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HE tired, footsore and

hungry traveler timidly
knocked at the side door of the
rather dilapidated farmhouse
and nervously cocked an ear
to detect the presence of a
dog.

No dog dashed forth as the
door opened. Instead, he was
looking into the wan, pale face
of the housewife, who said ina

tone that was at once tart and kind: “T sup-
pose you want something to eat?”
“T do, ma’am,” said the traveler. “I am

)

a little bit down on my luck. I

“You needn’t go into details,” said the
woman. “I have heard it all before. I don’t
believe a word of it. But you shall have
some bread and milk and the few scraps I
can spare.”

“Thank you, and bless you,” said the man
as he ate. “When the time comes I will
repay you a hundredfold.”

The wan, pale housewife gave him a curt
good-by, and the man went away.

Five years later he returned. He had
made his pile some way or other. Perhaps
it was oil. Perhaps it was anthracite coal.
Maybe it was this man who discovered the
secret of making ice cream without having to
depend on cows. Anyway he came back, in
a sedan of the kind which does not have the
gasoline under the front seat. He stopped
before the house and got out of the car like
a man who is going to do something much
gladder and lovelier than anything that hap-
pens in the glad books. He glanced at the
house and saw that it was newly painted and
had a wide veranda on the front. It took
away some of his glad stuff, but on second
thought he said, “Well, I'm glad the poor
woman has had a little luck.”

The veranda had an unusual look as he
entered. The rug looked like real Chinese.
The furniture was the last word in wicker.
A simply but expensively dressed lady, rich
but not gaudy, rose and greeted the man in-
quiringly. With his hat in his hand the
man said: “I’m sorry to disturb you. The
party I wished to see has gone, I see. I sup-
pose she is dead. She did not look strong.
But I came to pay a debt of honor. Five

‘ years ago she gave me, a famishing man, food

and l\m(lnc», and I told her I would repay
her a hundredfold. I 2

“T remember you,” said the distinguished-
looking lady. “I was the woman who gave
you the food. I don’t remember the kind-
ness.”

“You?” he cried. His fingers released
hold on the hundred-dollar bank note which
was ready in his pocket. “You—you have
prospered, I see. I am too late.”

“] am a scenario writer,” she explained
simply. “Yes, I suppose I might be called
prosperous. Perhaps you have heard of the
Lightning-Quick Comedies, made by the
Knock-Out Company. I write them all.”

The man leaned against the nearest sup-
port. ‘‘Marvelous!”

“No, not so marvelous. It came about
naturally, I think. I will tell you. One day
I heard that the comedy films being made
were not fast enough. They wanted quicker
action. For sixteen years, in this house, I
had been doing the upstairs, the downstairs,
the cellar and the barn work, the baking; the
milking, the splitting, the sawing, the firing,
the plowing, the harrowing, the nursing, the
husking, the buying, the selling and the swap-
ping; I took care of the cows, the hens, the
pigs, the ducks, the children, my husband,
tramps and the minister’s laundry; the well
was a hundred feet from the house, and two
hundred from the barn; the kitchen was
twenty feet square, and for fifteen of the six-
teen years the kitchen range was out of re-
pair. I decided that if quick action was
needed in the movies it should be supplied by
someone who knew what quick action was.
Yes, I’ve done very well, but I haven’t quite
done it yet. When the time comes that T can
get a picture that will move as fast as I did
for sixteen years I can get my own price
for the scenarios. People will have to de-
velop a new motion of the eyeball to get it
all in. Must you be going? Well, it zs good
to know you really weren’t a tramp after all.
Good-by.” —FREEMAN TILDEN.
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E WHO dances may get

out of paying the fiddler,
but it’s a safe bet that he’ll
pay the saxophone player.

UI -TIMATELY the up-to-
date housekeeping
apartment will include among
its conveniences a built-in
Christmas tree.

HE millennium will be a

lot nearer when a man who
has fallen on an icy pavement gets as much
sympathy from the bystanders as a horse in
the same plight.

HE dictionary is strangely misinformed

on some points. For example, it defines
a flapper as “a young bird, not yet able to
fly well.” Oh, innocent Webster!

HE old-time child was satisfied with
writing a letter to Santa Claus. The mod-
ern youngster will expect to “pick up” an
answer on dad’s radio. Broadcasting sta-
tions which have a monologue by Santa on
their Christmas Eve program will make a

huge hit.
He Was Glad

EORGE,dear,” shesaid, “I’ve got some-
thing T want to talk to you about.”
“I'm glad of that, darling,” her husbhand
replied. “Usually you want to talk to me
about something you haven’t got.”

Satisfaction Guaranteed

OU are certain,” the middle-aged
woman customer said, ‘“that this
young century plant will bloom in a hundred
o3
years.
“Positive of it, ma’am,”
sured her.

) the florist as-
““If it doesn’t, bring it back.”

What is Your Inference?

S THE writer of the following want ad-

vertisement in a Western paper a jilted
suitor bent on revenge or merely a great
lover of sport?

“To Exchange—$85 diamond ring for
double-barreled shotgun.”

Amateur Reminders

HEN days are bleak and winter’s near,
When dank the outlook is and drear,
What joy it is to have a book
Of photographs in which to look
At all the views and groups one took
When summertime was here!

—“First, here’s the lake. How bright the
day I snapped that view! Of course, it’s
gray and rather dull—the print, I mean. But
say, it is a lovely scene!

—“And here’s the brook in Balsam Dell, a
charming spot. It’s hard to tell just why the
picture isn’t good. Perhaps the shadows in
the wood were much too deep for snapshot
views. Too bad such fine effects to lose.
But still, it’s not so very bad
—“Now here’s a picnic that we had, a jolly
corn roast on the beach. I meant to send
this print to each of those that in the group
you see, had it turned out successfully. But,
focusing the gosh-blamed thing I got in bad.
I didn’t bring the camera close enough, I
fear. The whole effect, you see, is queer.
—“However, this one’s not so worse; a baby
and her nifty nurse. The cutest couple at the
place, but light struck, hang it, in the face.
—‘“This picture, though, has got some class,
some touch of art. You see that mass of
heavy clouds so fierce and black, a regular
tropic typhoon track? T’ll say that’s good.
I don’t know what occurred to cause the sky
T got. The sky was blue, a perfect day, when
I But still, that’s just the way my camera
works. I had to call that view ‘The Coming
Thundersquall.’

—“I took some others, but the rest are
simply fierce; you've seen the best.”

When days are bleak and winter’s near,
When dank the outlook is and drear,

What joy it is to have a book

Of photographs in which to look

At all the views and groups one took
When summertime was here! —A, H.F.
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“The Oanishing American

By /. ANE GREY

This is the story of the great Amer-
ican desert; of the love of a cultured
girl from the East and a college-bred
Indian who has gone back to live
among his own people. Nophaie, an
Indian lad, kidnaped and deserted in
the desert, is found by some white ex-
cursionists, who take him back East.
For eighteen years he is surrounded
with the white man’s culture, is edu-
cated at Carlisle, achieving scholastic
and athletic fame. After he returns to
his native element he writes Marian
Warner, whom he had met and loved,
to come and help his people. Arriving at the trading post where she
is to stop, the trader’s wife draws from Marian the story of her love
for Nophaie. She encourages her in her desire to help the Indians,
but cautions her of the chasm she has to bridge. Marian asks the
trader to start with her the next day for Nophaie’s camp.

VvV

R]WENTY-FOUR hours at Kaidab were for
Marian exceedingly full and prolific of new
sensation. A sunset over the deep notch be-
tween the red rampart and the black mesa
to the west; a strange sad twilight, deepen-
ing into desert night with the heavens dark
blue and radiant with a million stars; a walk
out into the lonely, melancholy, silent emp-
tiness; a wonderful hour with this woman who loved and
knew the souls and lives of Indians; a sinking to sweet rest
with eyelids seemingly touched by magic; a broken moment
of slumber when the dead stillness awakened to wild staccato
yelps and mournful cries; a cold, keen, invigorating dawn;
and then a day of thrills, not the least of which was a horse-
back ride out across the sandy, green-dotted plain with an
Indian boy—these somehow augmented the process of change
in Marian’s heart, clarified her mind and established the
strange fact of love for the desert. It seemed like the evo-
lution of a long period. Out of these hours grew realization
of the unlimited possibilities of life and joy and labor.

That evening, in another and more important council
with Mrs. Withers, the matter of Marian’s work was dis-
cussed. They both agreed that a beginning should be made
at Mesa, in whatever connection might be available at the
Indian School. Marian repeated Friel’s talk to her. And
Mrs. Withers’ failure to express surprise or disgust or, in
fact, to say anything, was illuminating and further increased
Marian’s desire to learn the truth of what was going on at
Mesa. It was decided that in case Marian’s overtures there
were futile, she could come back to Kaidab and go about her
work among the Indians on her own initiative. Nophaie’s
possible wishes and suggestions were taken into considera-
tion. Neither Mrs. Withers nor Marian, however, antici-
pated anything but approval from him. What he might
have to tell Marian could only inspire her or drive her to
greater effort. As for the language, Marian decided she
would be quick to learn enough of that to get along with the
Indians, and proficiency would come with time.

Next morning Marian arose at five o’clock. It was with
real pleasure that she donned her rough warm outdoor garb,
blouse of flannel, riding trousers and boots. She had coat
and sweater and heavy gloves to go with them. But some-
how the hat she had brought did not now seem suitable. It
was too jaunty, too small. Still she would have to wear it,
for she had nothing else. Other necessities she packed in a
small duffel bag.

HEN she got outdoors the sun had risen and appeared to
belosing its brightness. A gray haze of cloud overspread
the sky. The wind was cold, gusty and whipped at Marian’s
hair. Indians were riding in to the post, and already the
work of the day was under way. Withers, bareheaded and
coatless as usual, was directing the packing of two mules.
Presently Withers espied her. Then he halted in his task.
A broad smile spread over his face and a twinkle shone in
his eye. “‘Shore, I thought you were a boy,’”” he said. *“Was
wondering where such a boy might come from. You shore
look good medicine to me.”

His frank admiration was pleasing to Marian. She would
have much preferred to appear before Nophaie in distinctly
feminine apparel, such as she had worn when he first saw
her. But it would have been out of place here, and she had a
moment of happiness in the thought that perhaps Nophaie,
too, would find her attractive in this riding suit.

“Reckon we're going to have some wind today,” said
Withers as he scanned the eastern horizon. “‘Couldn’t you
put off going till tomorrow? "

“Oh, no, I couldn't,” cried Marian, aghast.
Withers, you don’t really mean we oughtn't go? "

“Yes, I do; but if you feel that way, we're shore going,”’
he replied decidedly. “You may as well get used to blowing
sand now as later. Have you got glasses?”

"
S

“Mr.

“Yes, I have my auto glasses.

“That’s good. But you'll have to find another hat.”

“Oh, I was afraid of this—the looks of it, I mean. What's
wrong with it?”’

““Shore, its looks are great. But it’s no good. You want
a sombrero with a wide brim. It protects your face from
sun and rain. You're going to get sunburned, miss.”

Llustrations by Pruett (arter

“That won't bother me, Mr. With-
ers,” replied Marian. “ My skin looks
delicate, but really it's tough. I
burn red, then brown.”

