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foUR FARM, HOMES living *» r white, I may live. Up tUl 
recently I have worked blindly and 
hopelessly, but now I eee light/'

"Do you?" eeked Rhode with Inter- 
eel. "Whet have you fou 

"H '«n't mine yet." K 
at the girl exultantly and there was a 
triumphant note In hie voice. "But 
It shall be mine! I will make It 
mine! And It Is worth the sacrifice 
of my race."

A vague look of surprise crossed 
Rhode's face but she spoke calmly; 

sacrifice one's race Is a serious 
I can't think of anythli 

make that worth while.
uat be dinner 

m up and see a little 
se range. Kut-le has 
hla beck and call!”

eemed o

that she seemed but an evanescent 
part of the moonlight 

"But," sfie said slowly, “you must 
that this Is impossible. 1 

of marrying you.couldnT

There was a moment's silence, 
owl called from the desert, 
night wind swept from the fragrant 
orchard. When he spoke again, 

le's voice was husky.
"Is it because I am an Indian?" 
"Yes," answered Rhoda, "partly. 

But I don’t love you, anyhow."
"But,” eagerly, "If you 

d my being an Indl

ut le lookedi
An

TheRUSEm:

Kul

wdi
"ToF/à

cornea Mr. 
time. John, corns 
desert owl nt cloa

ng that 
Here

did love me, 
an make any

DeWItt.
Q^RUE^rcatncss is to fulfill faithfully the duties of your station.

The Heart of the Desert
(Continued from last week.)

KuMe persuaded Rhoda 
the morning rides, which s 
to exhaust her, to the shortest of eve
ning strolls. Nearly always DeWItt 
accompanied them. Sometimes they 

n was never

S
«I 'VE waited for the others to get of anything! Oi course, civlliiatlon 

I busy," he said, "but they act the only thing that lives. I can't g 
foolish. Half the trouble with your point of view at all."

panlad them. Hoi 
alone, though Job 

distant.
•le. "It’s too had moonlit night Kut-le and Rhoda
aoks! If my peo- 'l0°d alone at the corral bars. The 
K their internal whole world was radiant silver moon- 

mnd 'e-’ht on the desert, on the undulating 
trouble alfalfa ; moonlight filtering through 

I do 'he peach-trees and shimmering on 
Rhoda » drooping head as she leaned 
nsi'lnst the bars In the weary attitude 

tood before 
his whit" 

head was 
as hfe cua- 
stly. His 

‘oss hla deep 
so still tha 
rise and f

you Is mental. You need a boss. No 
you don't eat enough, in spit 
eggs and beef and fruit that t

ow. "Huh!" 
e of the Indians d
hat dear pie had been putting ___
See how mechanism on paper for a thous 

years, you'd have no 
getting my point of vl

sniffed Kut 
on’t write bo

Jack sets before you. 
r hands shake this mini

a could think of no reply suffi
ciently crushing for this forward yours."

kH-SSss sgr-S&M
ffwFiE-ir

„ , , ,,, ed and unclasped. arms were folded errsBiHFwæsî«a"fsr/r.■?,:
Mdl.n wÏÏ imchinw her^th eveï 80 »nswer«l » and went back, you would a «Ml «Mlneer has tremendous op- Isn't It old?"

clear, so tender, with thlt strange mU 11 retrogression?" tî2ï*îf KliSîn^î lEStl! V? Jhta,B' atîX>d eU1L , The Pain I»
look of tragedy belying their youth, "What would you call It?" asked w?.» Klp,,n« " «tories of them are Kut-le a voice was piercing through 
with that something so compelling In Rhoda. "Aren't fhevl" .m».rd a ltva!?6 £hado* world ,n wbkh she
their quiet depths, that once more her T don't know. It would depend oq - ympathetlcaUy aniWer«i Rh°da ,,v.fg' ”ar WM troubled
tired pulses quickened. Rhoda looked my mood. I only know that the ache "Thera Is a bit thins In m* L « yîï' 80 what 8
from Kut-le out to the twisting sand- • ™ ,e 18 e *h,n* m* ,avor uae of considering the rest?
whirls, then she took the glass of milk ■ ■ — ™°: T',f! 7h tes ever ir .rry any one It will be John

drank It. She would not have make no discrimina- DtW'tt”
any of the others and jJP1} a*e

both she and Kut-le knew It. There- , n
after, he deliberately set himself to
watching he and It seemed as If he ?n* *,vee P,m 0
must exhaust his Ingenuity devising „„..ln P*««,n*!”
means for her comfort. Slowly Rhoda . shouldn't
acquired a definite Interest in the To“ have
young Indian *°°d • brain and any more.
, “Are you really clvlllxed, Kut-le?" "r* *" attractive as me go Into the m
■he asked one afternoon when the |,nv. man my ac- a pang for our frlendshl
young man had brought a little white qualntanco?” the pleasant
desert owl to her hammock for her young man ness to me.
tnsoectlon. drew a quick breath, me as I am!”

