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distant mesa* and 
dlan wonderingly.

"Why!” «he exclaimed, “I hate It! that.
You know that sick fear that gets you with her, 
when you tty to picture eternity to the sam 

'■elf? That's the way this barren- that the 
ness and 
I hate It!"

turned from staring at the 
eyed the young In-

fights all sham; perhaps it was that 
Rhode merely had reached the limit 

her heroic eelf-contalnment and 
had DeWItt or Ne

she would have given way In 
e manner; perhaps It was 
young Indian’s

in it a quality that roused new 
l -r. Whatever the cause, the

won’t hate It!" cried Cart- melancholy suddenly left Rhoda’e gray 
me show you Its eyes and they were wild and black 
In* as the hand with fear.

"I cant die!" she panted. "I can’t 
leave my life unlived! 1 cant crawl 

I’ll try on much longer like a sick animal 
iouI. I want to lire! To

OUR FARM HOMES kof
ilia

fpresence had 
life in 

listless
awful distance affects me.

y\
iu must let 
It’s as healbigness, 

of God. "
Rhoda shuddered.
’Don't talk about it. please! 

to think of something else." wlthoi
Ttiey drove In silence for some live!" 

moments. Rhoda. her thin bande "Look
clasped In her lap, resolutely stared at me, not at the desert!" Then as she 
at the young endian’s profile. In the turned to him, "Listen, Rhoda! You 
unreal world In which *e drifted, she shall not die’ ! will make you well! 
needed eoene thought of strength, some Yon shall not die!” 
hope beyond her own, to which to For a long mlrote the two gased 
cling. She was lonely—lonely as some deep Into each other's eyes, and the 

T»« WHO., h.uriUnf 1 ,„h, . , ou,ht ,0”6"'
caught Rhoda s fancy at once, to try eyerytlilng. As she stared at the stern young pro- to the sound of hoo

* as Cartwell knew It would She Not at all discouraged, apparently, flle (beside her. into her heart crept the nnd John neWItt
d to the sinewy figure at the by this lack of enthusiasm, Cartwell now familiar thrill. thrown across hi

.p;r, srz s,ms ‘•'i .-.t M » .„r=rUMr",d”"d,00,*d, kk r^r.r»',1“w sjtska!? -e’‘ *° as sjs jrstjr.-sâ
“Nina, if J should die and o’er ocean’s ’No, aaid Rlh«Ja. suddenlyrecall- -j don’t know, except that It’s hard one -.j*, you thInk yon t0 have 
Soft,^dusk a fair dove shou.d come, tl^Pk SR tïL^'^Ï.S fronfcT

Open thy window, Nina, for It would be erlna will have all sorts of objec- The only good Indian Is a dead In- * "«h we’ve tsken it 
My faithful soul come back to thee—” tlons." dlan, vou know. I'm liable to break amnre'red the Indian

loose any time, believe me!” going to turn back W
Rhoda’s eyes were on the far luven- doQl, tMnk ,.ye 

a der line where the mesa melted Into Rhoda “But perhai 
a the mountains.

■aid Cartwell. "Look
IfEEP your fears to yourself, but share your courage with others. 

—Robert Loub ShOtruon.

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

en they both woke 
f-feeats behind them 

Idealwith a wi 
s saddle, rode up.

very slowly,” 
"And we are

said 
had

right,” said Cartwell. "If Mr 
will change places with me.

h and he can

The

'"ÏÏii1/
Indian stalled sardonically, 

have Mrs. Jack’s permis- 
y Porter will be In. In 
If you would rather have a

Rhoda as 
time In mon

voice ceased and 
lighted a fresh cl 

“I am going 
bits, to-morrow 
to bed now.”

DeWItt. Impelled by that curious 
sense of liking for the young Indian 
that fought down his aversion, said. 
"The music was bully, Cartwell!" but 
Cartwell only smiled as If at the 
of patronage In the 
to his oi

least
kïcwï My

n* In Csrtwellls voice stirred 
had his eyes. For the first slon 

it he Rhoda felt poignantly moment. 
It would be hard to be cut down 
all tier life unlived. The mellow 

ell. rising.

overdone,” 
ps we have

enough.”
"All rl 

DeWItt 
I’ll ride 
drive you 

DeWItt assented eageily and, the 
change made, Cartwell lifted his hat 
and was gone. Rhoda and John re
turned In a silence that lasted until 
DeWItt lifted Rhoda from the buggy 
to the veranda. Then he j*ld:

a. I don’t ifoe to have you go 
with Cartwell. 1 wish you

ES nge pli 
he dite

back
*

to get up with the rab- 
he said, "so 111 trot

"Rhod 
off alone 
wouldn't'.”