“Well, we shall see. If you haven't
a sombrero, I'll dig up one for you.”

Marian never experienced such
an endless hour as the ensuing one
before Withers was ready to start.
Breakfast for her seemed a super-
fluous thing. Yet she was hungry.
All the time she was aware of Mrs.
Withers’ eloquent and penetrating
glances and the subtle little smile
of understanding and sympathy.
This woman who loved Indians un-
derstood her, and was living with her these thrilling, calling
moments of young life. Yet a haunting sadness, too, seemed
to hover like a shadow in those magnetic eyes.

“Marian, you're in for a hard but glorious trip—no words
of mine can tell you. Nophaie’s country is beyond words to
describe. Remember, study of this desert will reward you.
Be careful on high trails. Good-by."”

Two Indians drove the pack mules ahead. Withers had
instructed Marian to mount and ride after them. He would
presently follow. To her disappointment she had been given
a horse instead of one of the shaggy Indian mustangs—a
short, stocky horse not at all spirited and quite ugly. But
when she had gotten astride him, ready to try to adapt her-
self to saddle and motion, she found to her amaze that she
did not seem to need to do anything. The horse started off.
He moved briskly. But it was not a trotting gait. She had
ridden at a trot yesterday and assuredly soon tired of it.
This gait was new to her, and she had imagined she knew
something about horses. She felt as if she were riding in
a rocking-chair that moved on a level, if such a thing were
possible. The motion delighted her.

NE of the Indians was old, judging from his gray hair

and sloping shoulders. He worea red bandanna round his
head; a thin cotton blanket, gaudily colored like calico,
covered his shoulders, and his long legs dangled below his
stirrups. The other Indian was a boy of sixteen years per-
haps, and the sight of him was pleasing to Marian. His
ebony hair waved in the wind; his darkly brown face was
round and comely; he had eyes as black as his hair, and
these, together with the smiling, parted lips showing white,
even teeth, made of him a handsome youth.

To see everything was Marian’s resolve. Yet just sight
of these colorfully clad Indians and the bobbing pack mules
made her forget to look anywhere else. She felt the cold
puff of wind, she smelled the dust, she rode casily without
any strain whatever.

Withers soon overtook her, then rode ahead to the pack
mules and quickened their pace. The Indians jogged on in
the lead. And Marian appeared to be left to her horse and
the trail and the encompassing scenery. Ahead, bare hills
of yellow stone loomed up high toward the overcast sky.
The trail led into a defile. Slanting surfaces rose on both
sides and gradually lifted to imposing heights. In pockets
and niches grew stunted cedar trees, with roots growing

out of the solid rock.
The wind did not
strike her here, a fact
she found relieving.
Buckskin held to a
pace that kept him within sight
of the horses ahead. On rocky
places of the trail he appeared as
sure-footed asin thesand. Marian
began to appreciate why Withers
had chosen him for her.

Slowly the slopes closed in,
grew higher, and the trail led up-
hill. Perhaps half an
hour of gradual climb
brought Marian out
on top of a ridge from
which she soon saw
into the distance.

JTITHERS had
waited for her,
evidently anticipat-
ing her delight.
“Thought you'd like
this ten-mile strip,”
he said. ‘“The big
black rock standing
out of the plain is
called ‘The Captain.’
And the Indians call
that sharp monument
you see ‘Slim Rock
That Stands High.’
It’s twice as high as
the Washington Mon-
ument.”’

Longand green and
broad appeared the
level hollow of desert
that led to these up-
standing figures, lonely
and sentinel-like in
the distance. Ten miles! It did not seem a third of that.
Yet Marian, riding on and on, always watching these statues
of rock, soon discovered how deceiving was the distance.
For a whole hour these desert monuments did not change
shape or size or color. In another hour Marian rode between
them, to gaze up in awe, to marvel at the black granite
grandeur of The Captain and the red sandstone splendor of
Slim Rock That Stands High. And these were outposts to
the gateway of desert land, beyond Marian’s comprehension.
She could only look and look, and ask Withers questions,
and ride on and on, slowly to grow, hour after hour, into
realization of the deceit of distance, the marvel of color, the
immensity of these uplands, and the weird, fantastic and
sublime nobility of sculptured shafts of stone.

Something great was entering her soul. Was this the home
of Indians? What did white people realize of the nature and
wildness and loneliness that had created these children of
the desert? What must dwell in the minds of a race living
in this land of enchantment?

Then, toward mid-afternoon, what Withers had feared
and predicted came to pass. ‘‘Sandstorm,” he said. “But
not bad. It won't last long. Get on your glasses, and cover
your mouth and nose with your scarf.”

A pall of yellow swooped down out of the west. Dark and
weird, magenta in hue, the sun shone through this wall of
dust. The wonderful landmarks ahead were blotted out.
The sweep of this desert storm seemed fierce and swift,
swallowing up the monuments and the plains and moving
down upon Marian with a majestic and inevitable precision.

She imagined she grew suddenly blind. And she began
to choke and suffocate. She had to breathe through the
scarf. The smell of dust seemed as stifling as the substance
of it. She felt the fine, thin, stinging particles on face and
neck. And when that heavy front of the storm passed by,
Marian emerged just in time to escape acute distre

SHE COULD ONLY LOOK
AND LOOK, SLOWLY TO
GROW INTO REALIZATION
OF THE DECEIT OF DIS-
TANCE, THE MARVEL OF
COLOR, THE IMMENSITY
OF THESE UPLANDS
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Riding was disagreeablestill,
but gradually the gusts of
whirling dust lessened, until
the storm blew away toward
the eastward. The suncame
out, most pleasantly warm-
ing Marian’s cold’hands and
face and lighting the desert.

Soon there came the best
hour of that day, close to
sunset, warmer and without
wind.

Again Withers waited for
her. “We're getting some- ;
where. I didn’t tell you be- |
fore. This is the sage flat
where Nophaie used to shep-
herd his sheep. Here he was
stolen. Yonder under that
red mesa is the place where
the thieves drove his flock.
We'll camp near it. 'Way
over here—that great break
in the red wall—is the pass
into the Valley of Gods.
Nophaie was born there.”

ITHERS rode on.
Marian stared after

him and then down at the
gray sage. She reined in her
horse. Here! Nophaie, the
little Indian boy, lonely
shepherd, here stolen! A
wave of emotion swelled
Marian’s breast. Tears
dimmed her eyes, so that the
gray, soft color beneath her
grew blurred and misty. She
wiped her eyes. There ap-
peared to be no mark of
stone within the circle of her
vision. A wide, gray-green,
gently rolling plain of sage
led everywhere toward the
upstanding rocks, the closest
of which was the red mesa
Withers had signified.

Marian dismounted, and,
gathering a bit of the fra-
grant sage, placed it in the
pocket of her blouse. She
meant to treasure it always.
Then, with a hand on her
horse, she gazed away across
the plain toward the uplands
where Nophaie had been
born. It meant much to her,
to tread on the earth that
had known Nephaie's boy-
hood feet, to see the wild
rock towers that had shad-
owed his birthplace. Mag-
nificent monuments, pillars
and columns and shafts, all
reflecting the gold and red
of the sunset, far away and
infinitely lonely, speared the
horizon line and the white
clouds. Valley of Gods!

Marian mounted and did
not look back. Her heart was
full. To the fore stretched
the trail, winding through
the sage. It led her under
the shadow of the ponderous
red mesa, a massive butte
with columns like an organ,
standing out alone in the
desert, far from the main
wall of the uplands. Upon
a grassy bench Withers had
made camp. Already a fire
was burning. The Indians were unpacking the mules. ““Get
down and come in,” said Withers cheerily. ‘“Find a seat and
rest yourself. We'll soon have supper.”

ARIAN became conscious of aching bones and tired
muscles. She was glad to rest, but she forced herself to

watch Withers at his camp tasks. He did not appear to be
in a hurry, yet results multiplied magically, and all in a few
minutes, apparently, there was supper steaming fragrantly,
and a little tent stretched over a roll of blankets for her bed.
Camping out was not entirely new to Marian. She had sat
round camp fires in Maine and the Adirondacks. But this
was different, just as the Dutch oven was a strange and fasci-
nating cooking utensil in her sight. It was a black iron pot
with a lid. Withers had thrown the lid into the fire. The
pot sat upon a bed of red coals, raked to one side.
Withers deposited the hand-modeled biscuits in the
oven, lifted the lid out of the fire with a stick and
set it on the pot. Then he piled red-hot coals over
the lid, and apparently forgot this part of his task.
Marian was curious to see what happened.

“Come and get it,"”” presently spoke up Withers
in his hearty voice.

“Get what?"" queried Marian.

“That speech is the Western call to eat.”

“Oh—and what'’s to become of the biscuits in
that black pot?”
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MARIAN PAUSED, HER EYES ON THE INCREDIBLE STEPS SHE HAD

SUDDENLY A CRY STARTLED HER

“Young lady, after you cat some of my biscuits you will
never be happy again,” replied the trader, laughing, and
forthwith proceeded to knock the lid off the oven.

Marian could scarcely believe her eyes. Next moment she
was sitting cross-legged before a strip of canvas upon which
Withers spread the repast. The odor that assailed her sud-
denly awakened a ravenous hunger. And Marian began her
first meal out on the desert with an appreciation and relish
never before experienced in her life. Withers served her,
then the Indians, who stood by with eager eyes, and then
himself. Marian’s acute senses fixed the reality of that
hour—the picturesque Indians, the Western trader, forceful
and wholesome and kindly, the fragrance of bacon and
coffee and hot biscuits, the penetrating cold wind that swept
in and blew the pungent smoke about her face, the pleas-
ant heat of the fire on her back, and outside of the
camp circle the vague sage-plain environed by loom-
ing walls. After supper Marian crawled into the lit-
tle tent that was so low it touched her head as she
sat upon her bed and, making a pillow of sweater
and coat, she wearily unlaced her boots and slipped
gratefully down under the heavy woolen blankets.
She tried to think some more, to realize all that had
happened, to ponder and dream over the future,
but at once she was claimed by sleep.

In the morning Withers called her, and when she
crawled out of the little tent it was into a wonderful
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gray of dawn, cold and pure,
stingingly sweet with its per-
fume of desert, with the
great mesa standing clear
and sharp and black against
the eastern gold of sky.

“Today we climb out on
top,”’ was one of the trader’s
droll remarks.

An hour after starting
Marian appreciated what he
meant, though she was
utterly at a loss to see how
they could ever surmount
the tremendous red wall
toward which they were rid-
ing. It looked the scarred
blunt face of a mountain.
The slant of broken rock
that leaned against its base
might be surmountable, but
it did not extend far up. For
the hundredth time Marian
learned that what she saw
at a distance was vastly dif-
ferent at close range.

ARKS that had ap-

peared to be scars
turned out to be ledges and
lines of broken cleavage and
slopes of talus and masses
of broken rock, through and
over which it at last seemed
barely possible to climb. The
close approach to this lofty
barrier was not without ex-
citement for Marian. And
when Withers led off the
well-defined trail that kept
to the lowlands, to take a
dimrough trail which turned
straight for the wall, she felt
a deep thrill. This must be
the Indian trail never
traveled by white people.

