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T SUNRISE No-
phaie drove his
flock of sheepant

goats out upon the sage
slopesof thedesert. The
April air was cold and
keen, fragrant with the
dry tang of the uplands.
Taddy and Tinny, his
shepherd dogs, had wary
eyeand warning barlk for
the careless stragglers of
the flock. Gray, gaunt
forms of wolves and
tawny shapesof wildcats
moved like shadows
through the sage.

Nophaie faced the
cast where, over a great
rugged wall of stone, the
sky grew from rose to
gold, and a splendor of
light seemed about to
break upon the world.
Nophaie's instinet was
to stand a moment,
watching and waiting
without thought. The
door of each hogan—or
hut—of his people
opened to the rising sun.
They worshiped the sun,
the elements, all in na-
ture.

Motionless he stood,
an Indian lad ol seven
years, slim and tall, with
his dark face turned to
the east, his dark eyes
fixed solemnly upon that
quarter whence the light
and warmth always
came. One thin brown
hand held a blanket
round his shoulders and
the other clasped his
bow and arrows.

HILE he gazed a
wondrous change
came over the desert.
The upstanding gloomy
wall of rock far to the
fore suddenly burned
with a line of lame; and
from that height down
upon the gray lowlands
shone the light of the
risen sun. For Nophaie
sunrise was a beginning,
a fulfillment of promise,
an answer Lo prayer.
When that blazing
circle of liquid gold had
cleared the rampart of
the desert, too fiery and
intense for the gaze of man, Nophaic looked no more, and
passed on down the aisles of sage behind his lock.  Every
day this task was his. For two years he had been the
trusted shepherd of his father’s sheep. At five years of age
Nophaie had won his first distinction. With other children
he was out in charge of the accumulated flocks of the tribe.
A sandstorm suddenly swooped down upon the desert, en-
veloping them in a thick, yellow pall.  Except Nophaie, all
the little shepherds grew frightened and fled back to find
their hogans. But. Nophaie stayed with the sheep. They
could not be driven in the face of the storm. They wandered
on and on, and became lost. Nophaic became lost with
them. Three days later Nophaie's father found him, hungry
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and fearful, but true to his charge. 1le was praised. He was
taught. e was trusted. Legend and lore seldom told to so
young a boy were his to ponder and dream over.

Nophaie's shepherding task was lonely and leisurely. He
had but to drive the flock [rom grassy flat to sage slope,
slowly on and on, and back again by sunsct to the home
corral, always alert for the prowling beasts of prey.
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NOPHALE WAN-
DERED ON WITH
HIS SHEEP, UNDER
THE LOFIY TOWERS
OF ROCK. HE HAD
NO CARES, NO
NEEDS, NO SELF-
ISHNESS

He seemed a part of
that red and purple des-
ert land. It was home.
He had been horn under
the shadow of the won-
derful mountain wall
which zigzagged from
ecast to west across the
wasteland,  The niches
werecanons., Its broken
segments were pinnacles
and monuments, shafts
ol red stone lifted to the
skies, bold, stark and
mighty, chiseled by wind
and sand and frost. Be-
tween these walls and
monuments spread the
sandy lloorof the desert,
always gray-spotted
with sage, always gray
green with patches of
grass and weed, purple
m the distance.

"TTHAT spring the

lambs had come
carly—too carly, con-
sidering the frosty
breath of the dawns. A
few had succumbed to
the cold. Many a pink-
and-white little lamb
had been tenderly folded
in Nophaie's blanket,
and warmed, and cared
for until the heat of the
sun mude safe its return
toits mother. Thelambs
and kids were all several
davs old now, Hleecy and
woolly, grown sturdy
cnough to gambol in the
sage. A few were solid
black, and many wereall
white, and some had
beautiful markings,
spots ot black on white,
and four black feet, and
two black cars. Onewas
pure white with a black
{ace; another was all
black except for a white
tail. The dead stillness
of the desert dawn was
often pierced by the
sweet, high-pitched bleat
of these lambs and kids,
Nophaic wandered on
with them, finding a
stone scat from time to
time, always watching,
listening, feeling. He
loved the flock, but did
not know that. His task
was lonely, but he did
not realize it. The Hlock leisurely traveled on, a white-
dotted moving mass against the background of gray, tearing
at the sage, nipping the weeds, Taddy and Tinny trotted to
and [ro and around, important and morose, Indian dogs that
knew their work; and they seldom had to bark a warning.
Nophaie leisurely plodded along behind, intent and absorbed,
An cagle pitched from his lofty perch on one of the red towers
and shot like a thunderbolt down and over the flock, until he
saw the Indian boy on guard, and then he swooped up and up,
wide-winged and free, to sour away across the skies, a dark
bowed shape against the blue. A coyote wailed his desolate
note of hunger.  From the cliff a canon swift trilled his
strange wild song
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The sun rose higher. “The golden belt of sunlight along the
tops of walls and mesas and monuments widened down-
ward, encroaching upon the shadow and shade. Dawn with
its icy edge paled and melted before the warming day. And
the desert changed again. Shadow and color and freshness
seemed swallowed by an intense and all-absorbing light.

Nophaie was no different from other Indian lads, except
that the dominant traits of his tribe and his race seemed to
he intensified in him.  His was the heritage of a chieftain.
His mother had died at his birth, whispering strange and
mystic prophesies. The old medicine men, the sages of the
tribe, had gathered round him during the one illness of his
infancy, and had spread their sand paintings on a flat rock,
and had marveled at his quick recovery, predicting for him
unknown and great feats. He was named Nophaie, the
Warrior.

HROUGIH song and story and dance the traditions of his

tribe were forever impressed upon his sensitive mind,
The valor of Indian braves in war was a memory of the past,
but the spirit lived. The boy was taught to understand the
nature of a warrior, and to revere his father, and the long
line of chiefs from which he had descended. Before Nophaic
could walk he had begun to learn the secrets of the lile of the
open. Birds, lizards, snakes, horned toads, scorpions, pack
rats and kangaroo rats, prairie dogs and rabbits—these, and
all the Tittle wild creatures of the desert, were brought to him
to tame, to play with, to study and learn to love. Thus the
brilliant and intense colors of desert life were carly stamped
upon his brain,

The love of natural beauty, born in himy, had carly oppor-
tunity for evolution. The habits and ways of all desert erea-
tures became a part of his childhood training.

Next in order Nophaie learned the need and theill and
love of the hunt. By his own prowess as a hunter he must
some day survive,  The tracks and signs and sounds and
smells of all denizens of his desert environment hecame as
familiar to him as those of his hogan,

Nophaie wandered on with his sheep, over the sage and
sand, under the silent lofty towers of rock. e had no cares,
no needs, no selfishness. Only vaguely had he heard of the
menace of the white race encroaching upon the lands of the
Indian. Only a few white men had he ever seen,

The =oft, sweet air he breathed was rich with the whispers
of spirits.  Above the red wall to the west loomed up a black
and white dome—a mountain height, pure with snow,
fringed by pinc—and this was Nothsis Ahn, the home of
Utsay, the God of the Indians, e dwelt there with [Utsay
Asthon, his woman, and together they had made the sun out
of fire; they had made all. Utsay was the Great Spirit, and
sometimes he communed with the medicine men through
their sand paintings.  Nophaie that morning, as he turned
from the sunrise to the looming mountain, had breathed o
praver to his Great Spirit.

“High ehicf of the mowntain, the beantifid mowntain,

To me tell vour secrets that it may he qwell before ne as | opo;

Behind e tell mie it may he qwell

Beucath me tell me it may be well;

Above me tell me it may be seell;

Tell me, let all that 1 see be well;

Tell me that the Exverlasting woill be mercifud toseard ne ;

Like the Chief of the Good, iell me that il is well with me,

That the God aof the medicine woill et me talk swell ; tell nie—

Now all iswell,
now all is
well,

Nowe all (s well,
nose all 15
well”

ND Nophaie
believed all
was well with
him, that his
prayer had been
answered, The
rustling of the
SAEe WS a voice;
the cool touch
of the breeze on
his cheek w
kiss of an invis-
ihle and kindly
spirit, watching
over him; the
rock he leaned a
hand upon lelt
a clinging re-
sponse, from the
soul therein. The
all-enveloping
sunlight was the
smile of Utsay,
satisfied with his
people. Nophaie
stepped aside to
avoird  crushing
the desert prim-
roses, thriving in
the shade of the
sage. Through
those wide white
blossoms looked
the eves of de-
parted relatives
who watched
him from the
Happy Hunting
Grounds below,
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So Nophaie wandered on and on over the sage trails, proud
and fierce as a voung eagle, aloof and strange, dreaming the
dreams conjured up by the wise men of his tribe. At seven
years of age he had begun to realize the meaning of a chief,
and that a chief must some day save his people. What he
loved most was to be alone, out in the desert, listening to the
real sounds of the open and to the silent whisperings of his
soul.  Tn the shadow of the hogans, among the hoys and
girls there, he was only Nophaie. They were jealous. They
resented his importance. Bul out on the desert, in the cold
rosy dawns and the solemn hot noontides and the golden
sunsets, when the twilight stole down soltly and while stars
smiled at him from the velvet blue—then Nophaie could be
himself. He did not walk alone. Innumerable spirits kept
pace with his light steps. The gleams of melted [rost, spar-
kling and pure, were the teardrops of his mother, who forever
hovered near him, wandered with him along the sage trails,
in spirit with his steps. The sun, the moon, the crag with
its human face, the black raven eroaking his dismal note, the
hasking rattlesnake, the spider that shut his little door above
him, the mocking bird, singer of all songs— these held com-
munion with him, were his messengers,

Towards sunset Nophaie was far out on the open desert,
with many of the monuments and mesas and masses of rim-
rock between him and the golden-purple glory of the west.,
Homeward bound with his lock Nophaie had intent eyes
for the colorful panorama ol sinking sun and transfigured
clouds,  Against the effulgence of the western sky stood up
the monuments, silhouetted on that hurnished brightness of
sunset, black and elear-cut, weird and colossal, motionless
and speaking gods of stone,

WARNING bark from one of the shepherd dogs drew

Nophaie's attention from the sunset. A band ol white
men had ridden down upon hinm. - Several of them galloped
ahead, and came round between the Indian laed and his home.
The others rode np. They had extra horses, wild and dusty
and caked with froth, and pack mules hea Both
men and beasts were jaded.

Nophaic had scen hut few white men.
tendered violence.
danger.

“We gotta hev meat,” one dark-visaged man called out.

“Wal, we'd better find the squaw who owns this bunch
an’ buy our meat," suggested another,

“ Moze, vou know it all," growled another. “ \Why squaw 7"

"Because squaws always own the sheep,” replied the
other, !

These men of the desert were tived and hungry, perhaps
not honestly so, jodging from the extra saddle horses they
were deiving, More than one fortive glaoee roved across the
sage o the east, Sollen heat and impatience manifested
their signs in the red faces.

“We hevn't time fer thet,” spoke up the dark-faced one.

“Wal, we don’t want Indians trailin® us. | say take time
an’ buy meat "

AW You'll sav next lets eat hoss meat,” returned the
man called Moze: " Knock the kid on the head, grab some
sheep, and ride on, Thet's me!”

Moze's idea seemed to find favor with some of The hand.
The dominating spirit was to hurry on.

Nophaie could not understand their language, but he
sensed peril to himsell. Suddenly he darted out hetween the
horses, and swift as a deer flashed away through the sage.

ily loacled.

None had ever
But here he instinetively recognized
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“Ieteh that ki, somebody,” ealled out the voice of au-
thority.

One of the riders touched spurs to his horse and, running
Nophaic down, reached a strong hand to haul him across in
front of the saddle.  Nophaie hung there limp.

YRIlL" called the leader, “thar ain't no sense in hurtin'

the kid; now vou-all wait.”

This man was tall, gaunt, gray-haired and lean, with the
eyes of a hawk. He scanned the sage flats clear to the pillars
of stone, Neither Indian nor hogan was in sight. Presently
he spoke: " Bill, hang on to the kid. An’ some of you drive
the sheep ahead of us, Thar's water over hyar somewheres.
We'll find it an' make camp.”

“Hubh ™ ejaculated the man Bill in disgust. “Talkin'
about_sense, what's the idee, cap, packin’ this heavy kid
along?"

“Wal, it ain't decent to kill him, jest fer nothin', an' it is
sense to keep him from gettin' back home tonight.”

AN right, you're the boss, But U'll eat sage if them In-
dians don’t track us, jest the same."”

“Bill, vou're a briglllr feller,” retorted the other. * Mebbe
this k family will find our tracks by tomorrow, but I'm
gamblin® they won't."”

OPHALE hung limp over that horse for several miles be-

fore he was tumbled off like an empty sack. The bane
had come to a halt for the night, Nophaic's hands and feet
were bound with a lasso.  Tle heard the bleating of the sheep,
and then the trampling, low roar of their hools as they were
driven off into the desert.  One of the men gave him food
and drink; another covered him with a blankef. Nophaie's
fear eased, but there was birth of a dark heritage of hate in
his heart.  He did not sleep.

At daylight the band was off, riding hard to the south-

ward, and Nophaie had no choice but to go with them.
Towards nightlall of that long day the spirits of the men ap-
peared to rise. They ceased to look back over the rolling
riclges of purple sage, or down the leagues of cedar aisles.
They avoided the Indian hogans and sheered off well-trodden
trails.

Next day some of the band were in lavor of letting
Nophaic go free. But again the leader ruled against them.
“Reckon it's tolerable lonely along hyar. We don’t want the
kil to be lost an” starve.”

About noontime one day later they let Nophaie go [ree,
aned pointed down a road towards an Indian encampment.
Then in a cloud of dust they trotted on.  Roughly, but
kindly, they had used him, unconscious of their hand in his
destiny.  But Nophaie never reached the Indian hogans.
Another party of white people, of different look and voice,
happened upon him. They were travelers of leisure, seeing
the West, riding across the reservation. They had wagons,
and saddle horses, and Western men to care for them. Again
Nophaie ran, only to be caught by one of the riders and
hauled before the women of the party.

“What a handsome Indian lad!" exclaimed one.

“lLet us take him along,"” said another.

An older woman of the group, with something more than
curiosity in her [ace, studied Nophaie for a moment. She
too was kind. She imagined she was about to do a noble
thing.

“Indian boy, 1 will take vou and put vou in a school.”

There was no delay, They took Nophaie with them by
torce. They took him out of the desert and far to the east.

And Nophaic
lived and studied
in the white
man's school
and  college for
cighteen years,

i

S THE train
neared the
western town
which was her
destination
Marian Warner
realized that this
ride was not a
dream, but the
first act of the
freedom she hadl
vearned for, the
first step in her
one great adven-
ture. All the ex-
citement and
audacity and
emotion that
had been her
undoing now
seemed to swell
into a thrilling

panic,

Long days of
travel had passed
since she had
boarded the
train at Phila-
delphia. The
faces of {riends,
of her aunt—the
few who loved
her—had grown
dim, as if every
revolution of
the wheels had
deadened mem-
ory as well as
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SHE MANAGED

lengthened miles. Little had she guessed how she had cat
herself adrift. But to the last she had kept her sceret.

Somewhere back along the way, where she had erossed the
line into this desert state, she had become conscious of a
quickening of her long apathetic feelings.  Had her first
glimpses of the bleached gray ol the desert stirred her heart ?
What of that strange line of red and yellow cliffs—hold rock
fronts almost incredible to her?  Deep and vague was the
emotion they roused, 1t was April, and the clouds were
gray, the weeds tumbling over the land before the wind, the
dust puffs whipping up and circling into yellow columns.
Bold and raw and inhospitable indeed this desert land ! 1ts
bigness began to amaze and frighten her. Miles and miles
of barrenness—rocks, flats of gray, black mountains in the
distance—and again those strange fagades of red cliff! Few
and far between were the ranches. And the occasional herd
of cattle appeared lost in immensity. Marian strained her
tired eyes scarching for horses and riders, for the Hashes of
red blankets of Indians, but these were denied her.

HEN, as many times during this long ride, she had re-
course to the letter that had influenced her to come west.

Orjaro (AMoonlight on the Water)

Fel. 10, 1916.
wl gifts were welcome as May HNow-
ers. 1 did not get them at Christmastime because Tdid not ride into
Kaidub. The weather then was cold, and I had my one living relative
to look after. e was ill. He is better now.

I rode the ninety-odd miles to the post between sunrise and sunset,
over a trail known only to Indians.  And all the way 1 thought of
you, of the love for you that only strengthens with distance and time.
Remembering your fondness for horses and how you used to long for
wild and lonely places, 1 wanted you to be with me.

But in spite of the joy that came with your remembs
back from the post was full of bitterness. I was again brought into
contact with the growing troubles of my tribe, and with the world
of white men which 1 have given up.

Marian, my people now are very prosperous. The wir has hrouglt
fulse values.  Waol is ity cents o pound, Horses and sheep bring
sher prices than Indians ever dreamed of. They think this will
last always. They will not save. They live from day 1o day, and
spend their money foolishly. And when the reaction comes they will
be suddenly poor, with the trader's prices for food and clothing
higher than ever.

More than this, the work of other white men distresses me. When-
ever I come in contact with it 1 grow sick, 1 could not tell you in
few words the wrong they are doing to my people. You would be
shocked. They are slowly grasping the richer picces of land from the
Indians, forcing them off. Some day these outsiders will possess all
the really good land of the reservation. Powers of evil, Marian!
White men are preying upon the Indians, Believe me, dear loved one
of a race alien to mine, 1 tell the truth,

Dear Marian: Your letters

nees my ride

TO WALK AMONG THEM WITHOUT BETRAYING HER TR

Come out here to the reservation ad work fora year or Lwo jnong
my people, T eould not huet you, And you might do much for them,
You could be o teacher at Mesi or one of the other schools.
would ever know that you came fur my sake.

Your letters heaped upon me terms of reproach. Marian, 1 have
not forgotten one moment of our summer at Cape May. 1live over
every meeting with you. 1 love you more than Idid then. Tt seems
1 am old now, Wisdom came to me here inomy desert home, under
the shadow of old Nothsis Ahn, | was horn under this great moun-
tain, When a boy 1 was stolen from my home onder its red walls.
Andl after eighteen years [ have come back, I hurned my white man's
clothes and books—even the records of my foothall games—all ex-
cept your picture. T put on buckskin and corduroy and silver, Tnever
speak FEoglish, and ©am again an bndian. No more Lo Blody, hut
Nophaie!

1 was voung and full of fire that summer at Cape M I was
praised, [éted, sought because 1 had become a famous Carlisle star,
the foothall and baseball player, winner of so many points agiinst
the great colleges, | danced awnd played the same as white college men.

Then [ met you, Marian. You were different from most of the
white girls. 1 loved you at sight and respected you when I knew you,
1 called you Benow di Cleash, the white gicl with blue eyes. And 'm
sure your influence kept me from the fate of more than one famous
Indian athlete.

But when | returned to my people the great change came — nol
in my love for you, but in my youth, 1amu 1 now, olil as these
suge hills, and P've learned from them, Tt ows Ish o wrong for
me to run after you, Lo love you, 1o take your s —wrong, though
it was the best influence of my | 1 aum an Indian,

Then, vnce here, whatever wild dreams | may have had were
forgotten. | see the life of my tribe as a tragedy. The injustice Lo
them is the blackest of white men’ seness. The compulsory school
system for the Tnddian hoys and 5 has more Did |mini.~i thin good.
I am an educated Indian, a chicl in my teibe, T see their misery, 1
see Lhem vanishing, | cannot marrey an Indian girl because 1 love
you. When an Indian loves he loves forever. It is infinitely casier
for an Indian to love a white woman than for her to love him. 1 don't
know why.

So, Marian, T am here—no longer Lo Blandy, hut Nophaic
name means Warrior, The red sand T tread is partly the hones
Nesh of my ancestors. 1 owill live my life here and mingle my hones
with theirs, Dwill doall Tean for them, But alas! The cighteen years
of ecducation forced upon me by the whites enable me only Lo see
the pitiful state and the doom of the Indians.

Come, Marian, to Oljato: come o help me o while or just to see
the wililness and beauty of my home, so that always afterwards your
memory will e Tull of the color and music and grandeur and fragrincee
of the Indian land, Novitae,

N

ARIAN put the letter away, conscious only at that

moment of her emotions,  Every perusal of it scemed

to glean new sensations of pain and regret, sweetness and
love and awe.

“Nophaie, the Warrior," she soliloquized dreamily.

“Somehow it suits hin." She recalled the first time she had

EENSATIONS

everseen i, Towas at Cape May, where a group of college
men maintained baschall games with visiting teams, proles-
stonal and otherwise, Her aunt, with whom she lived, and
most of her Philadelphia friends always spent somie weeks
at the scashore. And Marian enjoyed games and bathing and
dancing as well as anvone,  One sumimer alternoon a friend
took her to the athletic field and pointed out the famous
Carlisle Indian star.

