eat!"”

“You brute!" cried Rhoda. “Can’t
you see how silly you are? You will bé
caught and lynched before the day is
passed.”

Kut-le smiled.

“Pghaw! Three Apaches can outwit
a hundred white men on the trail!”

Rhoda caught her breath.

“Oh, Kut-le, how could you do this
thing! How could you! I am dis
graced forever! Let me go, Kutde!
Let me go! TI'll not even ask you for
a horse. Just let me go by myself!”

“You are better off with me. You
will acknowledze that yourself, before
1 am through with you.”

“Better off!" Rhoda's appalled eyes
cut the Tndian deeper than words.
“Better offf Why, Kut-le, I am a @y-
fng womamn! You will just have to
leave me dead beside the trafl some-
where, Look at me! Look at my
hands! See how emaclated I am!
See how I tremble! I &m a sick
wreck, Kut-le. You cannot want me!
Let me go! Try, try to remember all
that. you learned of pity from the
whites! O Kutle, let me go!"

“1 haven't forgotten what I learned
from the whites,” replied the younx
man. He looked off at the desert with
a quiet smile. “Now I want the
whites to learn from me.”

“But can't you see what a futile
game you are playing? John DeWitt
and Jack must be on your trail now!"”

There was a cruel gleam in the
Apache's eyes.

“Don't b too sure! They ard going
to spend a few days looking for the
foolish Eastern girl who took a stroll
and lost her way in the desert. How
can they dream that you are stolen?”

Rhoda wrung her hands.

“What shall I do! What shall T do!
What an awful, awful thing to comv

to me! As if }fe had not been hard
enough! This catastrophe! This dis
grace!”

Kutlde eyed her speculatively.
“It's all race prejudice, you kncw.
have the education of the white
with the intelligence and physical per-
fection of the lnd.um‘\ DeWitt Iz no-
where near my equal”
TRhoda's eyes blazed
“Don't speak of DeWitt!
not fit to!
“yet” very quietly, “you sald the
other night that I bad as good a brain
and wae as attractive as any man of
"

You're

exelalmed Rhoda

Kut-le rose and took a stride or two
up and down the ledge. Then he fold
od his arms across his ochest and
stopped before Rhoda, who leaned
weakly against the boulder.

“I am going to tell you what mv
ideas are” he sald. “You are intell-
gent and will understand me no matter
how bitter my words may make you
at first. Now look here. Lots of
white men are in love with you. Even
Billy Porter went off his head. But I

(Continued on page 17)
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