““Here’s our Pahute trail,”’
said Withers as he dis-
mounted. ‘‘It headsin from
cross country. I'm sorry to
say you'll have to walk.
Climb slow, rest often, and
in bad places keep on the
upside of your horse.”

The Indians were climb-
ing on foot, leading their
mustangs. The mules were
bobbing the packs up a zig-
zag trail. Withers likewise
began the ascent. Marian
followed, confident and
eager, with eyes roving
everywhere.

OW wonderfully that

trail had been worked
out, zigzagging the first long
slope, then taking to ledge
and crack, and then worm-
ing from side to side up a
break between two craggy
capes! It made Marian
dizzy to look high at the
rim. The Indians passed
out of her sight and so did
the mules, while Withers
slowly got far ahead of her.
Marian did not particularly
like this aspect of the case
and discovered that Buck-
skin did not either. She
became extremely hampered
and hindered by the horse
climbing too fast behind her. He bumped her with his shoul-
der, nearly knocking her over, and he stepped upon her heels.
Marian had to keep ahead of him, and on the increasingly
steeper bits of trail this grew almost too much for her. Buck-
skin either could not or would not climb slowly; and at length
Marian became aware that he had to expend considerable
effort to make the grade.

“Look out below. Dodge the rocks,” yelled Withers from
far above her.

The zigzags of the trail had placed him directly over her
and evidently his horse had loosened stones. Marian heard
them clattering down, and quickly she chose a shelving
portion of wall for protection. The sliding stones passed
below her, gathering momentum and more stones on the
way, until the sound augmented into a rattling roar. Then
it ceased.

Marian resumed the climb, with most of her confidence gone
and all of her breath. People back East never saw a hill!
She thought of a friend who used to refuse to walk on a level,
let alone upgrade. And soon the sensations of warmth and
breathlessness passed to those of fire and pain. A burden
pressed upon her chest, and her legs felt dead. She learned
that to rest long was worse almost than no rest at all. For
it grew too wonderfully good, if she halted more than a
moment. So she staggered along and upward, panting
laboriously, hot and wet, trying to avoid Buckskin, and to
keep from looking down into the void that had become

ASCENDED.
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awful. The light grew brighter over her. She heard the
trader’s cheery call of encouragement. How endless that
last steep zigzag to the to

“Fine! Shore you're there asa climber. But it's nothing
to Pahute Cafion,” Withers was saying.

“Oh-h-h!"” panted Marian as she dragged herself up, to
fall upon a stone seat.

She could not talk.
in. The trader’s
scornful ears.

“Rest a little,” said With kind nd then look
around. We're on the rim of Nophaie’s country.”

if it were caved

Her breast seemed ¢
1 upon most doubting and

ompliment fel

ARIAN looked back at the lowlands from which she had

climbed. Straight down the trail sheered, yet she had
ascended it. The Valley of Gods rose prominently out of the
vast stretch of ¢ rt, now visible to the eye; and the
crowns of the monuments were on a level with the great wall
from which Marian gazed. They belonged to the same
strata of red sandstone. All that space below and between
had weathered away—worn by wind and s¢ and frost!
The fact was plain to Marian, yet incredible. What of the
ages! This land of mystery and beauty bade fair to trans-
form her. Far away these red stone gods stood up, aloof,
stupendous and grand. She watched them, and gradually
her composure and strength returned.

“Shore, I'm glad to see you take to the look of this
desert,”” observed Withers seriously. ‘‘Most people don't.
Though of course very few ever have the luck to get such
aview as this. What I mean is, all we have here is wonderful
country. Indians, horses, birds—what few living things
there really are—seem absolutely not to exist because we
seldom see them. So there’s nothing to look at but the vast-
ness, nothing to think of. That is why an Indian is great.
He’s like his surroundings.”’

“T don’t know what I feel—and couldn’t tell, if I did,”
replied Marian. ‘I want days and months here. Yet after-
ward—could I ever be happy again?”’

“Places have more to do with happiness than people,” re-
joined Withers. ‘“Well, let’s be drifting. We've only climbed
the first step of this stairway.”

And then Marian dreaded to look toward the west. Yet
she was impelled. Huge and beetling, wild with fringe of
green trees, another wall obstructed the sky. It was close,

SHE WATCHED NOPHAIE.
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and northward it broke off abruptly. Withers was riding off
through a forest of cedar trees. Marian got on her horse, not
without some sharp pains, and followed the trader, deeming
it best to keep him in sight.
he trail was dim. On that bare ground, however, Marian

believed she could have followed the fresh tracks of the
horses in the lead. This bench of fragrant green forest
led to the base of a rocky rise where Withers waited for

“Just let Buckskin have free rein,” he said.
“T'll keep an eye on you. And, say, I saw where
an Indian’s horse tr cut in on this trail. I'll
bet our Pahute you admired has got ahead of us.
If so, Nophaie will be on his way to meet us be-
fore sundown.” ;

Marian tried to drive thought of such a con-
tingency out of her mind. It stormed her and left
nothing of sense to meet the ever-increasing re-
quirements of the ride.

She wanted to see all and not dream the hours
away. She yearned for this meeting with Nophaie,
yet dreaded it.

Withers held back now and accommodated his progress
to Marian’s. She felt relieved to have him near, though she
did not want to talk. Withers, however, had little to say,
considering time and distance.

HEY began a long climb up over bare yellow rock, wavy,
hummoc rid with hills and holes that somehow
permitted a labyrinthine travel toward the summit. Half a
mile this strange slope ascended, at length reaching the level
of the huge abutment of stone she had first noted from the
rim below. She seemed now on the very summit of the
uplands. Yet this was not true. There were farther and
‘her points to the westward. To the north the view
offered wide contrast, with long, black ranges of mountains
rising to peaks of white.
“Look back and down
his voice. ‘‘I've been here o
that—and never will.”
From this height Marian found the spectacle to be
immense and baffling—league on league of gray-green desert,
the red ramparts on each side of the portal to the Valley of
Gods, and betw e sentinels the pinnacles of
grandeur and my t sacred to the Indian. She

1”” exclaimed Withers with a ring in

once, yet I never could forget
Y g

IN THE FLICKERING LIGHT HIS FACE SEEMED IMPASSIVELY SAD, A BRONZE MASK MOLDED IN
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felt the uplifting of her spirit. Could any soul be dead to
this? What was nature, if not eternal? There were moments
of life transcendent in revelation to the roused mind.
Nophaie had made gift to her of this sublimity, and never
would she be the same as she had been. Soon she would
hold him —the Indian she loved—through whom had come

thoughts and stirrings of her heart, and now the b

of nobler understanding. Nature flung its immortal ta
in her face, and she learned her first lesson in

humility. I

ROM that vantage point of exceedingly wide
range Withers led away to the west, ascending
cne step of the bold corner of bluff, and then
traveling along at the base of a shelving wall.
The last quarter circle round that widened wall
sent the creeping cold sensations over Marian, for
the overhanging sections of crumbling cli
and the abrupt opening of an abyss below, a s
ter chasm a thousand feet deep, made this part of
the trail a perilous one. Then once more she rode
out into the sunlight, with level open desert ahead. The In-
dians and pack mules were in sight, going into a dark green
forest of cedars and pifions, larger and richer than those be-
low. Mile after mile thi - rolled w ing to a
plain of purple sage. Beyond the horizon of deep color rose
a black-and-white dome of a mountain that Marian believed
she recognized as Nothsis Ahn, the first sight of which she
had obtained at Red Sandy. As she rode westward this
mountain top dropped below the horizon.

It was hunger that reminded Marian of the passing hours
and discovered to her that she had ridden until noon. Five
hours of steady riding! At four miles an hour, she had in all
covered twenty miles.

All at once she looked up to see a tremendous
green-forested earth ahead. Withers, on foot, wa:
for her on the brink of a chasm. Far across Marian saw the
opposite rim, a red-gold, bare-faced cliff, sheering downward.
She was amazed. The very earth seemed to have opened.
As she rode up to Withers the chasm deepened to astonishing
depths, and still she could not see the bottom. The trader
halted her before she got to the rim.

(Continued on Page 190)
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(Continued from Page 23)

% ~he said. “And it’s bad
medicine. You’ver . “a walk fast. Because
the horses can’t go \ ~rand I’ll have to
lead them. Be sure tu keep me in sight,
otherwise you might lose the trail.”

Marian dismounted, and handing her bri-
dle to the trader she walked to the rim. A
ghastly and naked, glaring cafion yawned
beneath her, tremendously wide and deep,
bare of vegetation and blazing with its de-
nuded and colored slopes.

“White people don’t get to see Pahute
Cafion,” said Withers as he gazed from
beside her. ‘“It’s the wildest and
most beautiful in the West. Reckon
it’ll be shore a spell before automo-
bile tourists will
drive in and out of
her,iethi?2inTTe

“Take a rest in the shade of these cotton-
woods,” suggested the trader. “You’ll need
all your strength climbing out. I see some
Pahutes.”

From the shade of the cottonwoods Ma-
rian watched with wondering .interest and
sympathy. No hogan nor shack nor habita-
tion of any kind appeared to be in sight.
But that this place was home for these In-
dians Marian had no doubt. What a stal-
wart Indian it was that talked with Withers!
He was young, and little there was about
him to connect him with the dirty, slouching
Indians Marian had seen at Mesa.
As she looked he raised a strong,
capable hand, pointing, with singu-
lar grace and ex-
pressiveness and
slow meaning

laughed grimly,
with some note of
gratification in his
voice.

ARIAN felt

speech diffi-
cult. She was as-
tounded. Pictures
of grand canons
could not convey
any adequate con-
ception of what was
given by actual
sight. “Wonderful!
Fearful!” she ex-
claimed, feeling the
strange drawing
power of the depths. \
“Oh, it seems im-
possible even to—to

down a ways with
the horses before
you start, so you v
won’t roll on me,” p(o_

said the trader. 4 '\\\W \\
“Then you’d shore ( N

_.wuuﬁ‘ﬂ"“j 2

|— o

slide down there!” Ty I‘
“Well, let me get - NG
= Ve i ‘l' =2

movement, toward
a point above and
beyond the canon.
It was a beautiful
gesture.

& HE Pahute

whose tracks
we saw crossed here
early this morning.
He’s shore to meet
Nophaie. And he’ll
tell Nophaie the
same he told this
Indian here,” With-
ers said when he
came back to
Marian.

“What?” queried
Marian, catching
her breath.
~ “Benow di Cleash
on the Pahute
5 trail,” replied the
trader with a smile.
STt ma v be
strange to these In-
dians. But it won’t
be to Nophaie.”

| B

better come a-slid-

ing, if you want to -

see Nophaie today. We've got to rustle to
make the other rim before dark.”

The angle was forty-five degrees-and the
trail was a narrow line of loose rocks. Marian
drew a deep breath and essayed the start.
She had not taken half a dozen steps before
she forgot allabout the scenery. She became
suddenly and violently aware of the treachery
of loose rocks and of the hard nature of con-
tact with them. That first fall hurt her con-
siderably, especially bruising her elbow; and
it also hurt her vanity. She started anew,
more carefully, and soon found herself wildly
clutching at the air and balancing on rolling
stones. This time she saved herself. But she
had a good scare. Caution would not do on
this trail. She had to step lightly and swiftly,
to be off a loose stone before it could turn
with her. There was a thrill in this descent,
and she began to grow reckless. Action
liberated her spirit, and the faster she pro-
gressed the less she felt fear.