OW curious she had felt! There was a strange pain in

vecalling that Arst sensation. Her eyes huad fallen upon
a tall, harcheaded athilete, slenderly yet powertully built, his
supple form broadening at the shoulders,  His face was
dark, his hair black as coul. Striking and handsome as he
was, it was not his appearance alone that thrilled her so,
She was a thoroughly modern young woman and had seen
her share of college games, In action the Indian was simply
beautiful, e had carned his great fame as a football star,
andd had been picked Dy experts for the All-American team
three successive vears. But he did not need to be so great a
hasehall plyer to be good to look at. e played an outticld
position, and the chances of the game fell so that he had
little to doescept run. And his running grew more and more
thrilling to Marian, How casily he moved —what a stride
he had D Mavian found she was not alone in her admiration.
This Indian athlete did not need her applause.

Toward the end of the game, at a eritical time for the
home team, he hic a ball far beyond reach of the opposing
ficlders. The crowd roared its delight. The Indian dashed
down towards first base, and turning appeared to gather
speed as he ran. Marian felt the pound of her heart, the
sudden shock of delight and pride in the Indian's sheer
physical prowess. e ran as the Greek runners must have
run, garlanded for their victories, How tleet! How incred-
ibly faster and faster! Then he was making the turn for
home base, wnd the erowd was yelling wildly, He scemed to
b Gacing Marian as he sped on, magnificent in his action,
1le beat the throw and scored his home run, a feat the
awdience applauded  with prodigious abandon.  Marian
then became aware that she, too, had been rather undignified.

That night at o dance one of Marian's friends had asked
her, " ave you et Lo?"

“Lo? And who's he or she? " queried Marian,

“He's the Carlisle crack. You saw him play today. The
Indian—Lo Blandy.”

And so it came about presently that Marian found herself
facing the Indian athlete she had admired. Not just then

(Continued on Puge 204)
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had she realized it, but the truth was she had
fallen in love with him at first sight. Some-
thing in her nature, never dreamed of before,
went out to the Indian. e had a fine face,
dark and strong. with eves of piercing black-
ness. There was something noble in his
stature, or the poise of his head, or the eagle
look of him,

“Will you dance with me? ™ he had asked,
and appeared as much at his ease as any of
the eollege men.

AMarian found hersell dancing with an In-
dian, a very strange and momentous circum-
stance, it seemed. He did not dance with the
case of modern sophistication.  But he was
light and strong; he carried her on without
the bold contact o prevalent among most
dancing men; and so Marian enjoyved that
danee.

They met again by accident on the heach,
and beeanse no one else came and they were
interesting to each other, they talked for
long. After that day Marian went to all the
baseball games. And Lo Blandy became one
of her numerous admirers, to the amusement
of her aunt and frieneds,

But these meetings had been deadly ear-
nest for Marian. She loved the Indian. She
Tought against hersell, then surrendered and
fought no more. He had more principle and
better habits than any white boy she knew,
So that summer, in the conl amber-lighted
mornings by the seaghore and on the moon-
lit nights when dance and music held their
sway, Marian quaffed the spiced magic
draught of love.

HIEL wondered if she had as true and

steadfast anature as the Indinn? Would
she love once and once only? Vain querics,
She loved now and that was all of pain,

Marian gazed oul of the train window at
the scenery flashing by, The topography of
the country had changed. Dark, bushy green
trees, very beautiful, had appeared on the
slowly rising desert land, and the spaces
between  them were
white with Dbleached

money, and that T will gladly use now. Let
the future take care of it=elf,”

So she settled the matter of perplexity and
of conscience, and gave up to the singular
appeal of the prospect before her. Always,
Marian had yvearned to do something leT(-r-
ent, unusual, big. She had traveled a little,
tnught school, tried journalistic work, and
haed one short weakness for dramatics. And
she knew she had accomplished nothing.
[Tere indeed was the hright face of adven-
ture, mysterious and alluring, coupled with
A work she might make uplifting and all-
“atisfving.

Flagerstown, the first Western town Marian
had ever been in, was not at all like what she
had imagined it would be. Her impressions
of the West had come from books and motion
pivtures, which mediums, she was to learn,
didd not alwayvs ring true to life,

T WAS o thriving little city, bustling with

maotorcars, and active overits lumber, rail-
road and cattle interests. It bore no signs
of the typical frontier town. What surprised
Marian a little was the fact that neither
hotel proprictor nor hanker, post-ofiice offi-
cial nor clerk in the store, nor a cattleman
she chaneed to address, showed any curiosity
concerning her. When she made inquiry
about the Indian Reservation she simply
stated that she was interested:in Indians and
might do some journalistic work out there,

She ascertained that a mail carrier left
Flagerstown twice a week for the places on
the.reservation—2Mesa, Red Sandy and Kai-
dab.  And the post-oflice man was kind
enough to engage passage for her., Next
moring the hotel porter called to take her
baggage, Marian saw the most dilapidated
motor car that had ever come into her vision.
What there was of it appeared to be wired
and roped together. And it was loaded
heavily: with mail bags, boxes and sacks.
There was a coop containing some chickens
woing by parcel post. Next to the driver's
seal had Deen left a
small space,evidently

wrass. No more clifls
of stone passed under
hersight. There were
wooded hills in the
background. And
presently  these fow
green trees gave place
to larger ones, grow-
ing wide apart, brown
trunked, with spread-
ing branches and thin
areen foliage at the
tops.  Pines! She
welcomed them. She
erected  every  little
gain of pleasure or
knowledge, somehow
trving 1o persuade
hersellthat therewere
1o be education aned
hroadening of sym-
pathy in thizwild trip
Lo the West.,

1115 had not heen
ashamed  of  her
love for Lo Blandy.
She Telt that she
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for Marian.

“Goodness! ™ ejac-
ulated Marian as she
surveved this doubt-
ful contraption. “Will
it hold together? Is
it safe to ride in?”

“Why, miss, sho
thet Inmjun will get
vou thar,” replied the
porter.

“Indian! Is the
! driver an Indian?”
I “Yessum. An’sho
blowin® snow er sand
makes no difference
to him.”

send  vour

ARIAN could

have laughedin
spite of her uneasi-
ness. But all she could
o was to gaze help-
lessly at that machine.
Then appeared a
voung man in ragged
dark suit. Ilis small
) feet were incased in

us in o aour
> in the Christ -

might reach a point

where shewould glory

init, But she had shrank from making con-
fidants of her aunt and her {riends.  No one
guessed the truth of that summer at Cape
May. And now she was on a train, {ar out
in the West, soon {0 take whatever means
olfered to reach the Indian Reservation. The
Garther she traveled the more untrue her
situption seemed,  Yet she was glad, She
strove fo justify her action in her own eves,
Surely one flight of freedom need nat he
denicrd her,

“1 have no close family ties,” she =aid to
herself in sincere defense.” “T am fwenty-
three. T am my own master. I've alwayvs
dreamed of love with honor, of marriage with
children.  Perhaps in vain! Ay aunt, my
friends would call me mad.  They do not
understand me. T am not throwing my life
away. I can do good out here. T can help
him—Naphaie; what a strange, heautiful
name! I am not rich. But 1 have =ome

brown buckskin moe-

casins with silver but-
tons, ITizdark face appeared to be half hid-
den by a black sombrero. She could sce that
he was young.  She noted his hands as they
slipped over the wheel, dark, thin, nervous,
sinewy hands, well formed and mobile. Then
he got into the driver’s seat and looked up
at her. e was onlyv a vouth. Tlis face was
keen, smooth as silk, without a line, dark as
bronze. Tle had a level hrow and eyes black
as night. Suddenly they gleamed with intel-
ligence and humor. This Indian sensed her
consternation. “ You ready go? 7 he queried
in intelligible 1<nglish.

The tone of it gave Marian a little shock.
Something about it, the low pitch or timbre,
recalled the voice of Lo Blandy. “Y-ves, 1
ruess =0, faltered Marian,

Dare she trust this frightful junk heap of
a car and its Indian driver on a long desert

{Continned on Page 205)
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journey? Marian’s Fastern compunctions
did not die casily.

*You go Kaidab? " asked the driver.

“Yes," replied Marian.

“1 get you there seven o'clock,” he re-
turned with a smile.

IT SEEMED a flash of understanding. Ile
read her mind and wished to reassure her.
Marian’s new spirit revived with a rush.
She had burned her bridges behind  her.
SWIll it be cold?” she
asked as she was about

The grass was dead, bleached white, but the
green of the pines gave reliel Lo hereyes. Ten
miles of forest the car traversed; then came
an open valley—fine ranch country, Marian
judged—{from which the view of the moun-
tuin range was magnificent; and then they
entered forest again, with the difference that
the ground appeared to beallcinders, The car
chugged uphill, losing much of its velocity.

From a ridge-top DMarian’s eyes were
greeted by o strange and desolate spectacle—
a wide black valley, a
slope of black cinders,

to climb into the car.

“You need blanket
for while,” he said.

Marian had no
blanket, but she had
brought a heavy couat
which would serve as
well. This she put on.
She squeezed into the
space beside the driver.
The grinning porter
called “Good  night !
which dubious [arewell
in no wise diminished
MMarian’s concern.

The Indian driver
moved something that
made the rickety car
crack like a pistol and
lurch forward, Marian
could not stifle a gasp.
The square-fronted
buildings withe their
queer, high board signs
began to speed back out
of her sight. Ahead the
white asphalt road
merged into one of dark
carth, and there ap-
peared a long slope of
pine trees,

Cold, keen, biting
wind fanned DMarian's
checks. It nipped with
its frosty breath, And it
brought a strange, dry
fragrance. The car
passed the line of build-
ings; and to the left
loomed o mighty green-
and-white mountain
mass that hid its sum-
mit in gloomy rolling
clouds.

“Storm,”” said the

andd e stream of red Luva
crusted and jageed; and
beyond  these, foothills
of black cinders smooth
and steep, all waved and
ridged Tike sand dunes
carved by wind, A line
of pines crested the lirst
hill, and under this green
streteh was along bank
ol snow, its pure white
contrasting  markedly
with the chony cinders,
A range of these foot-
hills rose ofl toward the
south, growing higher
and smoother, weird and
sinister monuments (o
the havoe of voleanic
action in the ages past.
Beyond and above this
runge towered @ moun-
tuinof cinders, strangely
barren, marvelously col-
ored in purple, black and
red.

ARIAN saw so

muchin thisscored
and  devastated region
that she regretted pass-
ing on so rapidly. Soon
herIndian guide reached
a downgrade in the
[orest, ran out of the
cinder zone upon lard
road again, and  here
Marian feared every fly-
ing mile would Le her
last.

By and by the pines
began to decrease in size
and grow further apart,
so that glimpses of open
country came toMarian,

Indian. *We hurry so
get way from snow.”

If anything more were needed Lo complete
Marian’s demoralization she had it in the
gathering speed of that car. 1t belied its
appearance.  **Oh, il they could see me
now !’ she murmured as she snuggled down
into the warm coat and peeped out at the
wonderful green slope of the forest.

She thought of those at home who would
have looked aghast at her boldness. Perhaps
this was the moment of severance. What-
ever it was, above all Marian’s misgivings
and defiance there pealed a subtle voice of

;
joy. 1

T road upon which the Indian was

driving led out into a pine forest, be-
tween the stately trees of which Marian
caught glimpses of cloud-enshrouded moun-
tains. The cold, the raw wind, the increasing
gloominess of the day, with its ominous threat
of storm, in no wise checked her momentary
enthusiasm and awakening joy for the open
country. [For as long as she could remember
she had been cooped up in a town, and in her
heart love of nature had been stultified. At
last! She breathed deeply of the keen air,
and the strong, pitchy smell of pine began
to stimulate her.

“\What mountains? ™ she asked.

“Spanish Peaks,” replied the driver.

She made other inquiries to which he gave
brief and unsatisfactory replics. Perhaps it
took all his attention to keep the car in the
road. Besides, the car made such a rattle and
clank that conversation was really not easy.
Marian ceased asking questions.

The road led through a forest of pines such
as she had never seen, wonderfully fragrant
and exhilarating after the cities and railroads.

Then from round arocky
ridge quite abruptly the
car sped out into thin forest from which
stretched a vast waste of gray. “The desert!
Marian did not try to repress an exclamation
of delight and nwe.

She was looking down over many leagues
of desert, The pines failed, the cedars began,
and beyond them rolled and waved wway the
white billowy miles of wasteland. Only two
colors prevailed, black and white. How st
and velvety ! Only the west appeared barred
from limitless gaze; and there o succession
ol rounded hills, bare except for grass, led
away down into the desert.

Marian feasted her cyes, trying Lo grasp
what it was that she saw. Moments and
miles passed, and suddenly a gray squall of
rain and snow swooped down from behind,
enveloping the car. It brought a piercing
cold. What rain there was soon changed to
sleet. e pelted Marian, many hailstones
bouncing ofl the glass windshicld to sting
her face. Gloves and pockets appeared litde
protection against such cold.  Aarian sui-
fered. IHer cheeks, her nose, her cars scemed
Lo congeal Lo ice.

2y

T world around the carwaswhite, swepl

by a blizzard, with snow feeting across
the ground.  The sky was obscured. When
Marian opencd her eyes, at intervals, she
could not see far in front. This obscurity did
not deter the Tndian from driving lTast. So
that between her pangs and Tears Marian
had to make herole enjoyment out of this
hour,

At length the gray cloud lightened, the
snow Lhinned out, and the blue of sky shone
¥
&

(Continwed on Page 200)
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through a thin haze of white. That, too,
faded or melted away, and then the storm
veered, leaving clear a great open space
above. Marion grew aware that she was now
far down in the desert with open bare ridges
all around her and the distant prospects out
ol view. The snow failed, The earth changed
its white-and-black hue to a dull red. Once
again the car sped out upon a height from
which she had a second look at the leagnes of
desert. Here the immense reach and slope
struck her more forcibly, and especially the
great volume of light.

The sun came oul from behind the clowd
bank over the cast, and the desert magnificd
lines and colors and suddenly unmasked an
appalling beauty.

Once the Indian stopped the car to exam-
ine some of its internals. Thus Marian was
enabled to get out, to streteh her cramped,
cold limbs. Alter that, when the journey had
been resumed, she soon grew comfortable
under a warming sun, and at length forgot
both pangs and fears in absorption of this
desert land. Her driver traveled downhill
for fully three hours. This brought them to
what seemed an incongruity—an ivon hridge
spanning a rock-walled gorge through which
ran a muddy stream, Here in this valley the
sun was hot.  Marian had o remove the
heavy coal.

EYOND the river stretched a gravelly
plain, hard packed by wind, and its slow
ascent at last gained another height, from
which Marian confirmed her wondering ex-
pectations.  Three level benches of colored
desert, as high as mountains, lifted their
wondrous reds and purples and gravs and
wolds toward the blue sky, a land of painted
steps, the portal of Lo Blandy's country.
What, then, would Oljato be like? Marian
felt confounded in her own impressions,
Once she glanced behind her, as if to make
sure of the distance she had traversed, of
Tand she knew to be solid and not a substance
of dreams. The spectacle to the rear was
vastly different; o gray desert glope, a red
desert slope, league on league, shelving hack
to rise and lift to a great dark plateau from
which the Spanish Peaks showed pure white
snow against the sky.
The ensuing hour,
during which the In-
dian driver crossed the
bare plains of sand and
eravel and climbed the
successive steps of col-
ored rock, passed by all
too quickly forMarian.
The sun beat down
hot. Ta the north, in
the direction the car
was heading, more
storm clouds were
gathering,

Above the last des-
ert step the earth ap-
peared a place of ruin
and decay, a zone of
sinister red and strange
drab, where rocks and
clay had been weath-
ered into fantastic
shapes.

OON it lay behind,
and she found her-

sell confronted with o
wide wvalley  between
alaring walls of rock.
Dark, rich, green fields
of allalfa formed the
floor of this valley, and
she saw  clusters of
trees beginning to show
green, and the roofs of
two flat houses.

“What's this place? " she inquirerd.

HCopenwashie,” replied the Indian.

“Are those green fields Indian farms? ™

“Some are. White men got most Laned
now."”

“But isn't this a reservation for the use of
Indians?” went on Marian curiously.

All the reply she received was a grunt of
disgust.

The Indian drove fast up this level valley,
making the dust My from under his ear,

When he came to the first house he stopperd
aned carried packages in. Marian saw no one,
In the fields, however, were picturesque la-
horers she took to be Indians, Upon resum-
ing the journey her guide pointed out some
low stone houses, standing back under shelv-
ing cliffs, surrounded by greening trees.
These were the homes of missionaries.

From that point the road ascended the
sitle of a steep gorge. Upon top of this eleva-
tion the land was level] covered with rough
low bushes, dull green in color, Gray and red
buildings showed in the distance and long
lines of hare trees, In a few moments the car
had reached them. AMarian was consumerd
with interest and curiosity.

“Mesa. We stop little while,” said the
driver, coming to a halt before one of the
slone structures.,

[}

T WAS large, with few windows, and ap-

peared rather inhospitable looking. Little
ragged, wild ponies, wearing crude square-
topped saddles, stood near by with bridles
down,

“Are they Indian horses? " she asked.

“Yes. Not much good. You wait,” he re-
plied with his reassuring smile. ““This trad-
ing post. People friendly. You goin. I take
mail.”

Marian got out, glad to stretch her limbs
again, and strolled to and fro. She saw a
wide tree-lined avenue, with well-built gray
stone houses on one side and large red stone
buildings on the other, These latter she took
to be the government school quarters. How
out of place they seemed! The great table-
land of desert seemed to encompass them,
accentuating their incongruity. The avenue
was long so that Marian could not see what
lay at the upper end. Then her attention
was attracted toward the trading post. Three
men, Indians, had just come out. They wore
white man's garb, even to shoes and hats, and
did not rouse Marian’s admiration. What
swarthy faces, secretive and impassive—
whalt sloe-hlack eves, beady and sharp ! These
Indians watched her. Marian suffered some-
thing of disillusion and disappointment at
sight of them. Then a white man appeared,
tall, sandy-haired and open-faced.

“Comein, I'm Pax-
ton, the trader,” he
said. “My wife 1s al-
wavs glad to meet vis-
itors. You must be
tired and hungry. And
it's a good way to Kai-
dab.”

“Thank you, I am
hungry,but not tived,”
replied Marian as she
followed him in, won-
dering how he had
learned where she was
roing.

I L LED her

through a huge
hall-like storeroom, in
which counters and
shelves  were  loaded
with merchandise, to
another part of the
houte, into a living
room, comfortable
and pleasant.  There
Marian met the
trader’s wife, a young
and  comely  woman
who was most kindly
and agreeable. Neither
by word nor look did
she manifest any curi-
osity. She was merely
glad to meet a strange
visitor and to give her
rest and refreshment.

Marian liked her. “I'm on my way to
Kaidal,” she volunteered.

“T's fine of you to he interested,” said the
woman.  “Heaven knows the Indians need
friends. We traders helieve we are about the
only friends they have.”

AMarian asked casual questions about the
Indians, being carcful not to give the im-
pression of more than ordinary interest, and

(Continied on Page 207)
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As a girl, Mother’s box of
l.Lablache fascinated and
tempted me.
fragrant powder cooled and
refreshed my skin.

Its daintily

Now, in grown-up years,
I.ablache is still my choice

for its purity, softness and
clinging quality.

Refuse Substitutes
They may be dangerous. Flesh, White, Pink,
or Cream, 50c. a box, of draggists or by mail.
Over two million hoxes sold annually,  Send
10¢. for a sample box.

BEN. LEVY COMPANY

Frenel Perfumers, Dept. 132
125 Kingston St., Boston, Mass.

Free onrequest—"Good Eating"” —a booklet
.

NO WASTE

—just fresh, firm, delicious flakes of whole-
some cod and haddock — perfectly cooked,
seasoned and sealed in air-tight tins a few
hours after the catch. B & M Fish Flakes
keep indefinitely —always ready to serve
immediately in dozens of appetizing ways.
B & M Fish Flakes are obtainable
at your grocer's.

Burnham § Morrill
Fish Flakes

BURNHAM & MORRILL CO., Dept. 90, Portland, Me.

of delicious recipes

(THE GREAT camE

The best-loved house-
hold gamein America.
Thelargest selling home
game in the world, For
2, 3,4, 5 or 6 players.
Splendid  partnership
anid progressive games.
Price 75 cts. ASK
YOUR DEALER or by
mail from us,

Rook Co.,  Salem, Mass,

TULIPS

fowering garden v, Tiellnnd produces,  AWhite,
Cellow, Red and Yellow,  Twenty for $1,  Quality
el Bpring Gardens Company, 9 Ferry Street, New York,
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BOSTON

OR HARD
WAN FINISH

2. POLISH

LIQUID —
OR PASTE

The Days
When Home
Is Best ~

—with their long evenings—are here. Beautiful
interiors now have especial charm. The natural beau-
ties of Woodwork, Furniture, Floors, Linoleums are
intensified by the Polish with the lasting deep,
velvety lustre so modish, so restful to the senses.
Does not catch dust; easy to apply. A pound covers
300 square feet.

Look for the star on the
orange label. Send 25¢
for generous Lrial can of
Butcher's Boston Polish,
should your dealer not
carry Butcher's standard
products.

Send for This New
Illustrated Book of
Homelnteriors, FREE.

The Butcher
Polish Co.

Mfrs, for 40 years.
BOSTON, MASS.

l NO Li NT

—from Nikpan Napkins! Of
smooth,sturdymercerized Damask,
they save your fine linens. 15, 18,
20 and 22 inch sizes, $1.25 to $2.50,
hemmed ready for use.