Kut-le tossed the damp hair from his y°u really "I love you for the wonderful
forehead and looked at the sweet mean that?” elbllltles
wistful face against the crimson pH- "°f course! Why spite
lows. For a moment Rhoda felt as If shouldn’t I? Isn't well before I marry you. The
his young strength enveloped her like *"• moonlight un- In me has strength to make you
the desert sun. canny on the des- And I will cherish you as white

"Why?" he asked at last. 'Ton •r*f’ cherish their wives."
said the other day that I was too much Bet Kut-le did not Rhoda raised her hand command-
clvlllxed." h«ed her attempt to Ingly and in her voice was that

"I know, but—" Rhoda hesitated for ' ' hante the subject. boundless vanity of the white which
words. Tm too much civilized myself A Group of Busy Red Cross Workers. "There are un- Is as old ns the race

nderstand. but sometimes there’s The illustration shows a number of the member* of the ,ml,ed opportunities "No! No- Don't
I your eyes that something. I Women's Institute a< Linden Valley. Victoria , Ont or me to make again!

ii-ssa'SHiEtts Sssasssaisssa E—r =-/=»,•=
aswâ&j» Ltï.......-S'-K;= SwHIftSsB “Kut-le said nothing for a moment. P*81s 1 Tk k°" h,,e toT* don t t®»- Mlae Rhode?" , am vôïr Mend'» d' *
though his face lighted with Joy at her ™,e *che to bo ther^-free In "1 do. Indeed!" replied Rhoda sin- lîe Tiïl.n^. 1/m„ .....
understanding Then he turned to- the desert! To feel the hot sun In cerely Rhodl wal Ï mhu L !? 8J£i!
ward the desert and Rhoda saw *he ”^«0 *» I work the trail! To eleep "Wall. then. MU. Rhoda. will you he smJ slollJ ‘ fr,ah‘«’«d Tf,,B
look of Joy change to one so full of an- *ltJl ‘he naked star. In my face! To marry me?" ' >0U 4Î? wlll, , t
utterable longing that her heart waa b9~M °h* 1 can’t make you under- Rhoda raised her head In speechless Rut and 1 8m red-
stirred to sudden pity. However, an 8,and- and I’d rather you understood amazement. of ere * womaa HH&
Instant later, he turned to her with than »ny one In the world! You Kut-la’s glowing eyes contracted ÎÜ *?d 1 am,î •». *
the old Impassive expression could understand. If only you were "You are not surprised!" he et make 0 J.v |aI* n*tu'Ja "law* w^,ld

“Right beneath mv skin.” he said, desert-taught. When you are well claimed a little fiercely "You must can love mL"* f°r ,ou „To,,

saârs-w—- « ue»r,, âSîKSït ?? vï
•t P-r-on ,o ..k I. lieu. "Ik. .. d„n, I hop, Ih.l b, «."w ».)”
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Rising Dairymen.
of ‘Mr" Q *>p'aMode 8p°Wn are t!le *ons 
Unfortunately we are unable to' ha” a 
a look at the face of one little chap, 
but It la easily seen that they are In- 
tareated In their fa-her'a Ayrshire». 
The calf they are holding Is t run of 
Mr Mode s famous champion cow,
—Photo by an edltoTo'f Farm .V Dairy.
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Bad
don galnat an In- "But couldn’t you," Insisted the 

In the profes- tragically deep voice, “couldn't you 
In fact every ever love me?"

e this for

Rhoda answered wearily, 
could not. It seemed.
^"l^can't

even die la

think of love or marriage 
I am a dying woman Let 

;tet. Kut-le, wit
hip, 
of :memory of your good- 

Surely you cannot love

les t see In you. I love you la 
of your Rlness. I will make you

a look In 
suppose

speak of this 
are an Indian but oneYfro

'But
Truly i
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