OWN and down she zigzagged, growing

out of breath. Stones as large as houses
lay everywhere. Presently Marian ran out of
this bowlder zone upon red earth, still steep,
but affording safer and easier going. When
she gazed upward, to see the red rim far
above, she could scarcely believe her eyes.
Then she ran on down the easy stages over
soft ground, soon to find Buckskin standing,
bridle dragging in the trail. Withers waited
a little way ahead.

Marian mounted, then became conscious
that excitement had kept her from realizing
both pain and fatigue.

She rode on to meet Withers and was in-
deed glad when the last incline led down to
a sandy wash, that in turn opened out into
the canon floor.

The stream which from above had ap-
peared a thread of silver now proved to be a
shallow and wide flow of roily water into
which the horses hurried to drink. Withers
got off, lay flat and quenched his own thirst.
The Indians had halted beside one of the
clumps of green trees and were talking to
another Indian who was on foot.

For answer

Marian rose, avert-

ing her face, and went to her horse. As she

reached for the bridle she saw her gloved

hand tremble. Strong indeed was the hold

she had on herself, but she could no longer
trust it.

Once more she fell in behind Withers and
the Indians. They rode up the canon to a
break in the wall, where they turned up-
ward. The mouth of this gorge was narrow
and jagged, opening back into the mountain
of rock. Running water dashed over the
rocks at the bottom of this gorge. Cotton-
wood trees, with foliage bright green and
fresh, shaded part of the trail. Soon the rocks
began to encroach upon that sandy strip.
Marian saw the Indians above her on the
left, toiling over the weathered slide.

At a crossing of the stream Withers bade
her dismount. He filled her canteen. Marian
found the water cold and fine, free of acrid
taste and very satisfying.

“You should drink oftener,”” he said as he
watched her. “You’ll dry up in this desert.
Well, shore you’ve a climb ahead. Go slow.
Be careful. Rest often. You can’t miss the
trail.”

With that he started up a ledge of soft
blue rock, leading Marian’s horse. His own
was evidently in charge of one of the In-
dians.

ARIAN gazed aloft with something of
shock and awe. She actually saw a
wedge of blue sky fitting into that red notch
far above her. She began the climb with
forced husbanding of her strength and a re-
straint to her eagerness. With eyes seeking
out the tracks of the horses and marks of the
trail, Marian slowly lent her energies to the
ascent. This trail must have been very old,
she thought, judging from unmistakable ruts
worn in ledges and places where avalanches
and weathering slides had not covered it. At
every convenient rock to sit or lean upon, she
rested. In half an hour she found the gorge
opening wide, bowl shaped in the center,
with slopes of broken rock leading up on all
sides.
(Continued on Page 192)
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The sky began to lighten. The ragged red
rim above seemed possibly attainable. Her
watch told the hour of five. She feared she
had made too leisurely a task of it or had
rested too long. She grew nervous and
hurried. Once she lost her footing and fell,
to slide hard against a projecting rock. That
hurt her. But the fright she suffered was
worse than the hurt. Suppose she had
slipped on one of the narrow ledges!

“Oh! this is new and hard for me,” she
panted. “Mr. Withers shouldn’t—have
trusted me—to myself.”

HE realized she had been thrown upon

her own resources. Resolutely, but with
trembling lips that she had to bite to still,
she began to climb again.

Six o’clock by her watch, and the gold of
sunset on the far points of the rim! It
seemed only a short climb now, from every
turn, yet she did not get there.

Slowly Marian toiled round an abrupt
corner on a bare promontory. She paused,
her eyes on the incredible steps she had
ascended. Her breast heaved. A cold wind
from above cooled her hot, uncovered brow.

Suddenly a cry startled her. Piercingly
high and strange it pealed down, and the
echoes from the cafon walls magnified it and
clapped it from cliff to cliff, until it died
weirdly far below.

With uplift of head Marian swept the rim
above. - An Indian stood silhouetted against
the gold of sky. Slender and tall, motionless
as a statue, he stood, a black figure in singu-
lar harmony with the wildness and nobility
of that height.

“Nophaie!” whispered Marian with a
leap of her heart.

He waved his hand aloft, a slow gesture,
significant and thrilling. Marian waved her
sombrero in reply and tried to call out, but
just then her voice failed. Wheeling away
with swift strides, shot through and through
with a current of fire, she began the last few
zigzags of the trail.

Endless that last climb, unattainable the
rim! Marian had overreached herself.
Dizzy, half-blind, with bursting heart she
went on, upward, toward Nophaie. She saw
him dimly as in a dream. He was coming.
How strange the light! Night already?
Vaguely the rim wall waved and rocked,
grew darker.

0, SHE had not fainted. Not for one sec-

ond had she wholly lost sense of an arm
like iron around her, of being borne upward.
Then one long moment, not clear, and again
she felt the bursting throb of her heart, that
pang in her breast. The dimness left her
eyes. She saw the gorge, a blue abyss,
yawning down into the purple depths of
Pahute Cafion. But she could not see any-
thing else, for she was unable to move.
Nophaie held her close, her cheek against his
breast.

“Benow di Cleash!”

“Nophaie!”

There was no other greeting between
them. He did not kiss her, and his close
clasp slowly loosened. Marian rallied to the
extent of being able to stand, and she slipped
away from him, still holding his hand. The
Indian she had known as Lo Blandy had
changed with the resigning of that white
man’s name. Dark as bronze his fine face
had grown, lean and older, graver, with long,
sloping lines of pain not wholly hidden by
his smile of welcome. His eyes, black and
piercing with intense light, burned into hers.
Unutterable love and joy shone in them.

“Nophaie, you have—changed,” she said
breathlessly.

“So have you,” he replied.

An indefinable difference in the tone of
his voice struck Marian forcibly. It was
lower, softer, with something liquid in its
depth, something proving that his mother
tongue had returned to detract from the
white man’s.

“How have I—changed?” murmured
Marian.

Her pent-up emotions had been eased, if
not expressed. The great longed-for mo-
ment had come, strangely unlike what she
had expected, yet full and sweet. Slowly she
was realizing.

¢“Still Benow di Cleash, but woman now,
more than girl. It’s the same face I saw first
at Cape May, only more beautiful, Marian.”

‘At least you’ve not changed Lo Blandy’s
habit of flattery.”

& O NOT call me that,” he said, a somber
look momentarily shadowing the glad-
ness of his eyes.

Marian hesitated. She was trying to
realize him, to find him again as she had
known and loved him. But it was not easy.

“Must we get acquainted all over?” she
asked seriously.

“You must.”

“Very well; I am ready.”

“Then you have come to work among my
people?”

“Of course,” replied Marian simply.
“I’ve come to do what you want me to.”

‘Love and loyalty spoke unmistakably in
her voice and in the gaze with which she
met his piercing eyes. For an instant—then
Marian trembled in a consciousness of his
gratitude, of his sudden fierce desire to gather
her to his breast. She felt that, and saw it
in the slight leap of his frame.

“You are noble. You prove my faith.
You save me from hate of the white race.”
Loosening her hands, he took a long stride
toward the rim and gazed away across the
purple canon.

Then Marian had her first real sight of
him. This appeared but a shadow of the
magnificent form of the famous Carlisle
athlete, Lo Blandy. Thinned out, lean and
hard he looked. He was dressed in worn
corduroy and velveteen, with silver-buckled
belt and brown moccasins. His black hair
was drawn back and bound under a red band
that encircled his head. This garb, and the
wonderful poise of his lofty figure against
that background of wild cafon, removed
him immeasurably from the man Marian
had known as Lo Blandy. If there had ever
been anything untrue or unreal about him,
it was gone now. He satisfied some long
unknown yearning in Marian’s heart. Even
the suggestion of the tragic was not dis-
cordant. What was in his soul then?

“T’M GLAD for what you think I am,”” she

said, stepping to his side. ‘“‘For what you
say I do—and I want to—to make you
happy.”

“Happy! Benow di Cleash, this is the
first happy moment I have ever lived since
I was a shepherd boy—Nophaie down there
with the sheep. Happy, because Indian as
I am, I know you love me.”

“Yes, I—I love you, Nophaie,” she said
low, unsteadily. She wanted him to know
again at once.

Hand in hand then they gazed out across
the purpling depths and the gold-rimmed

(Continued on Page 193)
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hangings, draperies, everything, a nes
rich, fadeless color. Buy ‘‘Diamond Dyes
—no other kind—then perfect home d
ing is guaranteed, even if you have ne
dyed before. Tell your druggist whe
the material you wish to dye is woo! o=
silk, or whether it is linen, cotton, ar
mixed goods. Diamond Dyes never strea’
fade, or run.

Wells & Richardson Co., Burlington, V&

o

"""JQTialityjewelry for little folks
daintilyboxed with gift card. Made
insolid gold and sterling silver.
See it at your jewelers, If?
he hasnt genuine Kiddie Kraft
Jjewelry write to ~ BRAC
MARATHON CO. Attleboro Mass

2 O O Sheets Letter Paper
both printed—postp

Personal Stationery
(6x7 inches) and
Wonderful Value! Fine linen bond 1

Printed With Your NAME AND ADDRESS s
100 Envelopes to matct 1

in blue (4 lines or less). Write or prin
address plainly. Send Money Order or D

318 So. St. Louis Ave.. Ciizags

Ever Ready Stationery Co.

Special Trial Offer: Any size
veloped for 5c; prints 2c each. O

Company, 205 Bell Avenue, Roanoks
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Xmas Gifts
of the Right Sort

HOW well a Christmas present is received depends not
J upon its cost but upon the careful ll\ougl)t and good
u‘.ldgmcnt with which it is selected. Now, for instance — b
“Faultless Tea Aprons” are a dainty and unusual gift
which are sure to be warmly welcomed. They are all-rubber
and easily cleaned. Each apron is trimmed with ruffle and
has two-color shoulder straps. Red, blue or green body
with white trimming and white body with blue, green,
red or white trimming. Three sizes— Adults’ $1.00,

; Misses' 95¢, Children's 85c.
“Faultless Natural Spon-
ges”” (rubber) look just like a
natural sponge but give better
and longer service. Feel soft
and smooth on the skin. Ster-
ilizing in boiling water keeps
them sanitary and does not in-
jure them. Wring out like a
wash cloth. ake fine presents.
Three sizes—25¢, 50¢, $1.00.
Secure Faultless Tea Aprons
and Faultless Natural Sponges
from your dealer. If you have
difficulty in obtaining them,
order direct from us.

The Faultless Rubber Co.
Dept. 2019 Ashland, Ohio

Gift of Comfort

To anybody who “‘feels cold weather'
there is hardly any other gift which will
be so welcome as a good quality, hot §
water bottle. No. 40 *“Wearever” Water
Bottle is moulded-in-one-piece without
to open or
aks. Gives
long, faithful, satifactory ser-
vice. Has patented Oval Neck
—easy to fill and comfortable-
in-use.