Send 10c and dealer’s name for booklet
“Table Settings"” and sample napkin.

NIKPAN

Mercerized, Non-Linting Damask
Napkins, Table Runners, Tea Cloths.

The name at the hem protects you.

PATRICIA MILLS, Inc.
JAMES F. WHITE & CO,, Inc
Selling Agents
Dept. A, 54 Worth St.

Dye Old, Faded
Things New in
“Diamond Dyes”

[Each package of " Diamond Dyes" con-
tains directions so simple that any woman
can dye or tint faded, shabby skirts,
dresses, waists, coats, sweaters, stockings,
hangings, draperies, everything, a new,
rich, fadeless color. Buy * Diamond Dyes"
—no other kind—then perfect home dye-
ing is guaranteed, even il you have never
dyed before. Tell your druggist \\thh(.r
the material you wish to dyc is wool ¢
silk, or whether it is linen, cotton, or
mixed goods. Diamond Dyes never streak,
fade, or run.

Wells & Richardson Co., Burlington, Vt.

MNew York
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The Uanishing American

(Continued from Page 200)

altogether she spent a pleasant hall hour
with Mrs, Paxton.

“I hope you come to Mesa again,” said
her hostess as they passed out through the
store.

From the door Marian saw a white man
standing beside the car, in conversation with
the Indian driver.

“There's Friel,” went on Mrs. Paxton,
and evidently the recognition of the man
changed her train of thought.

“Thank you for your kindness,” said Ma-
rian. “T'm sure we'll meet again, Good-hy.”

M:\ RIAN walked out to the car. At her
step the man designated by Mrs. Pax-
ton turned to see her. Marian was used to
meeting strangers and classifying them after
the manner of women., But she had not any
recollection of a type like this man.

“I'm Mr. Friel,”” he said, touching his
sombrero. “Can I do anything for you?"

“No, thank you,"” replicd Marian.

His face had the brown of the open, hut it
was nol one that inspired Marian to interest
or liking. Quick was she to scee the gleam of
curiosity in his eyes, and then, as he took a
zood look at her, the leap of admiration.

“You're traveling alone,” in: said.  May
1 know your errand?”

Marian told him what she h.ul told the
trader’s wife. Then she felt rather than saw
an increased interest in her, with something
of antagonism.

“IHave you permission to go on the reser-
vation?” he inquired.

“No. Is it compulsory?”

S 1—well, noj hardly that. Butitisalways
best for visitors to see Mr. Blucher.”

“Who is he?”

“The agent in charge of the reservation.”

“Very well. Where can I find him?”

“Unfortunately Mr. Blucher is away at-
tending an investigation, But I can take it
upon myself to—to make everything all
right. Wouldn’t you like to sce the school?”

TIE man was well spoken enough.  But
apart from that, Mr. Friel had the look in
his eyes which she hated; and she never met
that look twice. Nevertheless she must ac-
cept people out
here in the desert

“Indecd, Well, I think it over,” re-
turned Marian as she stepped o the car.

I'riel took hold of her arm, not o assist
hu but w keep her from ullum"

* Let me drive you to Kaidab., T have my
car here, There's no room in this filthy junk
box.  Besides, a handsome girl like you
oughtn’t be riding alone with one of these
Indians.”

“Why not? 1Ie’s the mail carrier. I'm
paying him for driving me.”

“They're all alike, these Indian louts.
You're not safe with any one of them.”

1 that’s true, Mr. Friel, it doesn’t speak
well for the white men. T take a chance on
this Indian.  Good day.”

With that Marian resumed her seat in the
carund signaled the driver to start, Hedid so
alter a fashion that presupposed he was glad
o leave the vicinity, Mlarian sat back, just
as glad as she imagined he was. The breeze
was pleasant.  The wide colored spaces
beckoned.  She was o little amazed at the
heat running along and cooling out of her
veins.  How lil‘-]...tl‘utll.!}., and irritating! That
i, vidn and wooden-headed and utterly
lacking! Upon sober reflection Marian dis-
cerned that she resented most the insult 1o
the Indian,  She turned o him,

“Did oyou understand what that man
siid 2

“osavyy him. His head big stick with
skin stretched over.”

h ARIAN was forced to admit that the
Indian had discernment and originality.
Then straightway she dismissed the irrita-
tion from her mind. The ride over the desert
was all important.  How far was she from
Kaidab, from Oljato? Iivery speeding mile
brought her closer to the home of Lo Blandy.
She whispered his Indian name over and over
again, trying to accept it and make it fa-
miliar. She could not succeed. And every
thought of him augmented @ mounting con-
sciousness of an ordeal to come, bafiling and
tremendous in its signiticance. Yet what
sweelness of thrill, of strange fire and magic!
The gray clouds soon obscured the sun,
and Marian again felt the chill of the wind.
She bundled up once more. Her driver had
turned off to the

north  from  the

asshe found them,
and if p()bblbh‘
without suffering
indignity, she
must learn from
them. “It would
be interesting to
see the Indian
children. I may
return here and
find some kind of
work with them.
But I'veno time.”
“Teanget youa
position here,” he |
said eagerly. e
wis Loo eager.
“What author-
ity have you?”
asked DMarian. |
“Well, no out- f
right authority to
hire government |
employes,”” he re- |
turned. “But 1

sleep

yedrs

“© Little Town of
Bethlehen?”

LITTLE town of Bethlchem,
FHow still we see thee lic; Lance.
Above thy decp and dreamless

The silent stars go by;

Yet in thy dark strects shineth
The everlasting Light;

The hopes and [ears of all the

Are met in thee tonight.

Mesa roud, and
was following a
depressionof land,
| where  Marian
! could not sce far.
I There was a
I streteh of sandy
woing, thenaclimb
up a long slope
that led to a level

"B_‘I' Puirrirs Brooks plateau, sparscly

green with plants
and monotonously
gray with dis-

Here the Indian
put the car to its
limit of speed, too
fast and too noisy
for Marian’s
pleasure.

OON agray ob-
scurity ahead
turned out to be

hire people to work i For Christ is born of Mary, snow, a driving
for me occasion- I And gathered all above, hard storm  that

ally. And I'm
hand in glove with keep
Morgan. Ie’s the
power here.” (

“Morgan?”’

“He’s been here |
over twenly yeirs.
And he runs
things.” |

ST return here
to find work, |
whom should I see

“Come to me
on the quiet. Then
we'll see Morgan.
Ii you got a job
belore seeing him,
you'd soon loseit” ! S

While mortals sleep, the angels

Their watch of wondcering love.
O morning stars, together
Proclaim the holy birth!
And praises sing to God the King,
I And peace to men on carth.

O holy Child of Bethlehem!
Descend to us, we pray;

Cast out our sin, and enter in,-
Be born in us today.

We hear the Christmas angels
The great glad tidings tell;
Oh, come to us, abide with us,

Our Lord Emmanucl !

put her to another
test.

Burying her
face in scarl and
cout collar she
crouched there
and endured,

When the storm
cleared away and
the sun shone
‘again they had
reached a \\ld&. red
hasin, sand-sloped
and walled in by
low clifis, now
shining wet.

i (Continued an
Page 208)

Or your name en-
gravedin I8carat Gold

Tt
|Draws up snudly|
L..'nh adjn.!al.ubh_-J {

Yol Opens
!| Sllpa an c-ml;.
(h \.\l‘\ua\ly

Draaw ribbon ad- |
Justment fur
different sizes

DR

No Hairpins in the
Morning!

My new Gilson Cap keeps my hair so neat
and becoming over night chat [ don’t have
to touch it in the morning,” writes an
Hlinois woman. “Ijust take t:ffln\ capand
my hair’s ready for the breakfast table.’
You, too, can save ten or fifteen minutes
cvery morning and have your hair look
neater—if you wear a Gilson!

Thesilson Cap

makes prerey hair prectier. e saves the
wave, Lt keeps the bob chie and prevents
tngling, It weighs almost nothing, It's
adjustable to any stvle hairdress, any size
head—as necessary as a hair net.
There are twostyles for sale by depanment stores,
beauty parlors and hairdressers — or onder direct.
The net style is for home use and for }\L([‘III‘.
the hair at night-- 2000, The silk sty
brown or navy, is for toin or automobile=

GILSON CO., Inc., Room 520, 1006 5. Michigan, Cﬁlcigu
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“Your Baby will
Kkeep Well and Strong on

NESTLE'S

MILK ¥FOOD

forBabies
because Nestle.s is pure
cows milk in powdered
form properly modified

' Sond for Free Sample and for
12 page Motheris Book -FREE

Nestlé's Food Company
411 Nest1é Bldgd. NewYork

A Dehghtful Christmas Gift

INDIVIDUAL
“NAME PENCILS”
With a Personal

e % AL Touch
beau- . N o —
Ciful Distinctive
embossed

Pleasing
Unique

genuine
leather case
with recipient's

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

muail congestion. As illustrated . . 65(:

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

ALTEMUS BOOKS FOR BOYS

131 st ady ure stories published. i fifteen cents for
"The mar St_h(as)l Boys of Gridley, or Dick & Co.

Stare Things Moving, ™ and free u\m]n;,m

HENRY ALTEMUS COMPANY, 1326 Vine St., Philadelphia, Pa.
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If’s the Mode

For smeart affairs — the mesh bag!

Contrasting against fur or fabric its lustrous,
changeful mesh adds chic and charm to even
the simplest costume. Its acceptance by
women of fashion is a style sugeestion to the
woman who is mindful of the mode.

In purchasing remember that, altho Whiting
& Davis Mesh Bags are both popular priced
and costly, the Whiting & Davis name guar-

The Whiting & Davis
Trademark  and  Tuag
grrantee guality, Find intees  satisfaction, whatever  the  amount

invested.
“ifts That Last”

them on crery bag,
Wmmine & Davis Co.

WHITING & DAVIS COD
T BAGS : =
e Plainville, Norfolk County, Mass.

“Wh iting \; Davis ws

In the Better Grades. Made of the Famous Whiting Soldered Mesh

CURTAIN RODS

The flat shape of Kirsch Curtain
! Rods prevents sagging and in-
] sures neat, artistic results. The
i Velvetone brass or Velvetone
white finish prevents rusting or
tarnishing, keeps rods like new

for years.

Kirsch Curtain Rods come sin-
" gle, double, triple—extension
style or cut-to-fit —for any kind of win-
dows. The patented Kirsch bracket is
simple, strong, practical —
permits rods to be put on
ordetachedwith easeand
salety, yet can't come
down accidentally.

Sold by Better Dealers
| Everyiwhere.

FREE BOOK

for Planning Window
Drapings
Pictures attractive windows for every

room; gives practical suggestions for get-
ting eachdra ping effect. 'reeon request.

KIRSCH MFG. COMPANY
114 Prospect Ave., Sturgis, Mich., U. S. A,
KIRSCH MTFG. COMPANY OF CANADA, Lud.

Rebéember 1o ask for Kirdety

The Original Flat Curtain Rod
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The Oanishin 4 cAmcrican

{(Coutinned from Page 207)

At three o'clock the Tndian brought his
car 1o a halt hefore Red Sandy, a fortlike
trading post located high upon an immense
slope of sand. The traders, two yvoung men,
were as solicitous and kind as had heen the
Paxton:

Marian was indeed glad to warm her frozen
checks and ears and hands, The traders con-
ducted her to a loft above theirstore. Tt was
warm, and somehow peculiarly fitting and
picturesgue with its blankets and basketsand
other Indian handiwork. The wind moaned
weirdly outside. From
the window ol this
house Marian had a
wonderful  view  that
fascinated and repelled
hier, How desolate and
dreary ! The immense
in appeared 1o
spread to all points of
the compass. Ponds of
water ghmmered under
the lowering skyv: vege
tationwasseanty. Fol-
lowing the horizon
round towards the
west, she swddenly be-
held adim purple-and-
white dome,  Forlong
it held her gaze. Tt
did not secem real, so
deep was the purple, so
cthereal the white,

STS THAT a moun-
tain?"" she asked
one of the traders.

“Shore is,” he said.
“That’s old Nothsis
Ahn, 1t's worshiped
by the Indians.”

Marian went back to the car, where the
Indian sat waiting for her. Almost she re-
sented this swilt passage across the desert.
[t left no time for realization, let alone con-
templation.  One more moment she gave Lo
Red Sandy. 1t had beauty, hut how aus-
tere! There was no life, no movement, The
silence was impressive.

O the way down across the sandy basin
Marian espied dark riders approaching from
around the blufll,  She watched them grow
until they met and passed her, two Indian
men and one woman, riding shagay ponies
and packing blankets and sheepskins hehind
theirsaddles. The woman was heavy, garbed
in loose, divty garments, with dull, dark face
andd unkempt hair. Twas only ata distance
that these Indians looked picturesque.

Then there ensued an hour in which the
car chuggeed over a sandy road, mostly up-
hill, with wview restricted except on the
castern side. Here the long black flat moun-
tain assumed nobler proportions. Bands of
little horses dotted the gray-green rise of
ground.  An Indian vider appeared on the
rim of a ridge, loping along, lending a touch
of wildness and life 1o the scene.

RESENTLY the driver called Marian's

altention to a mound of carth with a
dark hole leading into it “Togan—Indian
house,” he said.

How crude and primitive!  Verily  the
wants and the comforts of the Indians must
he few.

It was only from the high places, Marian
came to learn, that the incredible openness
and boundlessness of the desert could he
grasped.  And there came a ridge summit
from which she could see afar, down and
across a land of prairie, on to slowly rising
bare waste that swept upward to purple and
black heights.  In another hour she learned
that the black heights were forests of cedar
and the purple ones were meadows of sage.
Long before she reached these bheautiful
open patches of purple she became aware of
a pervading fragrance in the air. It grew
keener, stronger, sweeter.  Marian recog-
nized the odor of sage. IMow wild and
strange, stifling almost, and wholly exhila-
rating!

1T this long, twenty-mile upgrade of desert
had not slowly grown from waste to verdure,
from desolate, sinister badlands to noble
heights of keen, sweet air amd heoautiful
color, Marian would not have heen prepared

for the next phase of this bewildering coun-
try. But she had been given time. She had
grown with the miles, so that when the
Indian driver sped his car down a steep
break, round curve and corner, out of the
forest into a changed world of stone, Marian
was not utterly confounded.

The road stretched on through a long
narrow pass, above which towered cliffs of
red and gold and yellow, so lofty that she
had to look almost straight up to see their
rims. They seemed not to be ¢liffs, but stone
faces of mountains.
Marian gazed upward
until her eves ached.

All too swiltly ran
the car and all toe
short was that pass.
It opened out upon
ridged gray desert,
with the black mesa
ontheright, zigzagging
away to the eastward,
and the red corrugated
wall of stone on the
left notching its hold
skyvline away to the
north.

Ten more miles of
travel removed both
ramparts far to cither
side, and another hill-
fop gave Marian her
first sight of Kaidab.
Ier letters, her gifts to
Lo Blandy had been
sent to this trading
post.  All she saw was
several low, flat, stone
houses. A crude and
dreary habitation! Yet
no splendid spectacle
of the whole long ride had given Marian the
thrill that now shot over her.

Ir

LOSE at hand, Kaidab trading post

showed striking aspects of life and activ-
ity. Marian looked and looked with mount-
ing delight and wonder.

IYirst, there were a number of the shaggy
Indian ponies, unhaltered, standing with
uplifted heads and black rolling eves glanc-
ing askance on the mail carrier’s ear.  Sev-
eral were without saddles, having blankets
tied on their backs; one was of a cream caolor,
almost pink, with strange light eves and
wonderful Tong mane and tail; most of them
were a reddish bay in color; and there was a
fiery little black that took Marian’s eye.

Huge bags of burlap containing wool were
being packed into a wagon by Indian {reight-
ers.  And Indians were lounging around,
leaning against the stone wall of the trading
post. The look of them somehow satishied
Marian.  Raven black hair, impassive [aces
of hronze, eves of night, lean and erect
figures clad in velvet and corduroy, with
slints of =ilver and bead ornament—these
circumstances of appearance came some-
where near filting Marian's rather senti-
mental anticipations.

Before the open front of one building,
evidently a storchouse, other Indians were
packing wool in the long sacks, a laborsome
task, to judge from their efforts to hold the
sack erect and stamp down the wool. The
whole interior of this open house appeared
hung and littered with harness, rope, piles of
white sacks, piles of wool and skins. The
odor of sheep struck Marian rather dis-
agrecably.

1S sun was hot and fell glaringly upon the
red blankets, Ilies buzzed everywhere.
And at least a dozen lean, wild-looking and
inquisitive-cyed dogs sniffed around Marian.
Not one of them wagged its tail. White men
in shirt sleeves, with sweaty faces and
hands begrimed, were working over a motor
car as dilapidated as the mail carrier’s.
Two Indian women, laden with bundles,
came out of the open door of the trading
post. The elder woman was fat and pleasant-
faced.  She wore loose, flowing garments,
gaudy in color, and silver necklaces, and
upon her back she carried a large bundle

(Cantinieed on Page 2r1)
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The Vanishing American

(Continued from Page 208)
1

or box. When she passed, Marian caught a
glimpse of a dark little baby face peering
out of a hole in that box. The younger fe-
male was probubly a daughter, and she was
not uncomely in appearance.  Something
piquant and bright haunted her smooth
dark face. She was slender. She had little
feet incased in brown moccasins, She wore
what Marian thought was velveteen, and her
silver ornaments were studded with crude
Blue stones. She glanced shyly at Marian.

A sturdily built, keen-eyed man stalked
out of the post, with a hand on the Indian
mail carrier’s shoulder. e wore a vest over
a Aannel shirt, but no coat or hat.  His boots
were rough and dusty.

SrTAKE her bags in,” he said to the
Indian. Then, at his near approach,
Marian felt hersell scanned by o gaze at once
piercing and kindly. ** Glad to welcome you,
Miss Warner,” hesaid. “I'm John Withers.”
Marian followed
him into the yard

“So 1 imagine,” replicd Marian, “ 1l not
long remain * Benow di Cleash.” 1s that pro-
nounced corvectly?”

Mrs. Withers laughed. “Well, 1T under-
stand you. Let us sit down.” She led the
way to the couch. “W¢'ll have to talk our
secrets at odd moments. Somebody is al-
ways bobbing in.  First, I want to tell you
two things that I know will make us friends.”

“1 hope so—helieve g0, returned Marian,
trying to hold her calm.

STISTEN. Al my life 've been among the

Indians,” said Mrs, Withers in her low
voice. 1 loved Indians when I was a child.
I've been here in this wild country for many
years., It takes years of kindness and study
to understand the Indian. These Todians
here have come to care for me. They have
given me a name. They believe me, trust
me. They call on me to settle disputes, to
divide property left by their dead, to tell
their troubles. |
have learned their

beside the trading
post, where some-
what in the back-
ground stood a

I G 2 . )
low, squat, pictur- I tﬂ arove st GS)OI{Q

‘If_v

MarGuertre WILKINSON

esque stone housce |
with rool of red
carth. Withers I
ushered her intoa
wonderful room
that scemed to
flash Indian color
and design at her.
Blankets on floor
and couch, baskets
on mantel and f
wall, and a strange |
painted frieze of | weed.
Indian figures, |
crude, elemental,
striking—these
lent the room its
atmosphere. [
A bright fire

blazed in the open

stone fireplace. f
Books and com- 1
fortswere not lack-
ing. ‘This room
opened into a long |
dining room, with i

BNG ago, in the silver spring,

i Love went out sowing the sced
| Over the broadest fields of carth.

{ Grove thanks, my people!

I Under the light of the widest sky
Power strove with drought and

Now is the golden autumn come.
Come to the feast, my friends.

Joy will gather the yellow corn—
Gather the crimson apples in;
Joy has gathered the purple grapes.

Give thanks, my people!
Full be the heart with harvesting,
I [Full as the proudest barn or bin.
I Near at hand is the time of rest.
Come o the feast, my fricnds,

dreams, their reli-
wion, their prayers
and  degends and
poetrey, theirmedi-
cine, the meaning
of their dances.
And the more |
learn of them the
more | love and
respect them. In-
dians are not whit
they appear (o
most white people.
They are children
of nature. ‘They
have noble hearts
and beautiful
minds. They have
criminals among
them, but in much
less proportion
than have the
white race. The
song of Hiawatha
is true—true for
all Indians. They
live in a mystic
world of enchant-
ment, peopled by
spirits, voices,
music, whisperings

the same orna-
mental Indian ef-
fects.  And from it ran a hallway remark-
able for its length and the variety and color
of its decorations.

Marian's quick eyes had only time for one
look when a woman of slight stature and re-
markable face entered. “Welcome to Kai-
dab, Miss Warner,” she said warmly, with
extended hands. “We're happy to meet
you. We hope you will stay long.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Withers; you're very
kind. [—Tam very glad to get here,” replied
Marian, just a little confused and nervous.

