KEEP your fears to yourself, but share your courage with others.

—Robert Louis Stevenson.

The Heart of the Desert

(Continued from last week.)

HE mellow, haunting melody
T caught Rhoda’s fancy at once,

as Cartwell knew it would. She
turned to the sinewy figure at the
plano. DeWitl was wholesome and
strong, but this young Indian seemed
vitality itself.

“Nina, if I should die and o'er ocean's

oam
Softly at dusk a fair dove should come,
Open thy window, Nina, for it would be
My faithful soul come back to thee—"

Something In Cartwell's valce atirred
Rhoda as had his eyes. For the first
time in months Rhoda felt poignantly
that it would be hard to be cut down
with all her life unlived. The mellow
voice ceased and Cartwell, rising,
lighted a fresh cigarette.

“I am going to get up with the rab-
bits, to-morraw,” he said, “so I'll trot
to bed now.”

DeWitt, impelled by that curious
sense of liking for the young Indian
that fought down his aversion, sald,
“The music was bully, Cartwell!” but
Cartwell only smiled as If at the hint
of patronage in the volce and strolled
to his own room.

Rhoda slept late the following morn
ing. She had not, in her three nights
in the desert country, become accus-
tomed to the silence that is not the
least of the desert's

I ought to drive.
to try everything.”

Not at all discouraged, apparently,
by this lack of enthusiasm, Cartwell
said:

“I won't let you overdo. I'l have
the topdbuggy for you and well go
vlwl) and carefully.”

“No,” said Rhoda, suddenly recall-

I suppose I ought

ing that, after all, Cartwell was an
Indian, “I don’t think I will go. Kath-
erine will have all sorts of objec-
tions.”

The Indian smiled sardonically.

“I already have Mrs. Jack's permis-
sion. Billy Porter will be in, in a
moment. If you would rather have a

Rhoda turned from staring at the
distant mesas and eyed the young In-
dian wondeningly,

“Why!" she exclaimed, “I hate it!
You know that sick fear that gets you
when you (ry to picture eternity to
yourself? That's the way this barren-
ness and awful distance affects me.
1 hate it!"

“But you won't hate it!" cried Cart-

well. “You must let me show you its
bigness. It's as healing as the hand
of God."

Rhodn shuddered.

“Don't talk about it, please!
10 think of something else.”

They drove In silence for some
moments. Rhoda, her thin hands
clasped in her lap, resolutely stared
at the young (ndian’s profile. In the
unreal world in which she drifted, she
needed some thought of strength, some
fiope beyond her own, to which to
cling, She was lonely—lonely as some
outeast watching with sick eyes the
joy of the world to which he is denled.
As she stared at the stern young pro-
file beside her, dnto her heart crept the
now familiar theill,

Suddenly Cartwell turned and looked
at her quizzically

“Well, what are your conclusions?”

Rhoda shook her head.

“I don’t know, except that it's hlmi
to realize that you are an Indian.
Cartwell's volce was ironiecal.

“The only good Indian is a dead In-
dlan, you know. I'm liablé to break
loose any time, believe me!™

Rhoda's eyes were on the far luven-
der line where the mesa melted Into
the mountains,

'l try
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seemed to her that the nameless nn
known Mystery toward which her iife
was drifting was embodicd in this
infinite silence. So sleep would not
come to her until dawn. Then the
stir of the wind In the trees, the bleat
of sheep, the trill of mockingdirds
lulled her to sieep.

As the brilllancy of the light in her
room increased there drii Aacross
her uneasy dreams the liiting notes of
a whistled call. Pure and liquidly
sweet they persisted until there eame
to Rhoda that faint stir of hope and
longing that she had expenienced the
day before. She opened her eves and
finally, as the call continued, she crept
Janguidly from her bed and peered
from behind the window-shade, Cart-
well, in his khakl suit, his handsome
head bared to the hot sun, leaned
against a peach-tree while he watched
Rhoda's window.

“l wonder what he wakened me
Yor?” ehe thought half resentfully. “I
un'l g0 to sleep again, so 1 may a8

dress and have breakfast.

Hnlly thad she seated herself at her
solitary meal when Cartwell appeared.
“Dear me!” he exclaimed. “The

birds and Mr. DeWitt have been up
‘this long time.”

“What'is John doing?” asked Rhoda
reless]
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white man than an Indian as escort,
I'm quite willing to retreat.”

Rhoda flushed delicately,

"Your frankness is almost—almost
impertinent, Mr, Cartwell.”