No. 24 ** Wearever ™ Fountain
Syringe in ey point of quali-
ty and service is the companion
piecv of No.40 Water Bottle.
Both No. 40 ’and No. 24 may

ulty in securing
either, advise us.

The Faultless Rubber Co.
Dept. 2019 Ashland, Ohio

REG. U.S. PAT. OFF.

RUBBER GOODS
A Delightful Christmas Gift

INDIVIDUAL
“NAME PENCILS”

With a Personal

In Touch
beau- e
tiful Distinctive

embossed
genuine
leather case
with recipient’s
or your name en-

gravedin 18carat Gold
on pencils and case.

Cases in following shades:
Green, Rose, Violet or Red.

Inexpensive yet
rich in appearance.

Order at once to avoid the Holiday
mail congestion. As illustrated, . . 650.

Pleasing
Unique

THE IMPRINT PENCIL COMPANY
530 Broadway, New York, N.Y.

to your druggist

The simplest way to end a
corn is Blue-jay. A touch
stops the pain instantly. Then
the corn loosens and comes
out. Made in a colorless
clear liquid (one drop does
it!) and in extra thin plas-
ters. The action is the same.

Pain Stops Instantly
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walls, to the vast heave of desert beyond.
The sun set while Marian watched and di-
vined the strange exaltation of the moment.
Incalculable were to be her blessings, the
glory of loving, and forgetting self, the work
that was to be hers, the knowledge of this
lonely and beautiful land, seen through the
eyes and soul of an Indian. Marian mar-
veled now that she had ever hesitated or
feared.

“Come, we must go,” said Nophaie.
“You are tired and hungry. Withers will
make camp some miles from here.”

When it came to getting upon her own horse
again, she was not above a little feminine
vanity in her hope to accomplish a graceful
mount before No-
phaie. But she made
indeed a sorry one, for
almost all her strength
was gone. Then they
rode side by side
through a fragrant
level land of pifion and
sage, with the after-
glow of sunset lighting
the western sky. The
romance of that mo-
ment seemed an en-
chantment of her
dreams. Here was the
gloaming hour, and a
beautiful place of the
desert wilderness, and
the man she loved.
His color and his race
were no hindrances to
her respect.

HE talked a little
while of their last
times together at the
seashore, and then of
friends of hers whom
he knew, and lastly of
her home, in which
she had no longer
seemed to fit happily. Nophaie listened
without comment. When, however, she
broached the subject of her arrival in the
West and her reception by the Witherses, she
found him communicative. Withers was a
good man, a trader who helped the Indians
and did not make his post a means to cheat
them. Mrs. Withers was more to the Indians
than any other white person had ever been.
Presently the thickening twilight was
pierced by the bright blaze of a camp fire.
And Marian followed Nophaie down into a
shallow ravine where a gleam of water re-
flected the blaze and the dark branches of
cedar trees. Withers was busy at the supper
tasks.

After the meal Withers and Nophaie made
short work of what tasks were left to do.
The two Indians appeared to mingle with
the encircling darkness. For a moment the
low, strange notes of their voices came back
to Marian, and then were heard no more.

Withers erected the little tent under the
pinon near the fire, and then drawled,
“Shore I reckon that’s about all.” Then
bidding Nophaie and Marian good night he
discreetly retired to his own bed under an
adjoining pifion.

HE night silence settled down upon the
camp, so lonely and sweet, so strangely

full for Marian that she was loath to break it.
She watched Nophaie. In the flickering
light his face seemed impassively sad, a
bronze mask molded in the mood of sorrow.
From time to time he would lift his face and
turn his dark gaze upon Marian. Then she
thrilled and felt a warmth of gladness wave
over her.

“Will you stay with us tonight?” she
asked at last.

“No. I will ride back to my hogan,” he
said.

“Is it far?”

“For you, yes. I will ride back to meet
you in the morning.”

“Is your—your home at Oljato?”

“No. Oljato is down in the lowland.
Some of my people live there.”

“People? You mean relatives?”

He replied in the negative and went on
to tell of his only living kin. And he fell to

talking of himself, how he had chosen this
wildest and loneliest part of the reservation
because he wanted to be far away from white
people. It was a custom of the tribe for the
women to own the sheep, but he had ac-
quired a small flock. He owned a few mus-
tangs. He was the poorest Indian he knew.
He did not possess even a saddle or a gun.
His means of livelihood was the selling of
wool and hides, and working for some of the
rich Indians in that section. He had taught
them how much better corn would grow in
plowed land. He built dams to hold the
spring freshets from the melting snows, and
thus conserve water for the long period of
drought. What his tribe needed most was
to learn ways that
were better than
theirs. But they were
slow to change. They
had to see results.
And therefore he did
not find a great deal
of work which was re-
munerative.

IT HAD never oc-
curred to Marian
that Nophaie might be
poor. She remem-
bered him as the fa-
mous athlete who had
been highly salaried
at Cape May. Yet
she might have
guessed it. The white
people had taught him
to earn money in
some of their pursuits,
which he had re-
nounced. Poverty
had always seemed a
hideous condition:
Marian had never
known real luxury and
did not wantit, but
she had never been in
need of the simple and necessary things of
life. Perhaps to the Indian poverty was
nothing. The pifions might be his roof and
warmth, the sage-covered earth his bed, the
sheep his sustenance.

Marian hesitated to voice her sympathy
and perplexity. She could help Nophaie.
But how? Maybe he did not want more
sheep, more horses, more clothes and blan-
kets, a gun and a saddle. Marian felt that she
must go slowly.

After a long silence, which Marian yearned
to break, but could not, Nophaie rose and
touched her hair with his hand.

“Benow di Cleash, your eyes are heavy,”
he said. “You must sleep. But I shall lie
awake. I will start back with the sunrise.
Good night.”

Would he bend to kiss her? She had treas-
ured and remembered his kisses, few as they
had been. But he moved away silently, his
tall form dark against the pale starlit sky,
and vanished from her sight.

Vir

l II’ON awakening next morning Marian .

realized how dearly she must pay for her
horseback rides and climbs on foot. Breakfast
had to be kept waiting for her, and Withers
expressed both solicitude and amusement.

“Imay look funny, but I don’t feel funny,”
complained Marian with a rueful face. “How
will T ever live through this trip? Oh-h-h!
Those awful trails straight down and up!”

“We’ll not go back the Pahute Canon,”
replied Withers. “Now you eat all you can
and walk round some. You’'ll find you feel
better.”

Marian was so sore and stiff that she had
not the slightest faith in what he said, yet
upon following his advice she found he had
spoken truly. Nevertheless, when she came
to mount Buckskin it was an ordeal that left
her smarting with pain. There was nothing
to do but endure until gradually the exercise
warmed her blood and eased her pangs. Then
she began again to have interest in her sur-
roundings.

The slow heave of pinon and cedar forest
reached its highest ridge after perhaps an

(Continued on Page 794)
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Something Net

—for a Christmas remembrance.
A dainty container for loose face
powder. Always acceptable. Get
them in quantities for a number of
your friends.

Celma offers the convenience of
always having at hand a favorite
powder—the proper tint, the cor-
rect perfume.

A gentle tap on the patented
flexible disc sifts just enough pow-
der onto the puff for the twinkling
toilette.

Celma is 274 inches in diameter, gold finished,
highly polished, crystal-clear mirror, soft, double
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Toledo, Ohio
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[ How to Reduce
your Weight

OU NEED not carry one pound A
of excess fat. Youcanreducein A

a dignified, simple way in the pri-

vacy of your own home.

I KNOWyoucanbecause I have
reduced 50,000 womenfrom 20to
85 poundseach; and whatso many
others have done YOU can do.

Don't reduce by drugs, you'll
ruin your health; nor by diet
alone—you'lllook old if you do.
My way is the common senss
way and you enjoy every step.

Individual Instruction
I attribute my marvelous success
to the fact that I give each woman
special instructions just for ker in-
dividual case. 1 build your vitality,
strengthen your heart, and teach
you how to stand, walk and breathe. A

Send me your height, weight, age, Frariy.
and I will tell you just what you ReadWhatOnePupil Writes:
should weigh. Your letters are held “‘Last year I weighed
in strictest confidence. If you write 216 pounds—this year
NOW1willsend you FREE my illus- 146. It is surprising
trated booklet. Write to me foday. howeasyIdidit. Ifeel

15 years younger and
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Why Wonder
What to Give?

OU need have no worry as to what to give your
women friends—send them Tue Lapies’ Home

Journar. For its household departments, its splendid
editorials, its distinctive fashions, its fascinating fiction
(during 1923 a new serial or two-part story will begin in
everyissue)areappreciated and enjoyed wherever it goes.

Only $1.50 for 12 Big Issues

ND justly famous are the Journal articles and depart-

ments covering education, the theatre, health, fashions,

home-keeping, the care and training of children. Truly the
HomEe JournAaL is for a// the family.

Two Other
Desirable Gifts

OU should also consider two

other desirable gifts: The
Saturday Evening Post—$2.00
the year—an 1ideal present for
any man; and The Country
Gentleman—$1.00 the year—to
please any rural family. Each is

A Lovely Announce-
ment of the Gift

O every person whom you

delight with this most
worthwhile but inexpensive gift
we will send FREE, in your
name, in time to arrive in the
Christmas mail, a beautiful full-
color reproduction of one of the
world’s most famous master- published weekly.
pieces—a Murillo Madonna—a Mail your order and remittance
perfect announcement of your now, not forgetting your own
thoughtful selection. The cost? name as well as that of the recip-
Only $1.50 the year—12 big, ient. If you yourself are a Jour-
bright issues—to any address in  nal mail subscriber, a gift order
the United States or Canada. blank is enclosed in this issue.

HOME JOURNAL

861 INDEPENDENCE SQUARE, PHILADELPHIA, PENNSYLVANIA
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hour of riding. The sun was then high, and
it lighted an enormous country of purple
sage and clumps of pifions and yellow mounds
of rock, now clear to Marian’s gaze.

Withers waited for her and, as she rode
abreast of his position, he pointed far down
and across the purple plain. ‘““Nophaie is
riding to meet us,” he said. “Show me how
good eyes you have.”

Eagerly Marian strained her gaze in the
direction he was pointing, but she could not
see anything that resembled a horse and
rider. ““Oh, I can’t see him,”” she cried.

“Farther to the left. There, in line with
that clay-colored bluff under the mountain.
Keep your eye close down along the sage—
two moving dots, one white, one black.”

“Yes! Yes! I see those dots. But how
tiny! Can they be horses?”

“Shore they can. Nophaie is riding the
black and driving the white. I’ll bet there’s
a present for you. Nophaie has one fine mus-
tang, I’ve been told. But he never rode it
iato the post.”

“For me! You think so? That would be
woaderful. Oh, will T be able to ride it?”’

“Some of these Pahute ponies are well
broken and gentle. I don’t think Nophaie
would give you anything else.”