“You've had along, cold ride. And you're
redd with dust. Oh, T know that ride. 1
took it first twenty-five years ago on horse-

buck.”
\/ L washing and changing her dusty
clothes, Marian pondered over her
singular impressions of Mrs. Withers.  She
was no ordinary woman. For some reason
not apparent to Marian her hostess had a
strong personal regard for her. Marian had
intuitively felt this.  Besides she must have
been a woman used to welcoming strangers
to this wild frontier. MMarian sensed some-
thing of the power she had felt in women of
high position, as they met their guests; only
in the case of Mrs. Withers it was a simplic-
ity of power, a strange unconscious dignity,
spiritual rather than material.  But Marian
did not spend much time in making hersell
comfortable, nor in conjecturing about Mrs.
Withers. She felt drawn to this woman.
She divined news, strange portents, unknown
possibilities, all of which hurried her back
to the living room. Mrs. Withers was there
waiting for her. “Ilow sweet and fair you
are!” she exclaimed, with an admiring
glance at Marian’s face. “We don’t sec
vour kind out here. The desert is hard on
blondes.”

of God and of im-
mortality.  They
are as simple as little children. They per-
sonify everything. With them all is sym-
bolie.”

Mrs. Withers paused a moment, her clo-
quent eyes riveted upon Marian.

“For a good many years this remote part
of the Indian country was far out of the way
of white men. Thus the demoralization and
degradation of the Indian were retarded, o
far as this particular tribe is concerned. "This
Nopah tribe is the proudest, most intelligent,
most numerous, and the wealthiest tribe left
in the United States. So-called civilization
has not yet reached Kaidab, But it is com-
ing. 1 feel the next few years will go hard
with the Indian, perhaps decide his e

“Oh, there seems no hope?” murmured
Marian.

“There indeed seems none, il you look at
it intelligently and mercilessly.  But 1 look
at this question as the Indian looks al every-
thing. He begins his prayer: * Let all be well
with me,” and he ends it *Now all is well
with me.” He feels; he trusts. There really
is a God. 1T there were not 1 would be an
infidel.  Life on the desert maggnities all. |
want you to let me help you to understand
the Tndian—for the sake of your happiness.”

Marian could not voice her surprise.
tremor ran over her.

i OPLIATE showed ne your picture— told

me about you,” went on Mrs. Withers
with an exquisite softness of voice. Al do
not be shocked! 1t was well for him that he
confided in me. 1 met him the day he re-
turned here from the Last. 1 remembered
him. I knew him as a boy, a little shepherd
who refused to leave his flock in a sand-
storn. I know the place where he was born.

(Continued on Page 2¢2)
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To her it identified the infant shirt that
meant better health, greater comfort and
happiness for baby and convenience for her.
Her doctor and her nurse recommended it,
too, because its double thickness across the
chest protected at this vital point of baby ills.
Millions of mothersstill buy Rubens, as your
mother did, for the same advantages. No
tapes, no buttons to worry. The adjustable
belt fastenswithasafety pin. Thusitadjusts
itself to the growing body. Rubens makes
baby less fretful at dressing time and hap-
pier all day. Note that it goes on and comes
i off easily, like a coal.

1 Knitted in 12 soft materials for infants and
voung children. Some priced as low as 25c.
| Be sure to see this trade-mark before you

buy. Ifanystorecannotsupply you, writeus.

Made only by

RUBENS & MARBLE, Inc.
24 N. Market St., Chicago

l RUBENS INFANT SHIRTS
I

Your mother always insisted

on this Trade-Mark—/€, &ecco

1892-1922
RUBENS
30th Anniversary Week

November 13th to 18th
SPECIAL BARGAIN

To commemorate our 30th
year of making this one
arment —Rubens Infant
Shirt —over 30,000 stores
will offer Rubens Infant
Shirt, in silk and wool, all
sizes, for $1.00, that one
week anly.
Yuur mother never had an
opportunity like this.

NO TROUELE
05, Par g,

NO EUTTONS
Trade: Murk Reg.

HANES
Union Suits
meet boy demands!

FHATS because “Hanes™ is sturdily

buile. In all our experience we have
never seen such wear-value and com-
fort-value at the popular “Hanes"” price. &~
Wil! you please read the Hanes Guarantee! &

Pick up a “Hanes” Union Suit for boys
and feel the soft, flecey, warm clastie ko
thit experience tells vou will stand firm and true
wash after wash!  Look ar the far, un]sl:'c-.ik.'tlalu
seams; the burtonholes that last the life of the gar-
ment, Take any one detail or all details togecher
and vou can compare “Hanes' for serviee and
ceonomy with any underwear in the world!

Boys are delighted with “Hanes™ Union Suits,
not only beeause they are man-like in all details,
but because they allow for “give” and “take” and
let o boy play hard without binding! For 2 to 16
vear old youngsters in sizes 20 o b 2 w4 vear old
sizes have drop seat. Made boch in full length arms
and legs and in knee length and short sleeves.

HANES GUARANTEE: We guarantee Hanes Under-
wear absolutely —every thread, stitch and bution, We
cuaranlee o relurn Your meoney’ of ZIve Yol i new -
ment il any scam breaks,

anes" weinter wderieear for men is grorrantecd like the boys’
wnion suits,  Union suits in fuw weights aml heavy shirts and
raivers,

P. H. Hanes Knitting Co., Winston-Salem, N. C.
New Yark Office, 366 Broadway

Features

Hanes Staunch Elastic
Shoulders fir righe and have
plenty of “give” for every
motion,

1

Hanes Tailored Collarerre
won't gap or roll, Firs
Ki‘lllgl}' -'ll'l\l]l'l[i _\‘[Illr IIL'L'k
always, and keeps the wind
ot

2

Fanes Closed Croteh is cut
amd stitched In a way that
really keeps it elosed.

3

If your dealer cannot supply you with
Hanes'" underwear, write us
imnediately.

e
b

ELASTIC KNIT

UNDERWEAR
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— theypeant hint THIS floor™

Pattering, shiding childish feet—raller
skates and kiddie kars-—haoisterous
pups with muddy paws —they are the
despair of tidy housewives.

But the floor need not be harmed by
their play.  Liquid Granite protects
it \\It]'l a smooth, elastic, waterproof
surface.
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Turkey on the table—
turkey on the wall!

Bring atmosphere to that
Thanksgiving event—the tur-
key dinner! Brighten walls
and table the Dennison way.
It's in the fa-
mous Bogie
Book. Send
10 cents.
Write
DENNISON
Dept. All
Framingham
ASs,

MOST DELIGHTFUL CHRISTMAS GIF

Nﬂme in Gold Pencil Sets for Children

TS

x40t
HOURTUTEN

7t T 3k -
No.54L—"“COIN POCKET"" School Set— Green or Purple Leather

Five Dencils, Penholder —alsn NAME an
Al Pencils in Sets f
have eolors assarted,
long gilt tips, red
crasers and are
MADE of fine cedar
wood  and  superior
quality lead by
ERERHARD FABER,
treder by mnmcher—Send check

Cover to Mo, 3

, Momey Onder pr 17,

Case $1.

50

8. Pastage,

F. O. BALLARD PENCIL CO.

250 West 54th St., N. Y. City

AGENTS! A SALE IN EVERY HOME

Take arders for our e
!)nnl,-md i

rirs and Go
Our agents
Over 1000 handsome {2
samples furnished to age
Write today!

Mfp. Co., Dept, 20X

nta,

National Importineg &
573 Broadway, N. Y.

C]al‘k s Round the World and Mediterranean Cruises

23rd and Feb, 3rd, 1923; 120 days S1000
days 8600 up. Programs ':u]_\
FRANK €. CLARK, Times Building, New York
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T know the sage where he was stolen. |1
knew the horse thiel who stole him, 1 knew
the woman who took him east and put him
in =chool,  But Nephaie did not remember
me. Jle went out to the sage slopes of
Nothsis Ahn, and when he rode back he
had not his white man’s clothes, or speech,
or name. e was Nophaie, And he rode
here now amd then. The Indians told me
about him. He is a chiel who wants (o
help them in a white man’s wayv, But the
Inddiains want him to be o medicine man,

Well, Tsow his trouble, and when he enme
heve 1 talked. T helped him with his own
Language. TUreturned but slowlv. T saw his

unhappiness.  Aned in the end he ol me
about vou, showed me vour picture, con-
feszed his love.”
Marian covered her
trembling hands.
“AMarian, do

burning  face with
not be ashamed of No-
phaie’s love,” went on Mrs. Withers appeal-
ingly. “No one clse knows.  John suspects,
but is not sure. I understand yvou, feel with
yvou—and T know more; you Wl not be here
il vou did not love Nophaie.”

“Of—course I love—him,” said Marian
unsteadily as she uncovered her face. ““Yon
misunderstand.  'm not ashamed. 10°s just
the shock of hearing —knowing- - 1 he sudden-
ness of vour disclosure.”

Gathering courage, and moved by an in-
tense and perfect assurance of svimpathy,
Marian briefly told Mrs, Withers of her
romance with Nophaie, and then of her con-
dition in life and her resolve to have her
fling at freedom, to live a while in the West
and, in helping the Indians, perhaps find
something of happiness,

! YOU will grieve, but you will also
he wonderfully happy.”™ veplied Mrs.
Withers. “ As for Nophaie, vou will snve him,
His heart was breaking:; and whenan Indian’s
heart breaks, he dies. 1 kept track of No-
phaie. e had a remarkable carcer in col-
lege. TTe was a splendid student and a great
athlete. 1've heard that Nophaie's father was
a marvelous runner.  And he carried the
Testing Stone of the braves the farthest for
generations. But what good Nophaic's edu-
cation and prowess will do out here is a
question, e must learn to be an Indian.
Fighteen years away made him more white
than red. Ie will

she had restrained.  This Dlunt and honest
woman called (o her very depths,

“Nophaic is an Indian,” Mrs,
went on. “But he's a man.
finer man, white or red.
fortunate sirl,

Withers
I never saw ¢
I think you're
To love and be loved, 1o live
in this desert, to =ee its wildness and gran-
denrto fearn of it from an Indian, to devote
yvour energics o a noble cauge. 1 hope vou
see the truth.”

don’t see very clearly, but T bhelieve
vou " replicd Marian, “You express some-
thing vague and deep in me, that wants to
come out, D ought not forget 1o tell you--
Nophaie neve dme to o marry him.”

o \ ELL, it wasn't hecause e didn 't want

to, helieve me.” returned the older
H1ve seen some lovelorn Indians in
my dday, but Nophaie had it worst. What do
vou think you'll do —send for him or ride out
to his home? ™

“I—=1"d rather meet him out —away some-
where in the desert,” replied Marian in
thoughtful perplexity.  “But would that
he—Dbe right? 117 so unheard of —this thing
I'm doing. T want to do it. The strongest
feelings in me sanction it. But I'm sensiti
I don’t want people to know. Oh,
cowardice and deceit of my kind.”

Certainly i1 he all right. John will take
vou o meet Nophaie,” rejoined Mrs, With-
ers warmly. “And no one, except John and
I, will hein the secret. We'll tell the men and
evervone who happens along that you've
come out to work among the Indians.”

At that juncture Withers came tramping
into the room. “Well, miss, a Pahute Indian
jnst rode in, ITe saw Nophaie this morning
and talked with him, T thought yvou'd be
elad to hear that”

“What did he tell you?”
cagerly.

“He said Nophaie was with the sheep.
I's lambing time out there. Nophaie was a
great shepherd bov,  This Pahute laughed
and said: “Nophaie forgets his white mind
and goes back to the davs of his youth,” 1
think all the Indians feel joy over Nophaic's
renunciation of the white man’s life.”

“May [ take a look at this Pahute?’
asked Marian.

“Shore. Come on, 'l introduce vou,™
replicd Withers with a laugh.

“Yes, go out with

WO,

queried Marian

never go back to the i him,” interposed
white man's life. T Mrs, Withers, *1
Marian, T wonder . | must see about din-
does that worry vou? lowr ner,”
e honest with me.” i e
“No: T would not (/”'f"‘_”""ff-"-{f;"f f ST DONT want to
want him togo back.” I he introduced or
replied Marian. <hould include some subserip- have this Pa—DPa-
“And you said vou tiems for Tre Lapies Flome | hute see I'm inter-
el no near and dear Jovmrnar.  Such oa gilt s ested,” said Marian

ties? " queried Mrs,
Withers, with her

M weleome  and
magnetic eyes on Vot ibicoses oty 3150,
Matian s, cach (riend we m
“None very near i "

; a heautiful
or dear.”

“And youweresick
ol artificial life, of the

hiv appropriate, sure to he

wilt  anrnongce-
ment i your name,

to Withers as they
casy to give. ||::|.~'n_;vc| l:mi :\f_l_h‘s:

“Tis wuse. 1 think it's
A matter of senti-
ment. bojust want
to—1to look at the
Indian who saw No-
phaie this very day.”

cost [ree

madern 111~Ium-. of
all that —

ndeed [ was, " inferrupted Marian,

SAned vou really have a longing to go hack
to simple and outdoor ways? ™

“Longing!™ exclaimed  Marian, almost
with passion, carried out of self-control by
this woman's penetrating power to thrill her.
“l—I don't know what it iz, But [ think
under my fair skin—1"m a savage.”

“And you have some money? ™

“T'm not rich, but 'm not poor cither.”

“You love Nophaie, as yvou're sure vou
could never love another man, a white man? "

I LOVIE him  terriblv,” whizpered
Marian. “How can 1 foretell the fu-
ture —any pozsible love —again?  But I hate
the very thought. Ol T had it put to me
often enough latelv. Marriage for money or
convenience—lor a home, for chilidren, for
anything but love?  No, no: not for me!™
Andd will you marry Nophaie? ™
Marian uttered a little gasp. Again it e
nol shame that sent the prickling hot blood
to her cheeks, but a liberation of emotion

“Twasonly joking,
Mizz Warner,”" re-
turned Withers seriously. “This Pahute is
abad Indiam. He'sgot a record, Te's killed
white men and Indians both.”

ITe led Marian through the back of the
gray stone house into the store. The center
of this large room was a stone-floored square,
walled off from the gpacious and crowded
shelves by high counters. Indians were lean-
ing against these counters.  Marian saw
locks of raven black hair, strageling from
undler dusty erumpled black sombreros. She
saw the Mash of silver buckles and orna-
ments, She heard the clink of silver money
and low voices, in which the syllable pre-
dominating sounded like “toa™ and “taa.”
Al these Indians had their backs turned to
AMarian and appeared to be making pur-
chases of the white man hehind the counter.
Piles of Indian blankets covered the ends of
the counte Back of them on the shelves
were o variety of colored dry goods and
canned Toods and boxes and jars. From the

(Continued on Page 213
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Corns

Lift Right Off

Drop a little “Freezone™ on a touchy corn or
callus for a few nights. Instantly it stops
aching, then shortly you lift it right off.
Doesn’t hurt a bit.

You can lift off every hard corn, =oft corn, corn
between the toes, and the “hard-skin” cal-
luses on bottom of feet.  Just get a bottle of
“Treezone” at any drug store, anvwhere.

Edward Wesley and Co.,

PERFECTION
HAIR PINS
All that

'he name
implies

Cincinnalti, O.

All shapes

2 5 thebox
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1, crimped, holdfast,
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PACIFIC NOVE

In=truct Beginners,
New Ideas for Experts.
CATALOG FREE
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Any Four 16c. Books, 50c, i
READWORK LOOMS, 85c, L
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ST. LOUIS FANCYWORK CO.,

Learn in spare time at home
Earn $30-$35 a week

an should learn. We
1ers, Practical Nurs::s.

© physicians.
Earn while learning

If vou are over 18 and under 5

vears of age write for illustrated cata-

1 Sample Leston Pages with

of Money-Rack Guarantee

iE NURSE'S EQUIPMENT.

Chicago School of Nursing, Dept. 311, 421 Ashland Blvd., Chicago
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veloped for 3c; prings 2e each, Over-niktht serv-
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A Dainty
Yet 25% Bran

Pettijohn’s is a unique
breakfast dainty. It is solt
wheat rolled— a special
wheat, the most [lavory
wheat that grows.

Each luscious flake hides
a flake of bran. It is 259
bran, yet one tastes only the
soft, delicious wheat.

So it brings to people
whole wheat and bran—two

- great factors in a
diet. And it makes
them so inviting
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The Vanishing American

(Comtinued from Page 212)

ceiling hung saddles, bridles, lanterns, lissos—
4 numberless assortment of articles salable
to Indians.

“flere’s your Pahute,” said  Withers,
pointing from the doorwiy oul into the open.
*Not very pretty, is he?”

Marian peeped out from behind the trader
to see a villainous looking little Indian, Dlack
almost, round-faced, big-nosed, with the
Loldest, hardest look she had ever seen on
human being’s face, He wore a high-crowned,
conical-shaped sombrero, with a wide, still
brim. 1t was as black as his hair and orna-
mented with bright beads.  TTis garb con-
sisted of a soiled velvet or corduroy shirt and
trousers of blue jeans. His silver-dotted belt
held a heavy gun. A shiny, broad, silver
bracelet circled a sinewy wrist, from which
hung a leather quirt. Altogether this Tndian
wits not o pleasant and reassuring sight for
the eyes of a city girl new on the desert.
Yet he fascinated Marian.

“Well, what do you think of him?™ asked

Withers, smiling.
E

white people have ever seen them. And the
wotiderful thing is that the use of them nearly
always cures the sick Indian.”

“Then Nophaie has begun to help his
prople?”

e shore has. Do vou want me to send
message or letter o Nophade by this Pa-
hute?  He'll ride out tomorrow.”

“No; 1 orather go mysell,” replicd
Marian. * Mrs, Withers said you'd take me.
Will you be so kind?”

“SEshore'll tuke you,” he rejoined. “1've
ol sume sheep out that way, and other in-
terests. TU's a0 long vide for a tenderfool.
When would yvou like to start?”

< Just as soon as you can.”

“Day alter tomorrow then,  But don’t sel
your heart on surprising Nophaice. [t can’t
be done,”

“SWhy? L we tell no oner”

“Phings travel abead of you in this deserts
It seems the very birds carry news. Some
Todian will see us on the way, ride past us, or
tell inother Indian, And il get to Nophuic

The Handy

Mender
Tirro, the new water-
proofed mending tape,
mends most everything
from baby's toys to
broken tool handles.
Sticks firmly to china,
ulass, metal, cloth. The
Handy Andy of house
and garage—for univer-
sal use. 153¢25¢30c. Ask
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' ?  once becomes a plied Marian with a grimace, L prefer to sce “What will get to Nophaie?” . vour druggist.
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° ° i = 72 - 4
= -Ih flowers, roots, bark, herbs, and usc it forills ~ “Must I¥ Oh, my vaunted confidence!
ls ls the same as white people do. But medicine My foolish little vanity! Mr. Withers, I'm
also means prayer, straight talk, mystic  scared of it all—the bigness, the strangeness
tove power of the medicine men of the tribe and  of this desert, of what T must do.”
AN their use of sand paintings.” “Shore you are; that’s only natural. Be- “The girl whe likes 1o
e W “What are they?” gin right now. Use yvour eyes and sensc. s L
O ls b s\ «\When the medicine man comes to visita  Don't worry. Take things s they come. (T ral honie-study
L 1 sick Indian he makes paintings on a flat rock  Make up your mind to stand them. Allwill O Fe (e, b Lbcatie
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& Thisis the story of the great Amer-
ican desert; of the love of a cultured
L girl from the East and a college-bred
% Indian who has gone back to live
L4 among his own people.  Nophaie, an

' Indian lad, kidnaped and deserted in
0% the desert, is found by some white ex-
(8 cursionists, who take him back East.
(4 For cighteen 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 Nophaic. 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.

I.: v
SWENTY-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
gL s 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
L 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
1 Indian boy —these somehow augmented the process of change

in Marian’s heart, clarified her mind and established the

B 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-
I cussed. They both agreed that a beginning should be made

"4t 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-

ated anything but approval from him. What he might

ave 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. 1t was with
real pleasure that she donned her rough warm outdoor garb,
blouse of Hannel, 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 scem suitable. It
was too jaunty, too small, Still she would have to wear it,
for she had nothing clse.  Other necessities she pucked in a
small duffel bag. .

HEN she got outdoors the sun had risen and appeared to
be losing its brightness. Agray 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 alrcady the
work of the day was under way. Withers, barcheaded 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 distinetly
feminine apparel, such as she had worn when he first saw
her. But it would have heen 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
Y Withers as he scanned the eastern horizon. *Couldn't you
. put off going till tomorrow?"

“Oh, no, I couldn't,” eried 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?"”

“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."”

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

“Well, weshall see. 11 vou haven't
a sombrero, I'll dig up one for you."

Marian never experienced such
an endless hour as the ensuing onc
before Withers was ready to start.
Breakfast for her scemed a super-
fluous thing. Yet she was hungry,
All the time she was aware of Mrs,
Withers' clogquent 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, Yot a haunting sadness, too, secmed
to hover liké a shadow in those magncetic eyes.

“Marian, you're in for a hard but glorious trip—mno words
of mine can tell you.  Nophaic's country is beyond words to
describe.  Remember, study of this desert will reward you.
Be carelul on high trails.  Good-by.”