Rhoda smiled.
"John, don’t be silly! He goe 
Ith Katherine all the time."
_ ohn only ahook his head and chang

ed the subject.. That afternoon, how 
ever, Hilly Porter buttonholed DeWItt 
In the corral where the New Yorker 
was watching the A rl Ionian saddle his 
fractious horse. When the horse was 
ready at the poet, “Look here. De 
Witt.’’ said Billy, an embarrassed look 
In Ms honest brown eves, "I don't want 

low Indian you to ,Mnk huttln’ In. but some 
r 1 want hv one o”**1* *® w»Vch that young Injup 

’ y Anybody with one eye can see he’s 
craty about Miss Rhode.”

hint
•liedvoire and strol

. slept late the following morn 
e had not', In her three nights 
eeert country, become accue

ille silence that Is not the 
the desert’s splendors, ft 
> her that ihe nameless un- 
ystery toward which her life 

was drifting was emhodit J In 
Infinite silence. Bo sleep would — ...
come to her until dawn. Then the 
stir of the wind In the trees, the bleat

As the brilliancy of the light in ber lm.üer,1™ 
room increased there drifted 
her uneasy dreams the 
a whistled csH. Pure a 
sweet they persisted until the 

Rhoda that faint stir of h

Picturesque Scenery In the Yale-Car District of B. O.to
of

Th* ‘■.rssSra enr.h.'esu^ B«il.
the
lllin

n an Indian 

ed delicately.

i as escort, "Yes, and 
Cartwell’* 

did not eee.
"Then Ita liable to fol 
Ml It ion and take wh 
hatever means!”

t I "My! My!" said Rhode, "that sounds 
olng on In bludgy! And whet are you lUble to *
■ M U will want?" A»1- „ ,

"Oh...... <h. Hu, VST
«real many white man want I'D no- "

un# man'a nalveta complete- "ThaMa why I fame to yon. They’re„ „ . . - ;-------- I, an.wned Tlhoîa ÏÏ.ÎÏmni curl*,,ly ee he phm* locoed abeot the Mlow, like I»,
iTtm her bed and peered "non". ellly'" ,he aaid "On ret et Shoda. reel of the Eaelernere eround here."

!nd the wlndow-ehade. Cart- f»*nous Iwihiiii and 111 be ®ut the «*r* wee kla words “Do you know anything againstht» hhakt euU. hie h.ndaom, f°“d' 'Tê «ln?î- ™«H heed. Her eye. .till turn- m.l- tn.teted DeWItt.
rod to the hot son, leaned . . -d>wwi. .«at e<1 'towarl, the desert, though «he "Why, man, he’a an Injun,- and half

ach-tree while he watched ** had #or«°,ten *«r companion. Sand Apache at that! That's enough to
toUowed by many Injuncttona from whirls croseed the distant levels, ceaee- know against 

r what he wakened me Kathertne started lenslr Huge and menacing, they "What makes yon think he's tn-
ought half resentfully. "I r,gating ditch. At a slow pace they nwirled out from the meea'a edge, tereeled In Miss T»it’s?" s*k«-d John 
sleep again, so I may as djoveth rough la® f^horchard Into vroesed the desert trtmnphantly. then, Porter flushed through Ms tan.

Veil dress and have breakfast." }***. ***£* ***? *1' contact with rock or cholla thicket, -Well" he said eheenlshlv "1 seen
Hardly had she seated herself at her trail, thwh and lo-hee flutUrod from collapsed and disappeared. Endless, him <5me down thî bLÎ Vt dr wn thi"

solitary meal when Cartwell appeared, the cholla. Chipmunk and cottontail merclleas, hopeless the yellow desert m<n.n,n„ rj. Westerners are earlv
“Dear me!" he exclaimed. "The Varied before hejm Overhead . quivered against the bronse blue aky. ?0« k!ow and whin he reached

birds and Mr DeWItt have been up hawk dipped In Ha reeling flight. Cart- For the first time dased hopeleaanees MU. ^Hp's door hr DulIed w lMU
this long time." well watched the girl keenly Her „Te way In Rhoda to faar. The young ,,S’ Ton of hi. Sockof 2nd klaed

"What is John doing?” asked Rhode P»l« tscs was very lovely to the brll- Indian, watehtog the girt', face, be- 2nd Î2t It to the IlU "
carelessly JJ*Bt morning light, (bough the sou- held In It what even DeWItt never had . .. h

“He's gone up on the first mesa for hornoea of her wide, gray eyes was S6en there—beheld deadly fear. He DeWllt cowled, then he laughed
the wildcats I spake of last night I deepened. That aarne muteness and WM B||,nt for a moment, then he lean- "He's no worse than the real of u
thought perhaps you might care to patience to her trouble which no ed toward her and pnt a strong brown that way? m watch him, though pe-
take a drive before It got too hot. Yon touched other men touched Cartwell hand over her tretobMng little fists, haps It's only your prejudice against
didn't sleep well last night, did you?’’ but be only said: His votes was deop and soft. Indiana and not really a matter to

Rhode answered whimsically. "There never was anything bigger "Don't,” he aaid, “don’t!” worry about.”
alienee. R thunders at me and finer than this open -dwelt, was Perhaps it was the subtle, not-to-be Porter sighed helplessly, 
get need to It soon. Perhaps there?” fathomed Influence of the desert which (Continued on page II.)
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then what?" she 
eyes narrowed.

» asked 
but Rhoda

ost—almost 
trtwoll.” trad
that wav at aH?” wha

pertinent, Mr. Ca 
"I don’t mean it that way at aK 

in, not» at erot,.t*t th, lndlu. "H'. JuM It.

to Rhode that faint stir of hope and 
longing that she had experienced the £*“*’*“■ ,, 
ifay before. She opened her eves and Lu 
finally, as the call continued, she crept .. you 
languidly 
from beh 
weR, 
head
against' a pe 
Rhode's win
tor?1" abolir 

'can’t go to - 
Well

was too startled to be resent

be one bit pleasanter for you 
Billy, 111 go ri*t out and hum I

1 he exclaimed 
friend of thehim up

plumb locoed 
rest 

“Do 
him?"In

him!”

so!1? wK

——