ARTAN had use for her eyes from that
moment on. She rode with gaze search-
ing for the moving dots. Sometimes she lost
them and had difficulty in finding them
again. But gradually they grew larger and
larger until they assumed the forms of horses,
loping gracefully across the sage, lending wild
and beautiful life to that lonely desert. The
time came when she clearly saw Nophaie,
and after that when she recognized him.
Then she made the astonishing discovery
that the white mustang had a long black
mane and tail, flying in the breeze.
At closer view Marian was sure
she had never seen any horse so
beautiful. At sight of the Indians
and the mules he halted, standing
on a ridge, head up, mane flying.
Then Nophaie caught up with him
and drove him down into the trail,
where he swerved to go round the
mules. He pranced and tossed his
head and whistled. His hoofs rang
like bells on the stones. Marian
now saw that he was almost pure
white, of medium build and well
set up, with black mane and tail
reaching almost to the ground.
These alone would have made any
horse beautiful. It appeared pres-
ently that his wildness was only a
spirit of youth and temper, for he
evinced an inclina-
tion to trot along
with the other
horses. Nophaie’s
mount, however,
was a really wild
creature, a black
shaggy stallion,
powerfully built,
but ungainly, that
had a halter rouni
his nose as well as
a bridle.

OPHAIE’S
greeting to
Marian was in his
Indian language,

present moment. Perhaps tomorrow I will
feel up to it. How far to your camp,
Nophaie?”

“I never think of distance as miles. Rid-
ing at this gait we’ll get there at noon. Sup-
pose we lope ahead. That will rest you.”

“Lope! Withers says ‘just hang on,” and
now you say ‘lope.” Very well. I consign
my poor, aching bones to your machina-
tions.”

TOUCH and a word from her were all
Buckskin needed. Indeed he seemed
to be both surprised and pleased. He broke
into a long lope that Marian found to her
amaze a most agreeable change of gait and
altogether delightful motion. It changed
everything—her sensations, the scenery, the
colors and smells, the feel of the wind.
Nophaie loped beside her, outside of the trail,
through the sage. How sweet to Marian the
cool fragrance blowing hard in her face!
Her blood began to race, her nerves to tingle.
That ride intoxicated Marian. When at
the end of three or four miles Nophaie called
for her to pull Buckskin to a walk she found
herself breathless, utterly reckless, and full
of wild longings to race on and on, to capture
this new exquisite joy just liberated, to range
the desert and forget the world.

“Oh, splendid!” she cried. “I—never
knew—what a ride—could be. You must
race with me.”

“Wait till you get on your white pony to-
morrow. He will run like the wind.”

They slowed to a walk and rode side by
side. Marian awoke to the realization of a
stinging happiness. Could it last? What was
the cause? Herself, Nophaie, their love?—
these did not account wholly for that new
significance of life. Then she remembered
what Withers had said: That places had
more to do with happiness than
people. What did he mean by that?
She told Nophaie this remark of
the trader’s and asked for an ex-
planation.

Nophaie did not reply for some
moments. ‘“People are false. Hu-
man nature is imperfect. Places
are true. Nature itself is evolu-
tion, an inexorable working for
perfection.”

IS reply made Marian thought-

ful. Howstrange,coming from

an Indian! For a moment she
had forgotten that Nophaie had
been almost as famous for his
scholarship in college as for his
athletic prowess. She must learn
from him and in that learning per-
haps realize the

strange combina-

—-——"_—‘—_—ﬂ tion of his Indian
nature developed by

the white man’s in-
tellect. Could any
such training be
other than tragic?
Marian divined
what she had not
knowledge to ex-
plain.

They rode on
across the undulat-
ing sea of purple,
for awhile at a walk,
talking, and then
breaking again into

the meaning of
which was unmis-
takable. His smile and handclasp
would have been enough to make
her happy. Then, indicating the
white mustang, he said: “I’ve
brought you one of my ponies.
He’s Pahute, and the gentlest and
best-gaited horse I've seen out
here.”

“Oh, thank you, Nophaie. How beautiful
he is! You are very kind indeed. Gentlest,
did you say? He looks as if he’d jump right
over the moon.” .

“He wants to run, and he’s lively, but you
can ride him,” replied Nophaie. “Would
you like to try him now?”

“I’d love to, but, Nophaie, I—well, it’s
just all I can do to stay on this horse at the

a lope, and from
that to slower prog-
ress once more. For Marian time
ceased to exist. The baa-baa of
sheep suddenly pierced the quiet air.

“My flock,” replied Nophaie,

(]
% answering Marian’s quick look.

“Where?” she asked eagerly.
“In the cedars there. Benow di
Cleash, here is the home of Nophaie.”
Marian’s keen eyes swept the half circle
of country indicated by Nophaie’s slow,
impressive gesture. She saw that they had
ridden down miles and miles of gentle slope,
which ended in a vale marked by richer
luxuriance and purple of the sage, by clumps
of beautiful cedar trees, and by isolated

(Continued on Page 197)
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ENE GREY'S . . o8

the merciless Colter — and
no one on the rescuing trail!

Newest Romance Given to You

NTO Zane Grey’s newest pub-

lished westernromance, TOTHE
LAST MAN, has gone the adven-
ture, the color and gigantic action
of the mighty West. In the fast-
nesses of the Arizona plains and
mountains, intrepid cattlemen and
fearless sheepmen wage their no-
quarter struggle for mastery of the
grazing lands. In memorable pitched
battles and unforgetable hand-to-
hand struggles they fight toward
victory or—extermination. And
against this swirling background is
thrown an idyllic love story —
pulsating with honest feeling, ten-
der with delicate emotion. It’s
a great book, a big book; one that
pictures in vivid reality the splen-
dor and romance that we associate
with the untamed parts of the West.

YOURS—COST FREE!

HA'T more welcome gift could we offer to you who are
now doubtless in the midst of Zane Grey’s splendid Home
Journal story, The Vanishing American, than this beautifully
bound copy of his latest published romance? It is a story you
will read and re-read with increasing enjoyment; a story you
may be proud to give, as an especially delightful Christmas gift,

to any favored relative or friend. And by an unusual arrange-
ment with Mr. Grey’s publisher we are enabled to offer it to
you —the original edition that is having such phenomenal sale
at all book stores—absolutely without cost to you. You have
only to follow the simple instructions given below to obtain your
copy to read at once or for your Christmas giving.

I Your @hoice of These Great
Zane Grey Books—Pleasing Christmas Gifts

explain that the price to any address in the

The Favorite
of Millions

O other writer of our time

has succeeded in crystalliz-
ing the big, free spirit of America
as has this master writer of ad-
venture in the unspoiled West.
His stories are rugged, sturdy
portrayals of strong men and
brave women in gigantic action
—powerful, moving stories, but
always wholesome.

The Mysterious Rider
“Hell Bent” Wade, riding into Bell-

lounds ranch in search of the man who
killed his wife, meets strange adventures.

The Man of the Forest

Troubled and fighting mad, Milt Dale
crashes into the forest in search of love
and happiness.

Desert Gold

The story of Dick Gale, of his struggle
for the girl he loves, of loyalty, of
courage, of revenge, of the lure of gold.

The Lone Star Ranger

The last of the Duanes, outlawed for a
necessary crime, proves his mettle with
the fearless Texas Rangers.

Riders of the Purple Sage

A picturesque romance of Mormon Utah
and of Jane Withersteen’s daring struggle
against persecution and violence.

Here Is the Way

OU, as a reader, are best qualified to

introduce the Home Journal to friends
and neighbors who are not now subscribers.
Tereward you for your codperation,we make
this exceptional offer to those who want
these books to read or for Christmas pres-
ents to personal friends:

Secure only one new yearly subscription
from someone outside your family who does
not live at your address. Your own famil-
iarity with the good things in the Journal
will make this a simple matter when you

U. S. or Canada is only $1.50. (For
Foreign addresses collect $3.00.)

Send us this single order and the money
with a request for any one of the books
described on this page, giving the address
(not that of your subscriber) to which you
wish us to mail the book you select. We
will forward it at once, prepaying all
carriage charges except foreign imposts.
Gift subscriptions which you personally pay
for do not meet the terms of this offer.

For any two books, send two subscrip-
tions; for three books, send three subscrip-
tions; or send only five subscriptions for
all six books—the orders to be obtained
and forwarded in each case,.as set forth
above.

Speak at once to those from whom you
wish to obtain subscriptions—before others
ask them.

THE LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL, 860 Independence Square, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania
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red-and-yellow mounds of rock. The great
mountain loomed above, now close enough to
dominate and protect. A bare, rock-floored
stream-bed meandered through the vale,
with crystal water gleaming on smooth in-
clines and tinkling over little falls. A column
of blue smoke rose from among the cedars.
Marian could smell that smoke, and it
brought rushing to memory the delight she
always had in burning autumn leaves. A
brooding summer solitude and peace hung
over this vale.

Nophaie led Marian in among the cedars.
They were not numerous enough to make a
forest, yet they
furnished all that

rested. But she could not have slept long.
Withers and the Indians had arrived with
the pack outfit and were making camp some
little distance away. It was Nophaie who
brought her duffel bag and roll of bedding.
Withers followed, carrying tent and ax.
““Shore, you look comfortable,”” was the
trader’s greeting. ‘“Isn’t this sage-cedar
country great? I’ve never seen any part of
the desert to equal this.”
““A land where it is always afternoon,’”’
interposed Nophaie with his eyes on Marian.
“Quote all the poetry you want to,”’ she
said. “I refuse to be surprised by you again.”
The two men
erected the tent on

was needful to make
this spot absolutely
perfect in Marian’s
eyes. For her camp
site Nophaie chose
a very large cedar,
with branches
spreading over a
little sliding fall and
pool in the stream.
The rock floor of
the stream appeared
to be solid as granite
and as smooth as
glass. The ground
under the cedar was
soft and brown and
fragrant. Indian Paintbrush, with its vermil-
ion hue, vied with white and purple primroses.

“Here I have thought of you many and
many an hour, and dreamed, and tried to
pray,” said Nophaie. “We will put your
tent here, and your bed here, for you must
sleep in the open, unless it rains. Come now,
rest a while; then you can meet Maahesenie,
my relative. You will see my hogan and my
sheep.”

OPHAIE helped her out of the saddle,

a service she welcomed, for she was very
near exhaustion again; and he arranged a
comfortable seat for her in the shade of the
old cedar with the beautiful pool of amber
water at her feet.

“Cold snow water from Nothsis Ahn, my
Mountain of Light,” he said.

“Nophaie, fill my canteen,’
“Oh, how thirsty I am!”

When she had drunk deep of that pure
water, so cold it had to be taken slowly, she
understood another meaning of the desert.

Nophaie unsaddled the horses and turned
them loose. A shaggy gray animal came
bounding to him. Marian thought it a wolf,
but it was a dog.

“Here’s Taddy, my shepherd; and he
looks like the Taddy of my boyhood. Taddy,
go to Benow di Cleash.”

Marian held out her hand and called
“Taddy.” He advanced slowly, obediently,
and without fear or distrust. But in the
pale, strange eyes shone a watchful inquisi-
tive light. This dog was like the soft-footed
canines Marian had feared at the post. But
he permitted her hand to pat his fine head.
Marian had been used to dogs of every
description, but they were as unlike Taddy
as if he really were a wolf. He was as
curious about Marian as she was about him,
and vastly less inclined to friendliness.

Nophaie came to look down upon Marian,
with something soft and glad in his dark
eyes.

“Benow di Cleash, to see you here, to have
you come for my sake!’’ he exclaimed, with
emotion he had not shown before.