Two Indians drove the pack mules ahead.  Withers had
instructed Marian (o mount and ride after them, e would
presently follow. To her disappointment she had been given
4 horse instead of one of the shaggy Indian mustangs—a
short, stocky horse not at all spirited and quite ugly. Bt
when she had gotten astride him, ready to try to adapt her-
self to saddle and motion, she found to her ammze that she
didl not seem to need 1o do anything. The horse started off.
e 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 Tl imagined she knew
something about horses. She fele as iF she were riding in
a rocking-chair that moved ona level, i such a thing were
possible. The motion delighted her.

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

and sloping shoulders. He woreared andanna round his
head: a thin cotton blanket, gandily colored like calico,
covered his shoulders, and his Tong legs dangled helow s
stirrups. The other Indian was @ boy ol sisteen years per-
haps, and the sight of him was pleasing to Ma s
chony hair waved in the wind; his darkly brown Fice 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 wis Marian’s resolve, Vet just sight
of these colorfully el Tndians and the bohbing pack mules
made her forget to look anywhere clse, She Telt the cold
pufl 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 jogeed 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. anting surfaces rose on both
sides and gradually lifted to imposing heights.  In pockets
and niches grew stunted cedar trees, with roots growing
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out of the solid rock.
The wind did not
strike her here, o fact
she found relieving.
s Buckskin held to o
pace that kept him within sight
ol the horses ahewd, 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 [rom
which she soon saw
into the distance.

\, ITHERS hadl
"V owaited for her,
evidently anticipai-
ing her delight.
“Thought vou'd like
this ten-mile strip,”
he said, *The big
Dlack rock standing
out of the plain is
called *The Captain.’
And the Indians call
that sharp monument

Slim Rock

SHE COULD ONLY LOOK wds High'!'
AND LOOK, SLOWLY T0 wice as hight as
GROW INTO REALIZATION the Washington Mon-
OF THE DECEIT OF DIS- naent. _

. A ; . Long and green and
TANCE, THE MARVEL OF biroad ll]!')t:ill'l_'li the
COLOR, THE IMMENSITY level hollow of desert

OF THESE UPLANDS that led to these up-

standing figures, lonely

and sentinel-like in
the distance, Ten miles! 10 did not seen a third of that.
Vet Marian, riding on and on, always watching these statues
of rock, soon discovered how deceiving was the distunce.
For a whole hour these desert monuments did not change
shape or size orcolor. Inanother 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 Tand, heyond Marian's comprehension.
She could only Took and look, and ask Withers questions,
aned vide on and on, slowly to grow, hour after hour, into
ealization of the deceit of distanee, the marvel of color, the
tmmensity of these uplands, and the weird, funtastic and
sublime nobility of sculptured shafts of stone.

Something great was entering hersoul.  Was this the home
of Tndians? Whiat did white people realize of the nature ad
wildiess and loneliness that had ereated these children of
the desert? What must dwell in the minds of a race living
in this land of cnchantment ?

Then, toward mid-afternoon, what Withers had Teared
andd predicted came Lo pass. SSandstorm,” he said, Bt
not back, 10 won't last long. Get on your glasses, and cover
vour month and nose with your searl.”

A pall of yellow swooped down out ol 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 swilt,
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 Legan
to choke and suffocate.  She had to breathe through the
searl. ‘The smell of dust seemed as stitling as the substance
of it. She felt the fine, thin, stinging particles on Tace and
neck.  And when that heavy front of the storm passed by,
Marian emerged just in tine to escape acute distress,
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Riding was disagreeable still,
but gradually the gusts of
whirling dust lessencd, until
the storm blew away toward
the castward. The suncame
out, most pleasantlv warm-
ing Marian's cold hands an-l
face and lighting the desert,

Soon there came the hest
hour of that dayv, elose (o
sunset, warmer and without
wind.

Again Withers waited for
her, “We're getting some-
where, T didn’t tell vou be-
fore. "This is the sage flat
where Nophaie used to shep-
herd hissheep.  ere he was
stolen. Yonder under that
ved mesa s the place where
the thieves drove his lock,
We'll camp near it. "Way
over here—that great hreak
in the red wall—is the pass
into the Valley of Gods,
Nophaic was born there.”

\, JTITHERS rode on,
Marian  stared  after
him and then down at the
grav sage, She reined in her
horse. Here! Nophaie, the
little  Indian oy, lonely
shepherd, here stolen! A
wave  of cmotion  swelled
Marian's breast. Tears
dimmed her cves, so that the
gray, soft color beneath her
grew Dlurred and misty. She
wiped her eves. 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 evervwhere toward the
upstanding rocks, the closest
of which was the red mesa
Withers had signified.
Marian dismounted, and,
cathering 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. Tt meant much to her,
tor tread on the carth that
had known Nophaic's hoy-
hood feet, to see the wild
rock towers that had shad-
owed his birthplace. Mag-
nificent monuments, pillars
amnd colunns and shafts, all
reflecting the gold and red
of the sunset, far away and
infmiteh lonely, speared the
horizon line and the white
clonds, Valley of Gods!
AMarian mounted and did
not look back. Her heart was
full. To the fore stretehed
the trail, winding through
the sage. 1t led her under
the shadow of the ponderous
red mesa, a massive butte
with columns like an organ,
standing out alone in the
desert, Tar from the main

MARIAN PPAU
wall of the uplands, Upan
a grassy beneh Withers had
made comp. Already a fire
was burning. The Indians were unpacking the mules, et

down and come in,” said Withers cheerily. ' Find a seat and

rest yoursell. We'll soon have supper.”
I\f ARIAN beecame conscious of aching bones and {ived
muscles.  She was glad to rest, but she forced hersell (o

wateh Withers at his camp tasks. e did not appear to he
in o hurry, vet results multiplied magically, and all in a few
minutes, apparently, there was supp teaming fragrantly,
and a little tent stretched over a roll of Dlankets for hor D,
Canrping out was not entirely new to Marian,  She had s
roumd camp fires in Maine and the Adirondacks, But (his
was dilferent, just as the Duteh oven was a s rance and fasei-
mating cooking utensil in her sight. Tt was a black iron pot
with a i 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-maodeled Discuits in the
oven, lifted the Tid 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 1o see what happened,

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

“Get what 2" queried Marian,

“That speech is the Western eall (o ent(.”

“Oh—and what's to hecome of the bisenits in
that black pot?”
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SED, MER EYES ON THE INCREDIBLE STEPS SUE HAD
SUDDENLY A CRY STARTLED HER
“Young lady, afier vou eat 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 eyves. Next moment she
was sitting cross-legeed hefore astrip 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
himsell. - Mavian's acute senses fixed the reality of (hat
hour—the picturesque Indians, the Western trader, forceful
amd wholesome and  kindly, the fragrance of hacon and
colfee and hot biscuits, the penetrating cold wind that swept
inand blew the pungentsmoke about her face, the pleas-
ant heat of the five on her back, and outside of the
campeirele the vague sage-plain environed by loom-
ing walls. Alter supper Marian erawled 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 hoots and slipped
gratefully down under the heavy woolen Dlankets.
She tried to think some more, to realize all that had
happened, to ponder and dream over the [uture,
bt at onece she was claimed by sleep.,

In the morning Withers ealled her, and when she
crawled out of the little tent it was into a wonderful

-y g
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ar
stingingly swect 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

droll remarks.

An hour alter starting
Marian appreciated what he
meant, though she was
utterly at a loss to sce 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 hase
might be surmountable, hut
it didd not extend far up., For
the hundredth time Marian
learned that what she saw
at a distance was vastly dif-
ferent at close range.

I\ fl ARKS that had ap-
peared to be scars

turned out to he ledges and
lines of hroken cleavage and
slopes of talus and masses
of broken rock, through and
over which it at last scemed
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'sour Pahute trail,”
said Withers as he dis-
mounted. “It heads in 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 yvour 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
cager, 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 ecither. She
became extremely hampered
and hindered by the horse
climbing too fast behind her.  Tle 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,” velled Withers from
r 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
wity, until the sound angmented into a rattling roar. Then
it ceased,

Mavian 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,

ASCENDED,
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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
lnboriously, hot and wet, trving to avoid Buckskin, and fo
keep from Tooking down into the void that had beeome

ay of dawn, cold and pure, |
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awlul. The light grew brighter over her. She heard the
trader’s cheery call of encouragement.  How endless that
last steep zigzag to the top!

“Fine! Shore you're there as a climber,
to Pahute Canon,' Withers was saying.

“Oh-h-h 1" panted Marian as she dragged hersell up, to
fall upon a stone scat.

She could not talk.
in. The trader’s compliment fell upon
scornful cars.

“Rest a little,” said Withers kindly., *““And then look
around. We're on the rim of Nophaie's country.”

But it's nothing

Her breast seemed as if it were caved
most doubting and

1\ ARTAN 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 streteh of desert, 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 sand and frost!
The fact was plain to Marian, yet ineredible. What of the
This Land of mystery and beauty bade fiir to trans-
form her. Far away these red stone gods stood up, aloof,
stupendous and grand.  She witched them, and gradually
her composure and strength returned.

“Shore, 'm glad to sce 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
celdom see then.,  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.”

W1 Jon't know what I feel—and couldn’t tell, if T did,”
replied Marian. ‘1 want days and months here. Yet after-
ward —could [ ever be happy again?”

4 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 becetling, wild with fringe of
green trees, another wall obstructed the sky. [t was close,

ages !

Tho Lodics HOME JOURNAL

Luit

andl northward it broke off abruptyv. Withers was riding oll
through a Torest of cedar trees. AMarian got v her horse, not
without some sharp pains, and followed the trader, decming
it best to keep him in sight.

The trail was dim. On that bare ground, however, Marian
believed she could have followed the fresh tracks of the
horses in the lead. This beneh ol fragrant green forest soon
led to the base of a rocky rise where Withers waited for her,

“Just et Buckskin have [ree rein,' he said.
S keep an eye on you. And, say, Dsaw where
an Indian's horse tracks cut in on this vail. 'l
bet our Pahute you admired has got ahead of us.
1f so, Nophaie will be on his way to meet us Ise-
fore sundown.”

Marian tried to drive thought ol such a con-
tingency out of her mind. 1t stormed her ansd lelt
nothing of sense to meet the ever-inereasing 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 hin near, though she
did not want to tall, Withers, however, had littde to say,
considering time and distance.

FTMHEY began a long climb up over bare vellow rock, wavy,

hunumocky, ridgy, with hills” and holes that somchow
permitted a labyrinthine travel toward the sununit. Halla
mile this strange slope ascended, at length reaching the level
of the huge abutment of stone she hal first noted from the
rim below. She scemed now on the very sununit ol the
uplands.  Yet this was not true. There were farther and
higher points to the westward. To the north the view
offered wide contrast, with long, black ranges of mountains
rising to peaks of white.

‘T ook back and down ! exclaimed Withers with a ring in
his voice. * I've been here only onee, yet [ never could forget
that—and never will."”

[From this height Marian found the spectacle to be
immense and baliling —league on league of gray-green desert,
the red ramparts on cach side of the portal to the Valley of
Gods, and between these wide sentinels the pinnacles of
grandeur and mystery and light sacred to the Indian, She

(]
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febt the uplifting of her spivit,. Could any soul be dead to
this? What was nature, if not eternal 2 There were moments
of life transcendent in revelation to the roused minil.
Nophaie had made gift to her of this sublimity, and never
would she be the saine as she had been. Soon she woulid
hehold i - the Tadian she loved —through whom had come
deep thoughts and stivrings of her heart, and now the birth
of nobler understanding. Nature flung its immortal task
in her face, and she learned her first lesson in
fmilivy. 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 ereeping cold sensations over Marian, for
the overhanging sections ol crumbling clitt above
andl the abrupt opening of an abyss below, o sinis-
ter chasm a thousand feet deep, made this part of
the trail a perilous one. Then once more she ol
oul inta 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 pinons, larger and richer than those e
low. Mile after mile this forest rolled westward, rising 1o 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 west ward this
mountain top dropped below the horizon.

Tt 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 inall
covered twenty miles,

All 2t once she looked up to see a tremendous gash in the
arcen-forested carth ahead. Withers, on foot, wius waiting
for her on the brink of a chasm. Far across Marian saw the
opposite rim, a red-gold, bare-fuced cliff, sheering downward.
She was amazed. The very carth seemed to have opened.
As she rode up to Withers the chasm deepened to astonishing
depths, and still she could not see the bottem.  The wrader
halted here belore she got to the rin.

(Continued an Page 190)

SHE WATCHED NOPHAIE.

IN THE FLICKERING

LIGHT HIS FACE SEEMED IMPASSIVELY SAD, A

BRONZE

MASKE MOLDED IN THE MOOD OF SORROW



190

&

s

[

5

A Chriéfas Gift
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Well Chosen,
Well Received

From one woman to another, from husband to wife,

or from any man to any woman—one safe, sane,
of a grateful reception, is this lux-

sensible gift, sure
urious Angélus Gift Set.

Insomuch as the famous Angélus Lemon Creams have
brought a clearer, healthier complexion to multitudes
of women; insomuch as a rose-petal skin is by far the
most cherished dream or possession of every woman

—just insomuch is this Angélus Gift Set an ideal
Yuletide remembrance.

It is more than a mere token of esteem and thought-
fulness, a passing gesture of the season—it is a source
of something fine and priceless, not to be forgotten
with the passing of the holidays.

This compact Angélus Gift Set contains a jar each of
Angélus Lemon Cleansing Cream, Angélus Lemon
Tissue Cream, and Angélus Lemon Vanishing Cream;
a box of Angélus Rouge and the Angélus Lip Stick.
Five dressing-table luxurfes that soon become indispen-
sable necessities to women whose mirrors and friends
tell a welcome story of a greatly improved complexion.
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The Angélis Gift Set may be obtained at drug and

(h‘f.‘(!l'fﬂlt‘ﬂ[ stares L’UC‘?}‘H']H’TC.

Or, if you prefer, it

will be sent to you by mail, charges prepaid, on

receipt of five dollars.

Addvess,

Department  C,

Park & Tilford, s20 West g2nd Street, New York Cirs,

_- The ]P‘gmous
ANGELU

Lemon Creams
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The Uanishing American

(Continued from Page 23)

“Pabute Canon,” he said, “And it's had
medicine. You've gol to walk fast. Because
the horses can't go slow and I'll have to
lead them. Be sure to keep me in sight,
otherwise vou 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 vawned
beneath her, tremendously wide and deep,
bare of vegetation and blazing with its de-
nuded and colored slopes.

“White people don’t get Lo see Pahule
Cafion,” said Withers as he gazed from
beside her. “Tt's the wildest and

maost beautifulin the West, Reckon ?

it'll be shore a spell before automo-
bile tourists will
drive in and out of
her, eh?2' e
lnughed grimly,
with some note of
eratilication in his
voice.

ARITAN felt
specch diffi-

cult.  She was as-
tounded.  Pictures
of grand canons
could not convey
any adequate con-
ception of what was
given by actual
sicht. “Wonderful!
Fearful!™ she ex-
claimed, feeling the
strange drawing
powerof the depths.
“Oh, it scems im-
possible even to—to
slide down there!”
“AWell, let me get
down a ways with
the horses belore
you starl, so you
won't roll on me,”
said the trader.
“Then you'd shore f[

“Take a rest in the shade of these cotton-
woods,” suggested the trader. “You'll need
all your strength climbing out. 1 see some
Pahutes.”

I'rom 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-
warl Indian it was that talked with Withers!
e 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
movement, toward
a point above and
beyond the caion.
It was a beautiful
gesture,

. I Pahute

whose tracks
we saw crossed here
carly 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
trail,” replied the
trader with a smile.
“That may be
strange to these In-
dians. But it won't
be to Nophaie.”

better come a-slid-

ing, il you want to

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

The angle was forty-five degrees and the
{rail was a narrow line of loose rocks, Marian
drew a deep breath and essaved the start,
She had not taken hall a dozen steps before
shie forgot all about the scenery. She heeame
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 ranout of
this bowlder zone upon red earth, still steep,
Lut 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
1 sandy wash, that in turn opened out into
the canon {loor.

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 fool.

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 1,

Once more she fell in behind Withers and
the Indians. They rode up the caiion 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. Scon 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. e filled her canteen. Maran
found the water cold and fine, free of acrid
taste and very satisfving,

“You should drink oftener,” he said as he
watched her. “You'll dry up in this desert.
Well, shore yvou've a climb ahead. Go slow.
Bu‘;‘.;t,rcful. 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,

M;\R]:\N 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 hushanding 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 an Page 192)
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LAMP
With the
CLAMP

Adjusto-Jite

Adjusto-Lite is the handy, economical
lizht for home, office, store, studio—every-
where good light is needed. TIANGS—
CLAMPS—STANDS, The name savs
it—it's quickly adjustable. A turn of the
reflector sends the light exactly where vou
want it. No glare—no evestrain, And-—
CCONAMY.

Solid Drass: handsome, durable aml compact.
Clamp is felt-lined —ean't serateh. Sove. guarantec,
Complete with &0t. cord and screw socket with
2piece standard plug.

Get an Adjusto-Lite today. [If your
dealer doesn’t carry it, order direct.
S. W, FARBER
141 So. Fifth St., Brooklyn, N. Y.
Prices in U, S AL anid Canada: Tieass finish, §3;
bromze or nickel finish, 83.30; West of Mississippi

amil Canadian Rockies and in Maritime Provinees,
23¢ per lamp additional,

The Business for You!

Make and sell Crispettes.  Delicions con-
@ fection.  Evervhody loves them, Can't get
ol cnough. Come again and again for
5 more. Easy to make. 1 furnish
evervthing, Raw materials plen-
tiful and cheap.
Profits enormous.

Ouick surpese poezible anywhere—cities, smal towns,

Ammrine market—crowided st i

z e to procers, bakerics, drogeists, and

v or, Peceihilitios 1 s b Nend mo experienes,  Litths eapital
srarts vou on rowdd to phenomenal carnings,

Write — Get My Help — Begin Now!
Eahirs nre “lotand it, Letters just peceive
e, Yo eureriil, Lo,
furnisheverything —e 1

tile, secret formula, Full dircctfone, wrs T, rad poet

et rated book of facte, Tells how to start, Explaine most suecese.

ful methods,  Gives all information needed, 1= free, Write now!

LLONG EAKINS COMPANY
1271 High Street Springfield, Ohio

[Jr PRICE'S
VANILLA

FDR nearly seventy years the
auality of Price’s Vanilla has never
varied. It is always the best that
can be made—true, delicious and of
balanced, just-right strength. Your
grocer has it.

PRICE FLAVORING EXTRACT CO.
“"Experts in Flavor"' Chieago, 1.

p ot
need. Il glady

d

LOVHLXT
DN L
A9[dd#

Lank for
Price’s
T ibeiel

on the label.
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The sky began to lighten. The rageed red
rim above seemed possibly attainable, Tler
witteh 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
hurricd.  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,”

“Nophaie, vou have—changed,” she said
breathlessly,

“50 have vou,” he replied.

An indefinable difference in the tone of
his voice struck Marian forcibly. 1t 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
Alarian,

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

“Still Benow di Cleash, hut woman now,
more than girl, 1Cs the same face T saw first
at Cape May, only more heautiful, Marian.”

“AtTeast you've not changed Lo Blandy's
habit of Mattery.”

IS realized she had been thrown upon

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

Six o'clock by her wateh, and the gold of
sunset on the far points of the rim! [t
seemed only o short climb now, from every
turn, yvet she did not get there.

Slowly Marian toiled vound an abrupt
corner on a bare promontory,  She paused,
her eves on the incredille steps she had
ascended. Her breast heaved. .\ cold wind
from above cooled her hot, uncovered brow,  realize him, to find him again as she had

Swildenly acry startled her Piercingly known and loved him. But it was not easy.
high and strange it pealed down, and the «  “Must we get acquainted all over?” she
echoes from the canon walls magnified it and — asked seriously.
clapped it from cliff to ¢liff, until it dicd “You must.”
weirdly far below, “NVery well; T am ready.”’

With uplift of head Marian swept the rim “Then you have come to work among my
above. An Indian stood silhouetted against  people? ™
the gold of sky. Slender and tall, motionless “OF course,”  replicd  Marian  simply.
as a statue, he stood, a black figure in singu-  “1've come to do what you want me to,"”
lar harmony with the wildness and nobility Love and lovalty spoke unmistakably in
of that height. her voice and in the gaze with which she

“Nophaie!™ whispered Marian with a  met his piercing eves.  Foran instant—then
leap of her heart. Marian trembled in a consciousness of his

He waved his hand aloft, a slow gesture,  gratitude, of his sudden fierce desire to gather
significant and thrilling.  Marian waved her her to his breast.  She felt that, and saw it
sombrero in reply and tried to call out, but in the slight leap of his frame,
just then her voice failed. Wheeling away “You are noble. You prove my faith.
with swilt strides, shot through and through  You save me from hate of the white race.”
with a current of fire, she began the last few  Loosening her hands, he teok a long stride
zigzags of the trail. toward the rim and gazed away across the

EEndless that last climb, unattainable the  purple caion.
rim!  Marian  had  overreached  hersell, Then Marian had her first real sight of
Dizzy, hall-blind, with bursting heart she  him. This appeared but a shadow of the
went on, upward, toward Nophaie. She saw magnificent form of the famous Carlisle
him dimly as in a dream. Tle was coming.  athlete, Lo Blandy. Thinned out, lean and
How strange the light! Night alreadv?  hard he looked. IHe was dressed in worn
Vaguely the rim wall waved and rocked,  corduroy and velveteen, with silver-huckled
srew darker. belt and brown moccasins.  1lis black hair

was drawn back and bound under a red band

O, SHE had not fainted, Not foronesec- that encireled his head. This garh, and the

ond had she wholly lost sense of an arm - wonderful poise of his lofty figure against
like iron around her, of being borne upward. — that background of wild caion, removed
Then one long moment, not elear, and again = him immeasurably from the man Marian
she felt the bursting throl of her heart, that  had known as Lo Blandy. If there had ever
pang in her breast. The dimness left her been anything untrue or unreal about him,
eyves.  She saw the gorge, o blue abyss, it was gone now.  IHe satisfied some long
vawning down into the purple depths of  unknown vearning in Marian’s heart. Even
Pahute Canon. But she could not sce amy- the suggestion of the tragic was not dis-
thing else, for she was unable to move.  cordant. What was in his soul then?
Nophaic held her elose, her cheek against his
breast,

“Benow di Cleash!