“I don’t mean it that way at aM!”
protested the Indian. “K's just that I
saw 80 plainly what was going on in
your mind and 1t piqued me, If it will
be one bit pleasanter for you with
Billy, 'l go ﬂﬂt out and hunt him up
for you now."”

The young man's nalvete complete-
ly disarmed Rhoda.

“Don't be silly!” she sald, “Go l'f
your famous topbugey and Il
ready in & minute”

In a short time Rhoda and Cartwell,
followed by many finjunctions from
Katherine, started off toward the ir
rigating ditch. At a slow pace they
drove through the peach erchard into
the desert. As they reached the open
trafl, thrush and to-hee from
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“Yes, and then what?" she asked

Cartwell’s eyes narrowed, but Rhoda
did not see,

“Then I'm liable to follow Indian
tradition and take whatever 1 want, by
whatever means!"

“My! My!" sald Rhoda, “that sounds
bludgy! And what are you Mable to
want?

“Oh, I want the same thing that a
great many white men want. Tm go-
ing to have # myself, though!” His
handsome face glowed curiously as he
looked at Rhoda,

But the girl was giving his words
small heed. “Her eyes still were turn-

at m!uldthmlotcldh thicket,

the cholla. C

scurried before them. Overhud a
hawk dipped in its reeling flight. Cart-
well watched the girl keenly. Her
pale face was very lovely in the bril-
liant morning light, though the som-

touched other men touched Curt-dl

but he only said:
“There never was

and
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Mhh all eham; perhaps it wss that
merely had reached the lmit
ul |lll‘ heroic  self-containment and
that, had DeWitt or Newman been
with her, she would have given way in
the same manner; perhaps it was
that the young Indian's presence had
in it a quality that roused new life in
br. Whatever the eause, the llltuu
melancholy suddenly left Rhoda's
eyes and they were wild and bhct
with fear.
“I can't die!” she panted. “I can't
leave my life unlived! I cant crawl
on much longer like a sick animal

without & soul. I want to live! To
live!™
“Look at me!” sald Cartwell. “Look

at me, not at the desert!” Then as she
turned to him, “Listen, Rhoda! You
shall not die’ 1 will make you well!
You shall not die!™

For a long minute the two gazed
deep Into each other's eyes, and the
sense of quickening blood touched
Rhoda's heart. Then they both woke
to the sound of hoofeats behind them
and John DeWitt, with a wildeat
thrown:across his saddle, rode up.

“Hello! I've shouted one lung out!
1 thought you people were petrified!”
He looked curiously from Rhoda's
whité face to Cartwell's Inscrutable
one. “Do you think you ought to have
attempted thi§ trip, Rhoda?” he asked
gently,

“Oh, we've taken it very slowly”
answered the Indian. “And we are
going to turn back now."”

“I don't think U've overdone” said
Rhoda, “But perhaps we have had
enough.”

“All right,” sald Cartwell, “If Mr.
DeWitt will change places with me,
Tl ride on to tha ditch and he can
drive you

DeWitt assented eagerly unl. the
change made, Cartwell 1ifted 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 suld:

“Rhoda, T don't like to have you go
off alone with Cartwell, T wish yom
wouldn’t.”

Rhoda amiled.

“John, don't be silly! He goes about
with Katherine all the time”

John only shook his head and clux‘-
ed the subject, That afternoon,
ever, Billy Porter buttonholed newm
in the corral where the New Yorker
was watching the Arisonian saddle his
fractious horse. When the horse was
ready at the post, “Look here, De-
Witt,” said Billy, an embarrassed look
in hs honest brown eves, “T don’t want
you to think T'm ®uttin’ in, but some
one ought to wateh that young Injup.
Anybody with one eye can see he's
crazy about Miss Rboda.”

John was too startled to be resent
fu

1

“What do you mean? he exclaimed.
“Cartwell s a great folend of the
Newmans”."

“That's why I came to you, They're
plumb locoed about the fellow, Jike the
rest of the Easterners around .*

you ow  an; Ing against
him? insisted DeWitt,

“Why, mn he's an lnhn. and half
Apache at that! ‘That's emough to
know Inlllt him!”

he's in-

makes you think
linnﬂi in Miss Twit'n?" paked John
Porter flushed through his tan,
“Well,” he said sheepishly, “I seen
him come down the hall at dawn this
morning. Us Westerners are early
risers, you know, and when he reached
Miss Tuttle's door, he vl!hd - nmo
slipper out of his pocket and
and put it In front of the lll