“Nophaie, it is as good for me as for you,”
replied Marian.

“That could not be,” he replied, with a
grave smile. ‘“Your soul is not in danger.”

“Nophaie!” she exclaimed.

)

she replied.

UT he offered no word in explanation of
his strange speech and, bidding her rest,
he strode away with the dog beside him. Ma-
rian was left alone. The shade was cool. A
drowsy buzz of bees or other insects mingled
with the murmuring and dreamy low song
of the stream. They seemed to lull her
thoughts and burden her eyelids. She fell
asleep.
Upon awakening it seemed to her a long
time had elapsed, for she felt wonderfully

one side of Marian,
and spread the can-
vas roll with the
blankets on the
other.

A OUNG lady,

you’ll see the
stars and get your
nose nipped to-

Withers.

‘“‘Nipped? By
stars—or what?”’
she queried.

“By frost,” he
returned. Then
seriously he continued: ‘I love this purple
sage upland. I’'ve come here often, though
not by the Pahute trail. You wouldn’t
dream this fine open country jumps off over
here, down into the most terrible broken
desert—rocks, canons that’re impassable.”

“Yes, I would. I saw where,” replied
Marian.

“Well, I’'m going to ride over here some
ten miles south, round the corner of the
mountain where an old Pahute lives,” con-
tinued Withers. “I buy a good deal from
him, and he buys from me. He’s rich and
an old scoundrel. He salts his wool. Now
only few Indians do that.”

‘““Salts his wool? What does that mean?”

“He spreads his wool out in the sun and
covers it with salt. The salt draws moisture
from the air and melts into the wool, making
it almost twice as heavy.”

“Withers, I've persuaded Etenia not to
do that any more,” spoke up Nophaie.

“You have! Well, by golly, I'm shore
glad, as much for Etenia’s sake as mine. I
like him. He’s an industrious, intelligent
Indian. The blankets of his women are the
best we buy. Nophaie, he’s wealthy. I
should think he would go shares with you in
some sheep deal.”

“Yes, he would,” replied Nophaie, “but
he wanted me to marry his daughter, and
when I refused he grew very angry—said
I had Indian body and white man mind.”

“Humph! That’s pretty serious,” returned
Withers soberly, and shouldering his ax he
turned toward his camp.

“TIs it serious, Nophaie?”” asked Marian.

“I'm afraid so—for me.”

“Why? Because you can’t—can’t marry
or become what this Indian thinks?”

“IOTH. You see my position is hard. My

people are proud that I have renounced
the white man. But they expect me to fall at
once into their ways. I tried. I have failed
in many things.”

Thought-provoking indeed were these
words to Marian; and she began to get a
glimpse of the problem before her.

“I’m rested now,” she said, rising. “Take
me to see your hogan and Maah—whatever
you called him.”

Beyond the stream a hundred or more
yards, in an open space of higher ground,
stood a large beehive-shaped mound of red
earth with a column of blue smoke rising
from the center of its round roof. At nearer
view Marian saw that the earth had been
plastered thickly over a framework of wood.
The open door faced the east.

Nophaie spoke to her in his Indian tongue,
something she sensed to be ceremonious
and indicative of the sacredness of his act
in bidding her enter. She stooped to go in.

(Continued on Page 198)
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A smoldering fire occupied the center of this
habitation called a hogan, and the smoke
from it seemed to float round and round, to
drift at last up through the hole in the roof.
This roof was a marvel of ingenuity and
skill, being constructed of heavy trunks of
cedars planted in the ground, and affording
support for the many thick branches that
formed a concave network to hold the cover-
ing of red earth. How substantial
and strong this Indian edifice!
Something about it impressed
Marian with a significance of its
long adoption by the tribe.

A few iron and stone utensils lay
scattered beside the fire. A haunch
of meat hung from one of the posts, and
beside it on the ground lay a sack of
flour, with some boxes and tins that evi-
dently contained food supplies. There
were two beds in the hogan, one on
either side of the fire, close to the wall.

“Which bed is yours?”’ asked
Marian, unable to restrain her
curiosity.

““Here,” said Nophaie.

IS action designated an

Indian blanket and a
sheepskin with woolly side up-
permost. Obviously the former
was Nophaie’s coverlet, and the
latter was his mattress. Marian
thought of the hatd bed of the
Spartans. So Nophaie slept
there! She forced her gaze to
search farther, to the end that
she saw an old coat, a leather
pouch studded with silver but-
tons, and a worn hunting knife.
This then was Nophaie’s home.

Marian slept again for a couple of
hours and awoke to feel somewhat
eased of pangs and weariness. The
afternoon was far spent, waning in a
solemn glory of light and peace. Mar-
ian listened to the hum of bees and the
murmur of water. Gentle stream and color-
ful sage! The cruelty of nature and life did
not seem to abide in them, yet a few mo-
ments of sharp-eyed scrutiny made known
to her tiny denizens of both, seeking to
destroy.

Mystery of mysteries, that living creatures
must prey upon other living creatures! And
if species preyed upon species, why not man
upon man?

“T declare,” murmured Marian, suddenly
aghast at her thoughts, ‘“this desert is giving
me the queerest ideas.”

Withers called her to an early supper.
Nophaie sat with her and the other Indians
sat opposite. All of them did justice to the
extraordinary meal served by the trader.
“Well,” he said, “my plan is to eat all the
grub quick at the beginning of a hard trip.
That builds up strength to finish.”

After supper Nophaie walked with Mar-
ian, singularly thoughtful and sad. Sud-

‘denly he pointed to a distant cone-shaped

mound of stone that appeared to have a
monument on its summit.

“I want you to climb there with me to-
night or tomorrow,” he said.

“Take me now,”” she replied.
there, particularly?”’

“I want you to see' my Marching Rocks
from there—and my Mountain of Light.”

“Nophaie, you want me to climb there
just because they are beautiful?’’ she que-
ried, keen to divine his unexpressed thought.

“No. But because seen from that height
they give me strength.”

“Strength?” she echoed.
you need strength now?”

“But why

“For what do

E SEEMED to shrink with a strange,
faint, vibrant convulsion, not natural

to him. “To tell you my trouble!”
Nophaie’s somber gaze and the pathos
and solemnity of his voice further augmented
Marian’s fears, and prepared her for catas-
trophe. His trouble must become hers. How
singular his desire for her to climb to this
particular height so that he could unburden
himself! I‘he]r silent walk through the sage
and slow climb up a hill of s.mooth bare
stone gave Marian time to fortify herself

against disaster of her hopes. She also an-
ticipated some extraordinary spectacle from
the summit of this hill.

The slope was steep and the ascent diffi-
cult. Looked at from their camp it had not
appeared so high as it actually was. They
climbed from the easternside, walking in long,
zigzag slants and resting often. Near the sum-
mit there was a depression, the upper side

of which terminated in the point of

stone that supported the monument.

This pyramid of rocks stood eight

or ten feet high and, crude as it was,

it had some semblance of dignity.

It meant something more than a

landmark to passing Indians.
“Who built it?”” asked Marian.
“Men of my tribe,” replied Nophaie.
“What does it mean?”

“It signifies a place for prayer. In-
dians climb here to pray. Never unless
they have something to pray for.”

“Does each Indian make his
own prayer?”

O. THERE are many
prayers, but they are
those used by our forefathers.”
“Have you prayed here?”
asked Marian, speaking low.
“Many times,” replied No-

phaie.
“Are you going to pray—
now? "’

“Yes, to my Marching Rocks
and to my Mountain of Light
and to the Blue Wind.”

“Will you let me hear your
prayers?”’

“Indeed, I want you to.”

With that Nophaie again took
Marian by the hand and led her
up the remaining few steps to the sum-
mit of this stone hill which had ob-
structed the view. ‘“Look, Benow di
Cleash,” he said.

Marian did as she was bidden, sud-
denly to become silent and thrilled,
motionless as the monument upon which she
rested a reverent hand. As she gazed No-
phaie began his prayer:

Marching beautiful Rocks,

Part red and part white,

With light falling on you from the sky,
The wonderful light!

I give you this;

This a prayer for you.

On this day make my foot well,
Make my leg well,

Make my body well,

Make my face well,

Make my soul well.

On this day let me rise from my bed,
Let me walk straight,

Let me not have fever,

Let it be well before me,

Let all that T see be well,

Let me believe now all is well.

Marian listened as she gazed and felt that
forever on her memory would be limned the
splendor and the strange phenomenon of the
apparent life of this weird land of Marching
Rocks.

ELOW her a cedared plateau, gray with
grass and sage, led eastward toward bare
mounds of rock, isolated and strangely set,
with semblance to great prehistoric beasts.
Scattered and st.nl\mg they led on over the
wide green plain, round and bare and huge,
all seeming to move forward, to march on,
to be impelled, to be endowed with mighty
and majestic life. Marching Rocks! Van
of the army of naked earth, vast riven mass
of rock, rising and spreading from north to
south, marching down from afar, driven by
the dim slopes and immense heave of moun-
tains!
“Benow di Cleash, the sculptor who carved
those Marching Rocks is the wind,” said
Nophaie. “Listen to our prayer”

Blue Wind, beautiful chieftess,

Send out a rainbow b y which /(/ me walk.
Blue clouds, blue clouds,

With your shoes let me walk,

(Continued on Page 199)

The “American_Bankroll
1923 model. Beautifully
madeof Black or Brown Genuine
Leather. Stronglystitched, neat

est and most convenient g
book you ever saw  3x4
closed. Contains 4
memo-diary full of us
formation, and has sep
for coins,

cards, check book
photo or identifi
card (under transg
celluloid  face).
couldn't buy this
where else forles:
$2.00. A woni
ful bargain 3
special p
of ONLY

ul

98c.
“Bill Fold
2 3' 2 Checkbook
Holder
Karat emo Diary

Coin Purse
Secret Pocket

Engraved .Absolutely FREE

(City 30c, Street No. 30c, Fraternal Emblems 40c Extra)

s attractive engraving gives the pocketbook an exceptionally
rich and handsome appearance. This work alone is worth $1.50 of
anybody’s money. An ideal gift with your friend’s name. We will
also send you Free our big new catalog of high g ther goods
and gift f

Don't send us a penny in advance! Just send thi upon and tell
us what you wish engraved on the pocketbook. Then when you
nally rec it, simply pay the postman our remarkably low
price of 98¢ and postage (plus extra charges as shown if you
want address, etc.). If you don’t think th s the best buy ever
made, return it to us and we
will refund your money at
once, including postage. We
have been snlluu. the pocket-
books for o 16 vy s. You
Do n«l\' S\nd t coupnu'

A t Make Big Money
ZENLS with our quick
selling line. Turn your s s
time into $8. Ask for our
~|)uill \g(ut'\ proposition.

- -

T106-110 W. Lake ‘Street
U S Leather GOOdS CO., Dept. 2719, Chicago, Tl
Send me your genuine Leather “American B:mkroll" 1923 model
pocketbook. When it a I will pay the postman your special
price of only 98¢ and the few cents postage, plus extras I have
checked below. If I am not more than satisfied I will return the
pocketbook and you will return my money, including postage.
Send your free catalog along with the pocketbook.