“Nophaie!”

There was no other greeling helween
them,  He did not Kiss her, and his close
clasp slowly loosencd.  Marian rallied to the
extent of heing able Lo 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 hronze his fine face
hae grown, lean and older, graver, with long,
sloping lines of pain not wholly hidden by
his smile of welcome, iz eyes, hlack and
piercing with intense licht, burned into hers,
Unutterable love and joy shone in them.

£ O NOT eall me that,” he said, a somber
look momentarily shadowing the glad-

ness of his eves,
Marian hesitated.  She was trying to

STM GLAD for what vou think T am,” she

gaid, stepping to his side. “ Forwhat you
say I do—and I want to—to make vou
happy.”

“Happy!  Benow di Cleash, this is the
first happy moment 1 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.”

“¥es, I—1I love you, Nophaie,” she said
low, unsteadily.  She wanted him to know
again al once.

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

1

(Cantinued on Page 193)

“Wonderful!!”

That’s what is said after
sick, aching, burning feet
have been fitted to the

New
“ITTLE SHOE

Arch Supporting Suspension
Conditioning

Very often the pain does not
stop with the feet alone, but
isalsofeltin the legsand back.
The A. E. LittiE SHoE i§ the
resultof 25years’concentrated
effort on one subject —the
most important improvement
in shoe making for 35 years.
Ask thosewhowear them and
hear them say “ Wonderful.”

That’s All.

Ask your doctor. Ask your
shoe dealer. Send to the fac-
tory for further information.

A.E.LITTLE COMPANY

The Makers of 80&0,815

The Shoe with Millions of Friends

WOMEN'S FACTORY: LYNN, MASS.
MEN'S FACTORY: BROCKTON, MASS.
CHILDREN'S FACTORY:
NEWBURYPORT, MASS.

New York Store: 449 Frern Avenve
Brooklyn Store: 450 Furton ST,

Dye any Garment
or Drapery with
“Diamond Dyes”

Each package of “Diamond Dyes” con-
tains dircetions so simple that any woman
can dye or tint faded, shabby skirts,
dresses, waists, coats, sweaters, stockings,
hangings, draperies, ecverything, a new,
rich, fadeless color. Buy “Diamond Dyes''
—no other kind—then perfect home dye-
ing is guaranteed, even if you have never
dyed before. Tell vour druggist whether
the material you wish to dye is wool or
silk, or whether it is linen, cotton, or
mixed goods.  Diamond Dyes never streak,
[ade, or run.

Wells & Richardson Co., Burlington, Vt.

S Y =

“Quality jewelry for little folks
daintily boxed with gift card Made  rocrersasn
insolid gold and sterling silver,  ewarss ...,
See it at your jewelers, If? Doy
he hasnt genuine Kiddie Kraft DAL

jewelry write to - .;1::.'.‘\("‘;‘.:‘:5“
MARATHON CO. Attleboro Mass._g

L v : bl =
Personal Stationery
(6x7 inches) and
Wonderful Value! Fine linen bond paper printed
Ever Ready Stationery Co. 318 So. St. Louis Ave., Chicago
veloped for Sc; prints 2c each, Over-night serv-

Printed With Your NAME AND ADDRESS
Sheets Letter Paper $
2 0 O 100 Envelopes to match
hoth  printed—post paid
in blue (4 lines or less), Write or print name and
address plainly. Send Money Order or Dollar Bill.
Sncclal'l‘rnl Offer: Any size Kodak film de-
s foe. Expert work, Roanoke Photo Finishing
Company, 205 3ell Avenue, Roanoke, Va.
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Xmas Gifts
of the Right Sort

HOW well a Christmas present is received depends not
upon its cest but upon the careful thought and good
judgment with which it is selected. Now, for instance —
“ 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 rufle and
has two-color shoulder straps, Red, blue or green body
with white trimming and white y with blue, green,
red or white wimming. Three sizes — Adults’ $1.00,
+ Misses’ 95¢, Childien’s 85¢.
“Faultless Matural Spon-
ges” (rubber) look just like a
natural sponge but give belter
and longer service. Fecl soft
and smooth on the skin. Ster-
ilizing in boiling water keeps
them sanitary ami does nat in-
jure them. Wring out like a
wash eloth. Make line presents.
Three sizes—25¢, 50¢, $1.00.
Secure Fauliless Tea  Aproas
and Faultless Matural 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
ot

Ta anybedy who *feels cold weather”
there is hardly any other gift which will _
be so welcome as a good qua!:ly, hot
water bottle. No. 40 “Wearever™ Water
Bottle is moulded-in.one-picce  withiout
scams ar bindings lo open or
loosen and cause leaks. Gives
long, faithful, satisfactory ser-
vice. Has patented Oval Neck
—ecasy to All and comfortable-
in-use.

Mo, 24 ** Wearever ” Fountain
Syringe in every point of quali-
ty and service is the companion
piece of No. 40 Water Bottle.
Both Na. 40 and No. 24 may
be obtained from your dealer.
If you have difficulty in securing
either, advise us.

The Faultless Rubber Co.
Dept. 2019 Ashland, Ohlio
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REG.U.S5. PAT. OFF.

RUBBER GOODS
A Delightful Christmas Gift

INDIVIDUAL
“NAME PENCILS”

With a Personal

s
In Touch
beau- B e
- tiful Distinctive
embossed :
o genuine Pleasing
H leather case : ¥
'j‘:' with recipient’s Unlque
L or your name en-
> gravedin 18carat Gold
ye-
A S on pencils and case.
\lt-r Cases in following shades:
::r Green, Rose, Violet or Red.
or Inexpensive yet
1k, rich in appearance.
X Order at once to avoid the Ioliday
Vit mail congestion. As illustrated . . 65¢c.

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

Blue-jay

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

O B&DBLYI2
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witlls, (o the vast heave of desert heyond.
The sun set while Marian watched and «i-
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
fearcd.

“Come, we must go,” said Nophaic.
“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 litte feminine
vinity 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 lind of pifon and
sage, with the after-
elow of sunset lighting
the western sky. The
romance of that mo-
ment seemed an en-
chantment of her
dreams, Herewas 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.

HIE 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. Nophaic 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
good man, a trader who helped the Indians
and did not make his post a meuns {o cheat
them. Mrs. Withers was more to the Indians
than any other white person had ever been.

Presently the thickening  twilight was
picrced 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 Nophaic made
short work of what tasks were left to do.
The two Indians appeared to mingle with
the encircling darkness. IFor 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
pifon 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 pinon.

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

full for Marian that she was loath to hreak it.
She watched Nophaie. In the (lickering
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
saidl.

“Ts it far?™

“Tor you, yes. T will ride back to meet
you in the morning.”

“1s 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
o tell of his only living kin. And he fell to

talking of himseli, how he had chosen this
wildest and loneliest part of the reservation
because he wanted to be far away from white
people. Tt was a custom of the tribe for the
women to own the sheep, but he had ae-
quired a small Nock. 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, e hud tanght
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 pgreat deal
of work which wis re-
munerative.

T 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
ight have
guessed it. The white
people had taught him
to carn money in
some of their pursuits,
which he had re-
nounced.  Toverty
had always scemed a
hideous condition.
Mauarian had never
known real lusury and
didd 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 pinons might be his roofl and
warmith, the sage-covered carth his hed, the
sheep his sustenance.

Marian hesitated to voice her sympathy
and perplexity. She could help Nophaie.
But how? Maybe he did nol want more
sheep, more horses, more clothes and blan-
kets, wgun and a saddle. Marian felt that she
must go slowly.

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

“Benow di Cleash, vour eyes are heavy,”
he said. “You must sleep. But 1 shall lie
awake. T will start back with the sunrise.
Good night.”

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

vir

UI’UN awakening next morning Marian
realized how dearly she must pay for her
horsehack rides and climbs on foot. Breakfast
hadd 1o be kept waiting for her, and Withers
expressed both solicitude and amusement.

“may look Tunny, but don’t feel lanny,”
complained Marian with a rucful face, “ How
will 1 ever live through this trip? Oh-h-h!
Thase awful trails straight down and up!”

“Well not go back the Pahute Caion,”
replicd 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 cased 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

she

(Comtinied on Page 19.4)
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57 OU need have no worry as to what to give your

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
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Only $1.50 for 12 Big Issues
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A Lovely Announce-
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delight with this most
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we will send FREE, in vour
name, In time to arrive in the
Christmas mail, a beautiful full-
color reproduction of one of the
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hour of riding. The sun was then high, and
it lighted an cnormous country of purple
sage and clumps of pinens and vellow mounds
of rack, 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
ridding to meet us,” he said., “Show me how
good eyes vou have.”

Fagerly Marian strained her gaze in the
direction he was pointing, but she could not
sce anvthing that resembled a horse and
ridder. “Oh, I can't see him,” she cried.

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

“Yes! Yes! 1 see those dots. But how
tiny! Can they he horses?”

“Shore they can. Nophaie iz riding the
black and driving the white. Tl bet there's
a present for vou. Nophaie has one fine mus-
tang, I've been told. But he never rode it
into the post.”

“Tor me! You think so? That would be
wonderful. Oh, will T be able Lo ride it?™

“Some ol these Pahute ponies are well
broken and gentle. T don’t think Nophaie
would give vou anything else.”

ARTAN had use for her eves from that
moment on. She rode with gaze search-
ing for the moving dots.  Sometimes she los(®
them and had difliculty 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. 1t appeared pres-
ently that his wildness was only a
spitit of youth and temper, for he
cvinced an inclina-
tion to trot along

present moment.
feel up to it
Nophaic?™

“1 never think of distance as miles. Rid-
ing at this gait we'll get there at noon. Sup-
pose we Jope 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,"”

Perhaps tomorrow T will
How far to your camp,

AT OUCH and a word from her were all
Buckskin nceded. Indeed he seemed
to be bhoth surprised and pleased. Ile 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
conl 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
hersell breathless, utterly reckless, and full
of wild longings to race onand on, to capture
this new exquisite joy just liberated, to range
the desert and forget the world.

“Oh, splendid!” she cried.
knew—what a ride—could be.
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? IHerself, 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 itsell is evolu-
tion, an inexorable working for
perfection,”

“I—never
You must

H!S reply made Marian thought-
ful. Howstrange,coming from
an Indian! For a moment she
had forgotten that Nophaie had
heen 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-

with the other [
horses.  Nophaic's

mount, however,
was a really wild
creature, a black
shagey stallion,
powerfully built,
but ungainly, that
had a halter roun:l
his nose as well as
a bridle,

OPHAIE?’S
grecting to
Marian was in his
Indian language,

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 =ea of purple,
for awhile at a walk,
talking, and then
breaking again into

the meaning of
which was unmis-
takable.  IHis 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 ponics,
ITe's Pahute, and the gentlest and
hest-gaited  horse I've seen out
here.”

“Oh, thank yvou, Nophaic. Tow heautiful
he is! You are very kind indeed. Gentlest,
did you say? Tle looks asif he'd jump right
over the moon.”

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

“T'd love to, but, Nophaic, T—well, it’s
just all Tean 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 haa-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 eyves 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
lusuriance and purple of the sage, by clumps
of beautiful cedar trees, and by isolated

\'T
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(Comtinued an Page 197)
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LANE GREY’

Newest Romance Given to You

NTO Zane Grey’s newest pub-

lishedwestern romance, 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
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.

.u-—'""""

December, 1922

s " Ellen Jorth in the power of
the merciless Colter — and
no one on the rescuing trail!

YOURS—COST FREE!

HAT 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 vou
will read and re-read with increasing enjoyment; a story you

may be proud to give, as an especially delightful Christmas gift,

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

portravals of strong men and

brave women in gigantic action

-powerful, moving stories, but
alwavs wholesome.

The Mysterious Rider

“Hell Bent” Wade, riding into Bell-

lounds ranch in search of the man who

killed his wife, meets strange adventures.
3 -

The Man of the Forest

Troubled and fighting mad, Milt Dale
crashes into the forest in scarch 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.

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.

Or Take Your Choice of These Great
Zane Grey Books—Pleasing Christmas Gifts

Riders of the Purple Sage

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

Here Is the Way

JOU, as a reader, are best qualified to

introduce the Home Journal to friends

and neighbors who are not now subscribers.

Torewird you for vour codperation,we make

this exceptional offer to those who want

these hooks to read or for Christmas pres-
ents to personal friends:

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

explain that the price to any address in the
U. S. or Canada is onlv $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 subseriber) to which you
wish us to mail the book you select. We
will forward it at once, prepayving all
carriage charges except foreign imposts.
Gift subscriptions which you personally pay
for do not meet the terms of this offer.

For any two hooks, send two subscrip-
tions; for three books, send three subserip-
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, rack-lloored
stream-bed meandered through the wvale,
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 Nophaic 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.”
“CA land where it is always afternoon,””
interposed Nophaic 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 lo make
this spot abzolutely
perfect in Marian's
eyes. lforher 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
elass, 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 il 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,” she replied.
“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 woll,
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.” IHe 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. Ile was as
curious about Marian as she was about him,
and vastly less inclined to [riendliness.

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

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

“Nophaie!” she exclaimed.

BU'I‘ he offered no word in explanation of

is 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 secemed 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.

o OUNG  lady,

you'll see the
stars and get your
nose nipped to-
night,” observed
Withers.

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

“By frost,”” he
returned. Then
seriously he continued: 1 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. T 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. Ie’s rich and
an old scoundrel. e salts his wool. Now
only few Indians do that.”

“Salts his wool? What does that mean?”

“Ie 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 Lwice 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 Fienin's sake as mine. |
like him. Ile’s an industrious, intelligent
Indian. The blankets of his women are the
best we buy. Nophaie, he's wealthy. 1
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 Tndian body and white man mind.”

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

“Is it serious, Nophaic?” asked Marian,

“T'm alraid so—for me.”

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

“"

OTH. You see my position is havd. My

people are proud that I have renounced
the white man. But they expect me Lo fall at
once into their ways. 1 tried. T 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. “Tuke
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 bechive-shaped mound ol red
earth with a column of blue smoke rising
from the center of its round roof. At necarer
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.

(Continned on Page 198)

“We’ll Make ’Em
ALL Happy

with Humming Birds this Christmas,
BO}J.

“Mary will adore this fetching new
shade.

e . " g £
Julia can give her weary darning
needle a good long rest.

“Kate will say ‘Hurrah,’ because
Humming Birds really are long
enough for a lanky girl.

(3 .

Laura can revel for once in soft,
rich silk that won’t fade.

“And Bob. Wait till you sce the
wee little bill for our Humming
Bird Christimas.” '
SPECIAL CHRISTMAS BOX, rastefully
decorated, holds single pair of Humming
Bird Silk Hose and engraved, paneled gift
card. Three-pair boxes are topped off wich
a festive holiday band.

Ask your merchant for Humming Birds in
ready-to-send Christmas boxes.

DAVENPORT HOSIERY MILLS
Chmt:moogﬂ,
New York Office: 200 Fifth Ave,
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You will want to sce the new Apartment Sectional—a low,
graceful bookcase proportioned to the modern home. Its
decorative possibilities are unusual. Globe-Wernicke
planned it so. In all the period designs you find it equally
attractive — skillfully made, its dust-proof doors the silent
guardians of your book treasures. See it almost everywhere!

MNow at the holiday season—books and bookcases are
in mind. Every fortunate American family enjoys
books now-a-days and a good bookcase is rapidly
filled! Globe-Wernicke Sectional Bookeases are
“built to endure’” and designed to grow.

The Slobe Weenicke Co..

; " Wernicke Co.
Depe. Bl

Cincinnati _.“. Please send me with-
New York Chicago ot charge samples of
Boston Philadelphia <7 Book-plates T may order,

. and your Bookler of Unu-

Washington New Orleans 5 el
4 + sual Decorative Effects.
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St. Louis
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The Globe- ¢
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Money Help? |

HAT do you most desire and
l how much will it cost? Mrs.
|
i

[
1
Anna L. Wyckoff, of Washington, |
wanted a piano, so she wrote to us— |
months ago. Now we have another let-
ter in which she says: 1 have made
F3.50 for about three hours’ work
and find it pleasant and profitable.”

Spare Time Profits

Mrs. Wyckoff earns this extra money
just by caring for renew als and forward-
ing new subscriptions for The ."rm’:rs
Hame Fowrnal, The Saturday Evening
Post and The Cﬂr{ﬂfr'_\' Gentleman.

We will pay vou hberally for doing as [
Mrs. Wyckoft does. You need no ex-

il us as much or as
':

perience and may
little of your time as you wish, and when
it best suits vour convenience. A worth-
while offer will come to you if you—

====MAIL THIS COUPON====~

The Curtis Publishing Company
755 Independence Sq., Philadelphia, Ta.

e

Gentlemen:  Extra money will help me i_n
Iots of ways. I + tell me, without obli-
gation, how [ may ecarn it.

Name S . S
Address_ g

| ciy State .|

Holman Juvenile Bible

PRONOUNCING
Plus Palestine Pictures in Colors

Good Tvpe—THelps, Leather—

()d\‘crlnpping Ciﬂvlcrm Gold

edges. Ask vour dealer

for No.9211. . .. .. $2ﬂ

Or order from the publishers

A.J. Holman Cn., 13th and Arch Sts., Philadelphia, Pa.

women; all departments, hotels,
clubs, apartment houses; uncrowded
field; fine living, quick advance-
ment,  Our methods endorsed by
leading hotels everywhere, Write for
FREE BOOK “Your Big Oppor-
tunity.”  Lewis Hoten Tramwm
Senoors, Room 513, Washington. D, C.

“PETER RABBIT’S BIRTHDAY,”

“Peter Rabbit at the Farm™ and other *Wee Rooks for
Wee Folks™ for mothers to read at bedtime to noddy little
heads, 11 of colored picty Fifty titles. Filty conts
each postpaid. Write for free eatalogue.

Henry Altemus Co., 1326 Vine 5t., Phila., Pa.
STUDY NURSIN FINE POSITIONS
SECURED
Write PHILADELPHIA SCHOOL FOR NURSES
2223 Chestnut Street, Phllade'lphla Pa.

Our ad i sma ie big. Wi
URS ol b ; ; ? RS
I 'm-..{ the brst, the saving i consillerable. Write

HERMAN REEL CO., 201 Grand Ave.,, Milwaukee, Wis.
“Home-Making, as a Profession”

A 100-ppe, as, bandbonk—
Cawrres, fitting for well.paid ons aned home efficieney,

Am. School of Home Econ s, B15 E, 58th St, Chicago, Il
SWEATER SCARFS, HOSIERY, at a savinz,
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The Vanish ing American

{Contineed from Page r97)

A smioldering fire occupied the center of this
habitation called a hogan, and the smoke
from it seemed to float round and round, Lo
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. ITow 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
seattered 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 {wo beds in the hogan, one on
cither side of the fire, close to the wall.

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

“Iere,” said Nophaic.

} IS action designated an
Indian blanket and
sheepskin with woolly side up-
permost. Obviously the former
was Nophaie's coverlet, and the
fatter was his mattress. Marian
thought of the hard 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.
T'his then was Nophaic's home.

Marian slept again for a couple of
hours and awoke to feel somewhat
cased of pangs and weariness. ‘The
alternoon 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, vet a few mo-
ments of sharp-eyved scruting made known
to her tiny denizens of both, secking to
destroy.

Mystery of mysteries, that living creatures
must prey upon other living creatures! And
if species preved 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 heginning of a hard trip.
That builds up strength to finish.”

After supper Nophaie walked with Mar-
ian, singularly thoughtful and sad. Swd-
denly he pointed to a distant cone-shaped
mound of stone that appeared to have a
monument on its summit.

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

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

“T 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 unespressed thought.

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

SSrength? ™ she echoed.
you need strength now? ™

“But why

“Tor what do

H!, SEEMIED 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. Iis trouble must become hers. How
singular his desire for her to climb to this
particular height so that he could unburden
himsell ! Their silent walk through the sage
and slow climb up a hill of smooth hare
stone gave Marian time to fortily 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 lnd not
appeared so high as it actually was. They
climbed from the eastern ﬂdc,walkmg in lon;_:,
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 cight

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.
“Mecen of my tribe,” replied Nophaie.
“What does it mean?”

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

“Doces each Indian make his
own prayer?”’

0. THERE are many

pravers, but they are

those used by our forefathers.”

“IHave you prayed here?”
asked Marian, speaking low.

“Many times,” replied No-
phaie.

“Are you going lo 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.”

7 With that Nophaie again took
Marian by the hand and led her
¢ up the remaining [ew steps to the sum-
mit of this stone hill which had ob-
structed the view,

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:

“Look, Benow di

Marching beantiful Rocks,

Part red and parl whife,

With Light falling on vou from the sky,
The wonderful light!

I give vou this;

This a praver for vou.

On this day make my fool well,
Make ny leg acell,

Make wy 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 ik be weell before me,

Let all that I 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 striking they led on over the
wide green plain, round and bare and huge,
all seceming 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 carth, vast riven mass
of rock, rising and spreading from north to
south, marching down from afar, driven hy
the dim slopes and immense heave of moun-
tains!
“ Benow di Cleash, the sculptor who carved
those NMarching Rocks is the wind,” said
Nophaie, ““Listen to our prayer™:

Blue Wind, beantiful chicftess,

Send out a rainboe by which Iet me wealk,
Blue clonds, blue clonds,

W ith vour shoes let me walk,

(Comtinyed on Page 199)
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Drop a little * Ire
callus for a few nights. Instantly it stops
aching, then shortly you lift it right off.
Dioesn’t hurt a bit.

You can lift off every hard corn, soft corn, corn
Letween the toes, and the “hard-skin” cal-
luses on bottom of feet. Just get a bottle of
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Corns

Lift Right Off

zone™ on a touchy corn or
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Edward Wesley and Co., Cincinnati, O.
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for a year—352 issues of Tue New York Tiues
Book Review anp AMacazinvg, printed in rolo-

gravure—$1.00a year. The New York Times, New Vork.
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(Continued from Page 108)

Blue clouds, with vour leggings et e wall,
Blue clouds, with your shivt lel me wallk,
Blue clouds, with your hal lel me walk,
Blue clouds, make it dark belind me,

Blue Wind, make il Light before me,

Farth H"fumm let it rain much for e,
By which let the green corn ripen.

Make all peaceful with me.

Then Nophaie bude Marian sit down and
lean againsgt him beside the monument.

“We will watch the sun set over the
desert,” he added. “Sunset—the fultillment,
the glory, the end of the Indian’s day!
White people do not rise to sce 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.

I'rom out that thick sunset haze of the
direct west swepl majestic escarpments, level
and dark, to overshadow the world of carved
and graven marching rocks.  Farther around,
beyond the blazing center of the west, began
the black jagged uplift of Nophaie's Moun-
tain of Light.

E shadows lengthened and  widened

and deepencd.  Marian’s sense of color
and proportion grew magnibied or dwarfed,
she could not tell which, The air grew chill.
FFarthest away across the river rock a gray-
ness blotted out the horizon., The splendid
landmarks seemed to be receding, retreating
with the sunset.

The day was nearly done.  How rosy the
tipsof the stone hills? Then the radiant disk
ol white fire vanished. A golden glow on
cloud and sky marked the place where the
sun had gone down.

Marian turned to Nophaie and said: 1
have seen. T feel all you jeel. Now tell me
aboul your trouble.”

Naophaie rose, lift-

SO arian, cannot you understand 2" asked
Nophade in pathetic earnestiness. *The
knowledge forced upon me by white people,
my developed intelligence makes it impossi-
ble Tor me to I;t'JiL\'uitl the Indian’s religion.”

S lmpossible ! uhnul Mitrian.

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

“let us go down before night falls,” said
Nophaic, taking her hand.

\Vl'l'll carcful little steps Marian essayed
'V the descent of the stone hill, which in
the gathering darkness was difhe ull. 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 alevel, twilight had infolded the sage.

“Nophaie, listen to my plan for work
among your people,” said Marian, and forth-
with she brictly told him the result of her
interviews with Mes, Withers. Nophaie not
anly expressed approval but also gratitude,
and was particulurly desivous of having her
e a place at Mesacin the school.

“You can do so much gowd,” 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 ITndian girl
you must look after. Sheis Gekin Yashi, the
Little Beauty. She is fourteen years old and
large for herage. T know her father, Do Etin,
the Gentleman., e s a fme old Indian.
Morgan, who is in control at Mesa, is too
much interested in Gekin Yashi. Her J'dlhu
told me, and then 1 got her to tell me.”

“Nophaie, you don’t mean 1o 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, 1do mean it,” he replied with fierce
passion. 1t calls for the spilling of blood.”

“Nophade,”  burs
out Marian, “L am

ing her with him, and
towered over her, his
face as she had never
beheld it Mystery
and grief, age and
strength came out in
the bronzed linca-
ments, and his cyes |
were terrible. Marian
imagined she saw the
soul of Lthe Indian.

“1am an infidel!”
he said hoarsely.

books or
who are

tense surprise sus-
precluded  utterance. books—lor

“Idid not know a pled
this when 1 came to a friend.
back to the reserva-
tion,” Nophaic went
on as il passion-
driven. T tried Lo

I-YOU enjoy Zane Grey's
have friends
Zane Grey
The shock of in- “ans T and who is not?

let the JourNaL give you
tained by DMarian one or more

Leginning to under-
stand you.”

2 216 P 3 ,’. ol e “That s }.;mui,
/H”‘i Cf/ [,,l 4 ])t 4 Now tell me; you will
- ‘Books

Yours 1 ithout (vst!

stay here a little? So
we can ride and climhb
and talk?”’

1S, Pl stay two

days, Withers
cannol  spare  more.
Ride? Tl race you
through the sage.
Then I'll go back to
Raidab, then to Mesa,

of his best wh Il begin my
yoursell or as work—for you, No-

ing Christmas gilt phaie. You will comne
RL‘HLI LRI} i K
markable offer to vou on
page 190 of this issue.

Lo Mesa?”

“Yes, I ride there
every weeks  But we
must mect in secret,
somewhere out in the

return to the religion
of my people. 1
prayed, trying to believe.  Bul | cannot. 1
am an infidel!l I cannot belicve in the Tn-
dian’s God; 1T will not believe in the white
man's (th

*Oh, Nophaie!” gasped Marian, suddenly
released from stunning surprise Lo consterna-
tion and horror. * Your faith will come back.”

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 infulel,
then tries to make him over. It cannot be
done. There is not one real Christian Indian
on the reservation.”

“Why, that is terrible,” replicd Marian,
“RBut you, Nophaic—1 am distressed.  Oh,
do you mean you have no belicf in a future
lifes”

“An infidel has no faith.”

“But yours will come back. Tt must. 1
will hel[)) ou. Noone realizes more than I the
necessity of faith in God and immortality.
What good could life be without llu.rmJ
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 | was an
cducated Indian,  1le is bad medicine, Ma-
rian. Blucher and Morgan run the resceva-
tion and the school, not for Government or
Indians, but for ”]Llllbt‘l\ eso You will soon
see through them.”

“Then you'll vome every week,” rejoined
Marian gladly. “Oh, that will be fine. And
yvou think T must meet you secretly? 1 am
not ashamed, Nophaie. "1 am proud of —of
my [riendship with you.”

“Blucher ;mti Morgan must not know
vou meet me,” declared Nophaic. *You
could not stay there after they found oul.
Vou'll soon understand why. Tl ride 1o
Kaidab in ten days and find out from AMrs.
Withers what you've done at Mesa, Then
1l write you and tell you when Ull come.”

“And how and where to meet you? 'l
have my white pony, you know. I can ride
outl on the desert.”

“Yes,” he said simply.

(Continwed in the January Home Journal)
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SPAUGHTER OF DO ETIN, LISTEN,” HE SAILD.

&

Thiz is the story of the great American desert; of the love of a
cultured girl from the Fast and a eollege-hred Indian who hag gone
haek 1o his people. Nophaic, an Indian lad, Kidnaped and deserted
in the desert, 1s found by some white excurst ysts who take him
hack East. For eighteen years he is surrounded with the white
man's culture, is edueated at Carlisle, achieving scholastic and
athletic fame.  After he returns to his native clement he wriles
Aarian 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 Nophaic. She en-
courages her in her desire Lo help the Indians, hut eautions her of the

chasm she has Lo bridge.  Marian pers des Withers to start with
her at once for Nophaie's camp. After a long ride over heautiful
mountain trails she finds Nophaie waiting; he had heard of her
coming, Shese the wildness, the grandeur of the Indians’ country.
Nophaie shows her his hozan, tells her how he lives. They take a
walk at sunset, and Nophaie tells her he has no faith; that the
religion of the white man fuils and the faith of the Tndian has some-
how been lost to him. AMarian is shocked, She tells him she will
bring him back to the white man’s religion. Nophaie tells her of
her difficulties to come with intrigues by the government agents,
They agree Lo meet clandestinely, to escape trouble with the sus-
MUY 2 nee -

ISR B agents. I

HAT year the summer rains eame late, just in time
to save the upland country from severe dronght,
Nophaie's people all attributed the coming of the
black thunderstorms and the down-dropping veils of mois-
ture and the nhows curving over the desert, to the efficacy
of their dancing prayers. But Nophaie could not helieve this.
Up under the brow of Nothsis Ahn these rains
were cold even in August. Sometimes sleet fell,
pattering on the sage, whitening the Nat rocks and
patches of red carth, and crusting the woolly backs
of the sheep. Maahesenic, who tended the fock
during Nophaie's frequent ahsences, was exposed
to these cold rains. Indian as he was, he el nat
cock shelter. The rain was gond, even il it was
cold. And when Nophaie returned from Kaidab Ty
he found his only relative ceriously i1l of a malady ?y
that had grown with the years. CAR

HNOPHALE WILL TARE GEKIN YASHI FAR

INTO THE WHITE-WALLED (‘,:’\ﬁ(}NS
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AND HIDE HER THERE'"

anishing American

By 7.ANE GREY
[lustrations by Pructt (arter

Tending the flock in the rain and sleeping in wet clothes
had brought hack Maahesenie’s rheumatisi in more severe
form. Nophaice feared that he had come home too late.
Maahesenie, relieved of his responsibility, went to his bed a
very sick man.  Nophaie divided his time between Maahes-
enie and the sheep.

One day nearly a month after Maahesenie had been
stricken, a Pahute rode into eamp with a letter for Nophaie.
The Indian had ridden from Kaidaly in ten hours. Nophaie
took the letter, which had been typewritten, and was with-
out address or signature. Yet, singular at first glance as this
seemed, he knew who had written it and that it was impor-
tant. Rewarding the Indian courier and asking him to stay,
Nophaie repaired to the colitude of his favorite cedar and
spread out the letter.

I have ridden three times to our meeting place, once ecach week on
- set, and have been disappointed and worried and distressed
that vou did nol come.

Today T met Withers at the trading post and he told me Manhes-
enie was dving, T am very sorry, yet ¢ eved in that 1 now know
what has detained you. Withers said he
would wait while 1 wrote this letter to you
Sl take it to Kaidal and send it to you by
cpecinl messenger, He is very kind and good.
You may trust him in every way. So I am
writing here in the trader’s office, pretending
the letter is for Mrs, Withers. Believe me,
cation isimperative. Tam already deeply in-
volved in the seeret underhand workings of
this dreadiul place.

P not send me any letters through the
mail. 1 you cannot come to meet me—and

1'1l ride out every week on the day we set—do not send messages
unless in care of Withers. [t is not sale. My nail from the

has been opened. 1 doubt not that my letiers home have been
opened, Some of them were never received by my aunt and
friends. At first I put this down to the idle curiosity and jealousy o
the clerk in the post office. He had done me the honor to pre his
attentions upon me, which I didln’t accept. But I know now that he
is merely a tool of Blucher. No letter of importance sent Bast would
ever get by this agent unless favorable to him and Aorgan. I sus-
pected this, and fortunately T have written nothing home except my
awn personal intercsts, mostly concerning people there.

Two weeks ago Blucher asked me to do office work for him several
hours each day after my regular duty at the school. 1 thought it
policy to oblige him, but 1 insisted on one afternoon for myself, which
of course is the time I am to meet you. Blucher apparently thinks
well of me. 1 heard him arguing with Morgan. He called me a tow-
headed doll and laughed at Morgan's advice to watch me. He said
1 minded my own business and did not hobnob with the men or
gossip with the women. Then he heard me set Friel right. You
remember the annoyance this Friel caused me. Since I have been in
the office Friel has had more opportunity to approach me. Heis vile.
1 am afraid, my friend, that 1 chall have to ask you to scalp him.
To my mind that is exactly what he deserves. ‘The Indians hate him.
Never in a hundred years would they believe one word he says. How
can these men lie to the Indians, cheat them in money deals, steal
{heir water and land, and expect them to helieve what they say?
They do worse than these things, as you knew and told me, and
which 1 could not believe until 1 got the confidence of the Indian
girls, 1eanspeak Nopah fairly well now and understand even better.

This duty in Blucher's office has been prolific of much information
for me. 1 see, hear and read a great deal more than my work calls
for. 1 fecl justified in this. 1 am out here in your interest.
Blucher is German. He s deeply concerned over the war
in Furope. e hates England and he hates America, [
know how to serve him to my own interest. But Morgan
is suspicious of everyone. e really is in control here.
Ile hoasts of having put the ssteam roller”” under eleven
former superintendents of this reservation. How he has
power 1o do this 1 have begun to find out.

When any new government em ploye comes here Morgan
loses no time in his peculiar politics. By his lies and per-
sunsions he influences the newcomer Lo his side, and if he
i« suceessiul, which he usually is, he proceeds at once to
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lay some kind of a trap for that person. A
frame-up, you know, instigated by him and
curried out by his henchmen.  If he fails, then
he at once takes violent hatred of this inter-
loper and begins the same kind of cunning to
have him or her ousted. He really has some-
thing he can use against Blucher. That would
not be difficult for an intelligent person to find.

For instance, the half-breed Noki Indian,
Sam Ween, is Blucher's interpreter,  Blucher
pays Sam twenty dollars & month, when he
pays him at all. T asked Sam. And I saw in
government papers the amount appropriated by the Government
for Blucher's interpreter.

But Morgan has something more on Blucher than the little
matter of stealing from Uncle Sam.

All of which leads to the point of this letter. Morgan's most
important emissary is Miss Herron, the matron of the Indian girls.
L have won the love and trust of Gekin Yashi. She is not only the
little beauty her name signifies, but she is sweet and good. T have
talked much with her, and though very shy and afraid, she tells me
her troubles. Miss Herron hates her. And my interest in Gekin
Yashi has incurred Miss
Herron’s enmity towards
me.

Now the situation as re-
gards Gekin Yashi is this.
Morgan speaks to us of
Gekin Yashi's intelligence
and says that he could teach
her.  But Morgan's interest
in Gekin Yashi is really
something far different.

Do Etin, the father of
Gekin Yashi, will not allow
her to go to Morgan's house,
There is no rule to enforce
this, and both Morgan and
Blucher are angry at Do
Etin. Morgan has in-
fluenced Blucher to have a
tule enforced whereby In-
dian girls are compelled to
go to Morgan’s chapel, This
rule, I understand, is about
to go into effect. I fear it
will cause trouble among the
Indians.

But the rule will come and
Morgan will have his way.
Gekin Yashi is so afraid of
Morgan that she actually
shakes when I speak of him.
The only way I can see to
save Gekin Yashi is for you
to steal her away from this
school and hide her in one
of those wild canons until
Morgan forgets her. This
will save Gekin Yashi, but
not the next little Indian
girl who will be unfortunate
enough to attract this man.
You understand, of course
that you incur risk in ¢
tempting such a plan. Kisk
of your life! Risk not only
of jail but of your life!
Mine may be a foolish plan,
for it is certain that Indians
in Morgan’s employ could
track you wherever you hid
Gekin Yashi. But I could
not think of any other plan.

This is a long letter, my
friend, and Withers is wait-
ing. My personal messages
must go until I see you,
which I hope indeed will be
soon,

OPHAILE pondered

over this letter and
reread it only to become
more somber and
thoughtlul. The plan
suggested by Marian had
occurred to him also,
and now in the light of
her revelation he decided
he would risk stealing
Gekin Yashi from the
school.

But he was tied here
to the bedside of his
dying relative and there
appeared to be every rea-
son to hurry to Mesa. It
could not be done. Maa-
hesenie was closer to him
than Gekin Yashi.

Nophaie waited, with
his burdened heart grow-
ing heavier, and while
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and faiths of the Indian as eredible as those of the white
man?  But here, in this solemn stirving moment, as in all
the hours past, Nophaie felt aloof from the soul of this dead
Indian,

Nevertheless, Nophaie paid stern and strict observance
to the burial custom of the tribe. Indians of his own
tribe came to view Maahesenie, but left him for Nophaie to
bury.,

At dawn the morning alter the burial Nophaie rode out
into the sage on the trail to Mesa, A few miles from the
eastern slope of Nothsis Ahn he sheered off the trail to visit
a Pahute camp, where he engaged a boy to tend his sheep dur-
ing his absence. His route then lay through the range of the
prosperous old Nopah chiel whom Withers had accused of
salting wool.  Etenia, the Wealthy, had words of sympathy
for Nophaie's loss of kin, and forgot his reason for discord,
Nophaie did not tarcy there long. e saw anew, however,
the evidences of Etenia's wealth—a stone hogan of impos-
ing proportions, corrals and cultivated fields, thousands of
sheep and droves of horses, water in abundance, and all

shepherding the flock he
revolved in mind plans r
to rescue Gekin Yashi

and safely hide her. It

would be comparatively

easy to hide her from white men, but almost impossible
from Indians. Vet he knew that he must try.

Maahesenie died one night while Nophaie slept.  Al-
though he had expected this, the actual |‘a|{.‘l' was a shock.
More of Nophaic's Indian nature came out in the presence
of death.

His people were all afraid of a dead man. And from this
stiff, ghastly mask of bronze the spirit had fled. Where had
it gone? Where was it now? The mystery of death was as
great as the mystery of life. Were not the strange beliefs

YES, BENOW DI CLEASH,

MAN IN ME WILL COME 1O STRIFE"

around the wide, cedared, rolling country hogans of his
people.  Etenia had all any Indian could wish for.  Yet the
only thing for which Nophaic envied him was that simple
faith which had been handed down from his forelathers,
Nophaie loped along the sage trail, with the cool Iragrance
of the desert in his face, the wide, green-clumped expanse of
purple open to his eye. How immeasurably far apart he
felt from the people who lived there! Every day brought
more bitter prool. When he conversed with Tndians he used
their langnage, but when he thought, his ideas were expressed

REPLIED NOPHAIE, “BUT SOME DAY THE SAVAGE AND CIVILIZE

inhis mind by words of English. For long
he had striven to conquer this. But it was
impossible.

Nophaie did not ecasily yield the su-
prenmacy to the white man, There were
many ways in which he believed an Indian
superior. He thought of Maahesenie's
resignation to death and how he had lain
down to meet it. My son,” he had said
to Nophaie, “do not stand over me to
obstruct the sunlight.  Go out with the
sheep. My day is done.  Leave me alone to die.”  How
incaleulably more selfish and ignoble the custom of the white
man! Nophaie remembered a time in the East, at Cape May,
when a dying man was kept alive for five days alter he
should have been dead. The Tndian knew better than that,
He had no fear of death, The mystie futare held its promise,
Life hereafter was a fulillment of the present. The white
man hated to let go his hold on material  pleasures:
the red man loved the belief of his spiritual metamorphosis.

Eight hours’ steady
riding across country
brought Nophaie to the
crest of the great pla-
teau from which he saw
the long green lines of
poplar trees that
marked the location of
Mesa.  Far removed
was thiscountry {rom the
sage uplands surround-
ing Nothsis Ahn. Bare
yvellow sandy desert,
spotted with pale green,
and ridged by lines of
blue rock, swept and
rolled away on the three
sides open to his gaze.
Heat veils rose waver-
ingly from sand and
smoke; and the ereamy
white clouds rolled low
along the dark horizon
line.

OME  wind-carved

rocks of yellow
marked the spot No-
phaie and Marian had
chosen as a rendezvous.,
There was cool shade,
and shelter from rain or
blowing sand, and a

i vantage point from
i which to watch, Martan
; was not there, nor did

! her white must: show

i g=1

i anywhere down  the
long bare slope toward

1 the poplars. The time

{ was  about the middle
of the alternoon, rather
carly for Marian.
Therefore Nophaie
composed  himsell to
wiit,

By and by his vigil was
rewarded by sight of a
white horse gliding out
from the green and head-
ing toward his covert.
Nophaie watched  Mar-
ian come. She had
learned 1o sit a saddle
like an Indian. Nophaie
telt the shadows 1ift from
his soul, the doubts from
his mind. Always, sight
of her uplifted him.
More and more she was

{ a living proof of many

f things —the truth of
love and loyalty, the

! nobility of the white
woman, the significance
of life being worth while
for any human creature,
the strange  conscious-
ness ol joy in resistance
to evil, in a wholesome
fight for others, in
something nameless
and hopeful, as deep and

sstical as the springs

{ nature,

s How could he be a
coward while this white
wonman loved him and
worked to help his
people?  She was a re-

pudiation of all his dark doubts. To think evil was to do

evil. For the hour then Nophaic knew he would be happy.