Engraved) [] Black

Name._ FREE / [] Brown
St. No. - [ 30c extra
Ciity BRSNS g /e (] 30c extra
Emblem £ [ 40c extra

end me your special Agent's proposition [

SOIL COLORS$1 00

Direct from makers e
Black, White, Green, Red, \'iolet.
Bluish(‘,rccn.Grocm\hBluv( Hard-
ing’’) and Orange. Quality guaran-
teed by New England's oldest paint
makers. Good sized tubes. Two good
brushes included. Just the outfit you
need for lamp shade work, stenciling
of all kinds, and general home deco-

rative work. Big value. Send order and dollar bill today.

WADSWORTH, HOWLAND & CO., Inc., 139 Federal St., Boston, Mass.

BAY STATE

THEAELITTLE SHOE

has a message for you.

See page 192

S

Improved Perfection Dish Dryer

Dries your dishes perfectly free from lint and
streaks.

Makes use of dish towels unnecessary.
Lasts for years. Saves time and labor.
Large size $2.75. Medium size
$2.50, postage paid. See
dealers or ask for folder.
THE PERFECTION
DISH DRYER CO.
Dept. 4 Indianapolis, Ind.

American Poultry Journal

Oldest, Largest and Best
MONTHS’
MoONIHS 25 cts:

1Yr.75c 2 YEARS $1 5 Yrs. $2
Averages over 100 pages per is
how to f(‘etl house and breed; how to s
production; how to hatch and réar poultry su
Established 1874. Only 25¢ for 4 mos. Slampn\gcu)ted
American Poultry Journal, 26-523 Plymouth Ct., Chicago

ou can complete this
simplified High School
Course at home inside

yea \ ements for entrance to college and
the leading prc - ‘his and thirt x other pra 1
courses are described in our Free Bulletin. Send for it TODAY.

AMERICAN SCHOOL
Dept. H 953 Drexel Ave. & 58th St.,, CHICAGO

AGEN'ESW A SALE IN EvEry HoME

T.xkc orders for our beautiful

J Silks, Wash Fab-
dnd General Yard Goods
Our agents get big busin
JOver 1000 handsome fabric
m\plu furnished to agents.
Write today!

National Importing &
Mfg. Co., Dept. 20X
573 Broadway, N. Y.




December, 1922

Drop a little * Freezone’
callus for a few nights. In it
aching, then shortly you lift it niz
Doesn’t hurt a bit.

You can lift off every hard corn, s
between the toes, and the “harc n
luses on hottom of feet. Just get :
“Ireezone” at any drug store, anyw

Edward Wesley and Co., Cincinnati.

The Christmas gift that brings com-

fort and pleasure the year ’round.

Give CosyToes to every member of the family.

Leading dealers are now displaying a large

array of CosyToes. Make selections early.
Booklet on request

STANDARD FELT CO.
West Alhambra, California

Cosyloes feltwear
Calz]or nia’s Qualiteed Slippers

FROM SUN~BLEACHED WOOL

*\“_L“'

*HOME JOURNAL

199

’on a touch: m or

A little goes

Sold Everywhere
& GIFT/r BOOKLOVERS

nt every week
sw YORK TIMES
printed in roto-
vk Times, New York.

Your C n-tma\ pi

Booxk l\L\lL\\ AND A\I: H
gravure—$1.00 a year. The N,

Ihe Uamk/zzhg American

(Continued from Page 198)

Blue clouds, with your leggings let me walk,
Blue clouds, with your shirt let me walk,
Blue clouds, with your hat let me walk,
Blue clouds, make it dark behind me,

Blue Wind, make it light before me,

Earth Woman, let it rain much for me,
By which let the green corn ripen.

Make all peaceful with me.

Then Nophaie bade Marian sit down and
lean against him beside the monument.

“We will watch the sun set over the
desert,” he added. ‘“Sunset—the fulfillment,
the glory, the end of the Indian’s day!
White people do not rise to see the breaking
of the morning light, and they do not care
to watch the declining sun. But for Indians
these hours are rituals.”

To the west, where Nophaie directed
Marian’s rapt gaze, the scale grew grand, a
supreme manifestation of Nature’s sculptur-
ing. The purple shadows now began to de-
fine the cafions and lift the wavy knolls of
red rock.

From out that thick sunset haze of the
direct west swept majestic escarpments, level
and dark, to overshadow the world of carved
and graven marching rocks. Fartheraround,
beyond the blazing center of the west, began
the black jagged uplift of Nophaie’s Moun-
tain of Light.

THI

shadows lengthened and widened
I deepened. Marian’s sense of color
vortion grew magnified or dwarfed,
1 not tdl which. The air grew chlll
ray across the river rock a gray-
1 out the horizon. The splendid
emed to be receding, retreating

sarly done. How rosy the
lls! Then the radiant disk

ished. A golden glow on
irked the place where the
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you feel. Now tell me

‘“Marian, cannot you understand?’’ asked
Nophaie in pathetic earnestness. ‘“The
knowledge forced upon me by white people,
my developed intelligence makes it impossi-
ble for me to believe in the Indian’s religion.”

“Impossible!”” echoed Marian.

A silent and impressive spreading of his
hands, a gesture of impotence and helpless-
ness, fixed in Marian's mind the immutabil-
ity of Nophaie’s spiritual catastrophe. The
certainty of it pierced her heart. But how to
help him?

“Let us go down before night falls,” said
Nophaie, taking her hand.

‘\VITH careful little steps Marian essayed
'V the descent of the stone hill, which in
the gathering darkness was difficult. An in-
finite melancholy pervaded the gray, silent
desert. A camp fire blazed out of the shadow
of the cedars. And by the time they had
reached a level, twilight had infolded the sage.

“Nophaie, listen to my plan for work
among your people,”’ said Marian, and forth-
with she briefly told him the result of her
interviews with Mrs. Withers. Nophaie not
only expressed approval but also gratitude,
and was particularly desirous of having her
find a place at Mesa in the school.

“You can do so much good,” he said.
“The young Indian girls will love you. And
as soon as you can speak their language, you
will influence them against evil. They are
primitive children. There’s one Indian girl
you must look after. She is Gekin Yashi, the
Little Beauty. She is fourteen years old and
large for her age. Iknow her father, Do Etin,
the Gentleman. He is a fine old Indian.
Morgan, who is in control at Mesa, is too
much interested in Gekin Yashi. Her father
told me, and then I got her to tell me.”

“Nophaie, you don’t mean to tell me—to
expect me to believe these men—some of
them even ’ Marian broke off in heat
and shame, unable to complete her query.

“Yes, I do mean it,” he replied with fierce
passion. ‘It calls for the spilling of blood.”

‘‘Nophaie,” burst
out Marian, “I am

tained
precluded
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this when
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on as if
driven. “I

s—for

in

 Zane Greys Best
Books
Yours Without (ost!

II‘ YOU enjoy ZaneGrey's
books or have friends
ho are Zane Grey
s —and who is not 7—
the JOURNAL give you
or more of his best
yourself or as
Christmas gift
friend. Read our re-
'~H» o' u to you on

beginning to under-
stand you.”

“That is good.
Now tell me; you will
stay here a little? So
we can ride and climb
and talk?” !

ES, I'll stay two

days. Withers
cannot spare more.
Ride? T’ll race you
through the sage.
Then I'll go back to
Kaidab, then to Mesa,
where T’ll begin my
work—for you, No-
phaie. You will come
to Mesa?”

“Yes, I’ll ride there
every week. But we
must meet in secret,
somewhere out in the

return to the religion
of my people. I
prayed, trying to |
am an infidel! T ez
dian’s God; I will
man’s God.”
““Oh, Nophaie!” gasped Marian, suddenly
released from stunning surprise to consterna-
tionand horror. ““ Your faith will come back.”

e. ButI cannot. I
t believe in the In-
eve in the white

EVER. My white teaching killed it.

The Indian’s religion is best for him.
The white preacher kills the Indian’s simple
faith in his own God, makes him an infidel,
then tries to make him over. It cannot be
done. There is not one real Christian Indian
on the reservation.”

“Why, that is terrible,” replied Marian.
“But you, Nophaie—I am distressed. Oh,
do you mean you have no belief in a future
life?”’

“An infidel has no faith.”

“But yours will come back. It must. I
will help you. No one realizes more thanI the
necessity of faith in God and immortality.
What good could life be without them?
Nophaie, we must strive and pray for yours.”

desert,toprotectyou.
The agent Blucher
has only seen me twice, but he took instant
dislike to me as soon as he learned I was an
educated Indian. He is bad medicine, Ma-
rian. Blucher and Morgan run the reserva-
tion and the school, not for Government or
Indians, but for themselves. You will soon
see through them.”

“Then you’ll come every week,” rejoined
Marian gladly. “Oh, that will be fine. And
you think I must meet you secretly? I am
not ashamed, Nophaie. I am proud of—of
my friendship with you.”

“Blucher and Morgan must not know
you meet me,” declared Nophaie. “You
could not stay there after they found out.
Yowll soon understand why. I’ll ride to
Kaidab in ten days and find out from Mrs.
Withers what you've done at Mesa. Then
T’ll write you and tell you when I’ll come.”

“And how and where to meet you? T’ll
have my white pony, you know. I can ride
out on the desert.”

“Yes,” he said simply.

»
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was sold, there have been in constant use more
Gendron juvenile automobiles, hand cars, veloci-
pcdus, coaster wagons, doll carriages than any other

mak

chdron vehicles have all the latest improve-
ments, design and finish, to" her with the quality
d(‘(]llll’t(l from fifty years’ experience. They have
been developed to perfection for your child.

Gendron vehicles are for sale by the best dealers
everywhere.

Free
Aninterestingbook
on outdoor games.
Write forit.

The Gendron
Wheel Co.
./ 615 Superior Street
Toledo, Ohio

ASTE Wesson Oil critically

—useit—compare its good-
ness, its wholesomeness and its
convenience. Then carefully
compare its cost with any other
shortening you could use, and

its economy in use.

NEW AIR CUSHION

principle arch support allows free muscular movement
of the foot ercm.,Lhcmn;,' thc weak-

ck f not benefited.
Christmas gift, re-
ver will everlasting-

~ 1y appre-
ciate your
thou g ht
} and enjoy
— I' oot comfort.

at
Agr nts W?)nh ed.
Komfort Arch Support Co., 323 W. Madison St., Chicago, Ill.

MEN’S worstep SOCKS

“Less per pair—Lon er wear”
*No Ya Co"

Direct from the mill to you. Lowest prices.
s re made of finest quality worsted yarn, in attrac-
tive shades of Brown and Green Heather mixtures. Soft,
yvet durable. No agents. Sold only direct by mail; lll:ll
is why we can sell them at these very low prices:

Drop Stitch: Single pair 66¢c.—3 pair $1.90
Plain Stitch: Single pair 61c.—3 pair 1.75

Money refunded if you are not satisfied

Norfolk Yarn Co., 739J Boylston St., Boston, Mass.

0R XM
2 S FRESENIS
F.0. BALLARD PENCIL CO., 250 West 54!!: S(reet N. Y. City

FROM LOOM TO WEARER.

The latest Style Silks at Factory

L Prices from the Silk City direct
Sl to you. Write at once for Samples.

ARTCRAFT SILK CO., Paterson, N. J.