[le knew, oo, that he would part from her strengthenced.

Nothing could cheat him out of the wonder of her pres-

Clee,

At last she rode into the lane between the yellow rocl
and waved a gauntleted hand to him upon the shady led

s-

above. Dismounting she tied the white mustang to a knol

(Continued on Page 139)
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of rock, and climbed to Nophaie's retreal.
He helped her up the few steep steps, and
holding her hand, he knew she would have
come straight into his arms if he had held
them out to her. Never before had he so
yearned to infold her, to yield to a strong
shuddering need of her.  But he

owed her proof of her ideal ——

of the Indian. She had
onee called him her noble
red man. Would he
let any white man be
more worthy of that
word ?

But five weeks had
changed Benow di
Cleash.  Did the light
colored blouse and
divided skirt, instead
of the usual mannish
riding garb, constitute
all the difference? As
she talked on and on
Nophaic listened and
watched her. What
hil become of the fair
skin, so like the pearly petal of a sago lily ?
Her face was now golden brown, and thinner,
and older, too, except when she smiled,
Only the blue eyes and hair of gold now held
her claim to Benow di Cleash. Her form
had lost something of its former fullness. The
desert summer was working upon her; the
hot winds were drying up her flesh, And in
repose of face there was a sadness that added
new beauty and strength to her.  Nophaie
could aceept this devotion to him and his
people only because he saw that she was
growing to nobler womanhood. In years to
come she would look back upon this time
and Nophaie without regret. He had vision
tosee that, and it permitted him to be happy
with her,

HIEN she passed from news of her friends

in the East to matters at Mesa, and natu-
rally, aswas herway, she told humorous things
that had delighted her in the Indian children.
The school brought out as many funny
things as pathetic. Nophaic was pleased
with the progress she had made in the Nopah
language, and yet he had a strange and un-
accountable regret at hearing her speak it.
From the tales of the Indian children she
shifted to an account of the intrigue at
Mesa, which was now involving friends she
had made there, a young Texan and his wife,
who were in trouble owing to the machina-
tions of Blucher and Morgan,

Nophaie knew the Texan, whose nume was
Wolterson. He was u government stockman
and his duties were to ride out over the
ranges to instruct the Indians in the care of
sheep and horses and cattle, What little
Nophaie had heard from the Indians about
Wolterson was all to his eredit. This height-
ened Nophaie’s interest in what Marian had
to say, and he soon gathered the truth of
Wolterson’s case, which held something of
significance for him.

Wolterson had come to the desert in search
of health, He was a cattleman and received
an appointment from the Government to be
inspector of Indian stock on the ranges ad-
jacent to Mesa, Being a young man of fine
Southern family and highly recommended,
he at once incurred the dislike of the superin-
tendent. When he asked Blucher what his
duties would be, that individual succinetly
replied “Ride around,” and that comprisci
all the directions he ever received. e mus-
tered the work solely by his own energies.
Morgan solicited the good oflices of Wolter-
son through Miss Herron’s overtures to
Mrs. Wolterson.

As soon, however, as the Woltersons dis-
covered conditions patent to all old residents
of Mesa, those overtures fell flat. Then be-
wan the insidious underhand undermining
work against Wolterson.

‘H’J']‘IR I've gone today,” concluded Mar-
ian, “1 want you to ride down and sce
Wolterson. Then ask the Indians about him.
Soon Blucher will trump up some charge
against him and call an investigation, Un-
less Wolterson can disprove it he will be
dismissed. Then we'd lose a good friend
of the Indians. Wolterson has befriended

——— Morgan has been to Flage

Do Etin. That is the real cause of Morgan's
enmity,”
“And—Gekin Yashi?” asked Nophaic, in
slow reluctance.
“Safe and well, still,” replied Marian in
glad cagerness. “The mills have been grind-
ing as of old, but not so fasl.

town. Blucher has been
wrangling all his time
with his henchmen,
Jay Smith, and Ruhr
and Glendon. T don't
hearmuch, but enough.
It’s mostly about
Wolterson  now,
something about the
land and water mess
stirred up by the Nokis
al Copenwashie. ricl
has obtained a patent
to the land once owned
or at least controlled
by the Nokis. Blucher,
ol course, aided Fric
in this deal, but now,
true to the twist in his brain, he is sore
about it.”

“T HAVE had talks with Gekin Yashi. She

is ready to run off. We contrived to get
permission for her to visit her father. Wol-
terson is dipping Do Iitin’s sheep and (his
morning Gekin Yashi rode out to the hogan.
She's there now and will remain over Sun-
day. You can go out there at night and make
your plans to meet her as she rides Lack
alone.”

“ Do Etin will be glad,” said Nophaic, “Is
Wolterszon in the secret?”

“Yes, he approves. But we must not let
him have a hand in it.”

“I shall take Gekin Yashi to a Pahute in
the Valley of Silent Walls,” rejoined Nophaie
thoughtfully. “But few Nopahs know this
place. It 15 down under the west side of
Nothsis Ahn, deep in the canons.”

“Valley of Silent Walls,”” mused Marian.
Then she flashed at Nophaie: “Will you
take me there some day?”

*Yes, Benow di Cleash,” replicd Nophaic.
“But you run a danger.”

“OF what—whom?z”

[ ﬁlu!’}

Marian flushed under her golden tan and
her eyes searched his. Nophaie dropped his
gaze, that alighting upon her brown hand,
saw it tremble and then clench at her glove.

“You—you are jesting.”

“No. I think Tam telling the truth,” re-
sponded Nophaie. **Some day the suvage
and civilized man in me will come to strife,
My Valley of Silent Walls is the most en-
chanting, the wildest and most beautiful
place, the loncliest in all this desert, Walls of
white and red, so high you cannot see their
rims, running snow water, flowers and grass
and trees! If T ever got you down there 1-
might never let you go.”

¥ ELL, you frighten me,” laughed M-

fun, “T see that you still retain some
of your brutal football training. But if all
goes well, take me there to visit Gekin Yashi,
will youz”

“Could you get away from here?”

“Nophaie, T will never be permitted to
work long at Mesa,” replicd Marian. “Some
day Blucher will awake to my two-faced
nature. For T have certainly used woman's
wits to fool him.”

“Well, then 1 will tuke you to my Valley
of Silent Walls.”

Marian placed her hand on Nophaie’s and
looked up into his fuce and then down, with
evident restraint of emotion. **Nophaic,
Gekin Yashi loves vou.”

“That child! Why, she has seen me hut
a few times,” protested Nophaide, painfully
reminded of Do Itin’s proposal that he marry
his daughter.

“No matter. She has scen you enough.
These Indian girls mature early.  Gekin
Yashi is not yet fifteen, but she is a woman
in feeling. I think she is very lovable and
sweet. She is quite the best scholar in the
school. T have spent all the time possible

(Continued on Page £40)

The Cawntry Gentleman will never ** talk
down™ to you; it won't offer unwel-
come—and unneeded—advice; but irs
scores of practical furmewife contrilie
utors will tell you how they wre duing
their job a lirde more casily, how they
are getrting more fun and more sound
isfaction out of life, and how they
are, at the same time, keeping their
homes more etficiently and contributing
more to the welfure of their communi-
ties.  Mrs. Lena Martin Smith, born
and bred on a Kansas farm, is one of
them; Mrs, Caroline 13, King, the firse
dictitian of the A. E. I, is another;
there are many more, some of whom
vou doubtless know—D0iss Josephine
Wilic, an lowa farm girl; Grace Viall
Gray, the canning expert; Anice Ter
hune, daughrer-in-law of Marion Flar-
land; Laura M. French, Mrs, Velma
West Sykes—so the lise might go on.

s

Features on the Way

Here are just a few of the articles al-
ready planned for early issues; they
will give sume idea of the sort of mate.
rial you can expect: Are You Yoked to
ascrubbing Brush? Why [ Went in for
Duirving; Wash Dav at the Frahms;
Small Time Savers; The Country
“Literary”; The Farmer's Wite Pro-
tests; Kirchen Merals; Women on the
School Board; My Pioncer Grand-
mother; Good Food in New Forms;
What o Tenant Faces; Rice for Fat
Folk; Fasing the Paing Mireor Moth-
ersi Mother Takes OfF Her Apron;

v
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A Friendly Weekly
for the Farm Family

ERE is the sort of weekly the farm woman deserves—one
that will bring to her each Thursday its welcome budgets of
helpfulness and inspiration to lighten her work and brighten

her Teisure. It is a frank counsellor that competently studies her
problems and can point out for her the plans and practices that
make for economy of time, effort and expense. Just as it offers to
the business farmer sound guidance on every production and
marketing interest, so it extends to the farm wife the most worth.
while coiperation in the performance of her many duties.

Fove Cento b8

Nuine

Bedeime Bogies; Berrer Country
Homes and Schools; The Rented Farm.-
ium:u,

Then there will be a wealth of splen-
did fiction. Zane Grey, Albere Pavson
Terhune, Agnes Shgh Turnbull, Wil-
liium Macleod Raine, Tom P. Morgan,
Margaret Deland-—rthey will write long
stories and short stories of the sort the
farm folks like; full of action, bright
with kindly humor and always clean
and wholesome,  Corra Har is, whose
From Sunup to Sundown was an inspiri-
tion to so many thousands of women,
has ready a new series of charming
sketches, The Diary of a Country
Waonan,

Of course, there are articles on the
care of the youngsters—and fine srorics
tor them, too; splendid canning and
cooking suggestions, offered at just the
right time;  gardening gutdance, weck
by week; the Things Thae Help Mother
page, bursting with helpfulness; poul-
try pointers by men and women who
make the farm Hocks pay.

13 Issues—25 Cents

I you were to read a fow copies of
The Conntry Gentlonan you  would
doubtless feel—us do hundreds of thou-
sands of farm women—chac it has a real
service to offer you in your farm busi-
ness and vour home, Tha's why we
offer—for January only—rto send vou
thirteen big issues for just twenty-five
cents. Use the coupon below. A coin
will do. We take the risk.

13

weelks

s Copy

Ty

_/:,/ THE
COUNTRY
74" GENTLEMAN

/ 131 Independence Square
Philadelphia, Penna.

/4/ I'd like to know The Cotntry
7 Gentleman, Iinclose twenry-five
7 cents (coln or one- and two-cent

/7 stamps) for the next thirceen weekly

1ssues,
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“I ended my
#a  foot troubles

-
& Bl this way
. 3 - “Jung's Arch Braces are
(. simply  wonderful! You'd

hardly believe the difference

they make. Tusedtohaveterrible

pain in my feet and ankles; I could hardly

stand or walk: now I really forget I have

feet. Try a pair of Jung's. I'm sure
they'll give relief right away.”

Jung’s Arch Braces Assure Comfort

Mo matter how much you are on your
feet—standing—dancing—walking-—
Jung's Arch Braces will give youreal foot
comfort. They relieve tired, aching and
burning feet instantly by assisting and
strengthening the weakened muscles,
Pain in the heel, instep and ball of foot
is a warning of fallen arches or weak-
ened conditions of the feet—an indication that
vou need the help these comfort able braces will
. pgive. They overcome the extra strain caused by styl-
* ish shoes and may be worn with any kind of footwear.
Recommended by physicians, osteopaths, chiropractors,
chiropodists and nearly half a2 million satisfied wearers,

Entirely Different From Other Foot Appliances
Na matter what other supports or appliances you may have
used, you should try a pair of Jung's Arch Braces. Made of
special Superlastik—light and porous, yet firm and dura-
ble. MNoungainly humpsor burdensome pads. Mo metal
plates. Exact size forevery foot. Price $1 per pair, (Can-
ada $1.25.) Your moncy back if not satished. Jung's
Miracle Arch Braces, extra wide, $1.50, (Canada $1.75.)
Ask your chiropodist, osteopath or chiro-
practor. If yourshoe dealer, drugdist or sur-
gical dealer can't supply you, order direct.

Write Today for our Free Book

Contains valuable information about the feet. 1lustrated
with X-Ray views. Tells cause and relief of foot ills. Send
for your copy today. Free—no obligation.

The Jung Arch Brace Company, 313 Jung Bldg.. Cincinnati, Ohio

Camaulinn Oficef K bharpe O Robeele, Mers, 21X Flamiiten Trast Bhile, Toronto, Cnt.
The "Original’

ARCH BRACE

The Original
Knit Waist

©1022
AR Co.

Look for this 4
Trade-Mark 7

It protects you
against imitations

For Boys
and Girls

cnow the health-protecting aned
comfort-giving qualitics of the Nazareth Waist.

The elastic knitted fabric is soft but sturdy: resists
wear and repeated washing, Suspender tapes suppart
outer garments direct from shoulders.  Has non-
rusting garter pin-tubes to prevent fearing the waist,
Be sure you get Nazareth Waists for children.
Nazareth is the original knit, taped waist, introduced
in 1881 and made by experienced workers ever since.
Sizes 2 to 15 years for boy or girl.

Experienced mothe

CHILDRENS [} UNDERWEAR_

Children’s winter underwear bearing the Nazareth
label is designed for warmth and service. Every
garment ie pre-shrunk, full size and prrfectly
made. Taped and untaped union suits in knes
and ankle lengths for hoys aned girle, size= 2 to 15
vears, Heavy weight, flecced shirts for infants,
sizes 1 Lo 6 years.

Look for the Nazareth label on each garment to
e eure of the gennine.

SEND FOR NAZARETH DOLL CUT-O urs

T doll< in colot with two costume clanges for each ene, sent for Zer stamp and name of your dry goods retailer.,

NAZARETH WAIST CO., 366 Broadway, Dept. K, New York
Mills at Nazareth, I'a.

The Vanishing e American

(Cantinned from Page 139)

with her. Believe me, Morgan is not the only
venomous reptile that threatens the girl.
Giekin Yashi is Indian clear through, but she
has sense. She likes the ways of good white
women, I have taught her that when a
white woman loves she holds herself sacred
for the man who has won her.”

“Alarian, are vou thinking that the way
for me o save Gekin Yashi is to marry
her? ™ inquired Nophaie.

“Temight—Dbe,” murmured Marian tremu-
lously, “if—ifl you ——"

“But T do not love her, and T cannot
marry her,” declared Nophaice.

After that no more was said about Gekin
Yashi. Nophaie felt a great throb of pity and
tenderness for this white girl. How she in-
spired him to mastery of self, to beat down
the base and bitter! Semething of gayety
and happiness came to her in the closing
moments of that meeting.

Then the time arrived for hertogo. Lightly
touching his face with her hand she left him,
to run down the declivity and mount her
mustang, Once, as she was galloping away,
she turned to look hack and wave to him.
Her hair flashed gold in the sun. Nophaic
watched her out of sight with emotion deep
and strange, half grief for the fate that
was hig, hall exaltation that, miscrable and
lost Indian as he was, this woman of an
alien white race made him a king.

X

R' T upper end of thelong, poplar-lined
X avenue that constituted the only street
in Mesa, the Woltersons occupied a little
stone house built by the earliest founders of
the settlement. A grove of cottonwood trees
surrounded o tiny reed-bordered lake where
ducks swam and swamp  blackbirds and
meadowlarks made melody. Here was rich,
dark green verdure and cool shade and a
sweel drowsy breath of summer Dlowing in
from the hot desert,

On the other side of the Wolterson house
lay a garden that bordered on the spacious
plavgronnd of the Indian school.

Nophaie watered his horse at the thin,
awift stream that ran down from the lake
through Wolterson's gavden and along the
fence to the orchards, The sun was wester-
inge low and the heat of the day was dying.
Down atl the other end of the long avenue
Nophaie espicd Indians and mustangs in
front of the trading post. e went into the
open gate of the Wolterson place
aned let his horse graze on the rich
wrass hordering the irrigation ditch. I

“IMowdy, Nophaie,”
drawled avoice. *Shore
am glad 1o see you.”

Nophaie returned the
areeling of the Texan,
speaking in his own
tongue.  Few white men
on the reservation had
ever heard him speak
Fnglish, Wolterson was
a young man, tall and
lithe, with a fine, clean-
cut face, bronzed by
exposure, He didnotap-
pear fo be rugged. 1is
high-heeled  horseman’s
hoots e big sombrero
wereascharacteristically
Texan as his accenl.

Nophaic dropped the bridle of his horse
anel took a seat near where Wolterson was
damming up an intersection from the irri-
gating ditch.  Indians rode by down the
avenue, A freighter’s wagon, drawn by six
mustangs and loaded with firewood, Jum-
bered along with the driver walking. Bees
hummed somewhere in the foliage.

“ryiE Nopahs think well of you and

your work,” said Nophaie presently,
SV ou're the first stockman they ever praised.
If you are brought before an investigating
committee Tl get Etenia, and Toloniah hi
Dony, and several more influential chiefs to
testify for you.”

“Shore, that's fine, Nophaie,
Waolterson,
need them.”

Nothing was said about Gekin Yashi.
Wolterson spoke of his plans for dipping
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declared
“1'm giving vou a hunch T'll

sheep over the ranges as faras Etenia’s place.
Nophaie and the Pahutes of that upland
country must drive their flocks down there.
Grass on the lowlands had begun to grow, so
that the Nopahs would not have to range so
far. Then Wolterson informed Nophaie that
the Government was going to instigate a
blood test of cattle and horses, as the latter
especially showed evidence of tuberculosis.

“ANY horse or steer that has become in-

fected will have to be shot,” said Wol-
terson serionsly. ““Now isn't it going to he
hard to convince the Indians of the necessity
of this?"

“Yes, I'm afraid it can’t be done,” replied
Nophaie. “Is there a real necessity of test-
ing stock for this discase?”

“1 think so. I have sent my approval to
Washington. But 1 dislike the prospect of
trouble with the Indians. Nophaie, would
vou be willing to help me by explaining this
test to your people?™

“Twill if vou can convinee me of its need.”

“Well, when the order comes 1'll ride first
to your range, and you shall see me make
tests. Has Etenin many cattle?”

“Nota great many. They are all healthy.”

“Nophaie, they may look healthy and still
have tuberculosis,”

At this juncture the litle Indian boys and
girls hegan to pour out of the hig red dormi-
tory like a stream of blue gingham. Nophaie
noted that only the children from three
vears to five or six years of age appeared to
be in evidence. They were a scampering,
silent little horde, playing without the noise
characteristic of white children. They spread
over the playground to the number of sev-
eral hundred, making a scene of color and
animation. Several little boys came along to
peer through the wire fence at Nophaie.
They looked healthy and well cared for, and
certainly were cleaner than any Indian boys
he had seen. How stolid they seemed! They
gazed at Wolterson with blank black eyes and
at Nophaie with scarcely more of interest,

Nophaie also observed that two of the
school-teachers were out on the grounds with
the children, but he did not recognize them.
Then Mrs. Wolterson appeared, coming into
the garden wearing gloves and carrving a
trowel, She was a striking yvoung woman,
dark as an Indian, beginning to show the
effect of desert wind and heat. She had a
pleasant greeting for Nophaie. He saw her

glance run over the three Indian
) hovs and beyond to the playground
7 as il she were looking for someone,

“Ilere comes Marian
with Evangeline,” she
said as if pleased.

T WAS then Nophaie

saw Marian leading a
little Indian girl towards
them, and he got the im-
pression that this meet-
ing was not as accidental
or casual as might ap-
pear to others.

The two teachers were
watching Marian. And
Nophaie, with his sharp
eves, caught a glimpse
of a woman's face in a
window of a house across
the avenue. This ap-
peared a busier thoroughfare now. Indians
were riding out towards the desert. Some
of the older schoolboys were playving ball.
Three Indian workmen passed by carrying
long shovels over their shoulders.

“Share,” drawled Wolterson with eves on
the avenue, “and here comes the champion
liar of the reservation.”

“Taob, don’t say that,” said Mrs. Wolter-
con quickly. “Somebody might hear you.
The very trees have ears, not to speak of
these Indian boys.”

Nophaie saw a heavily built young man,
roughly clad, typically western in corduroys
and boots and sombrero, swinging with
rider’s gait up the avenue. Upon sighting
the group in the garden he swerved, and
tilting back his sombrero he lounged against
the gate post. Hisface was brown and broad,

(Continned on Page 7.43)
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rather coarse, with thick lips and prominent
cyes, wine dark in color.

* Howdy, folks,” he said with a slow grin.
“You ain't really workin’?”

“Howdy, Juay,” responded Wolterson.
*1 don’t get much time except of evenings.”

“Why, you seem to have all the time
there is,”” returned the other dryly, with
satire.  “And look who's here—the hand-
some Mrs. Bob. I caleulate to find me a
wife like her.”

This was the first time Nophaie had ever
seen Jay Smith, known as a one-time trader
on the reservation and now apparently em-
ployed by Blucher. Careless, easy, cool, with
his air of devilish insouciance, this leering
westerner did not enhance Nophaie’s re-
spect for the white man. Sight of him, so
palpably other than the good-natured friend
his familiarity assumed, roused something
latent and dormant in Nophaie.

“Jay Smith, you're a sad flatterer,” ob-
served Mrs, Wolterson.

“CAD? Ireckon not. T'm gay,” he replied,

and sauntered into the garden. Iis bolid
gaze fell upon Nophaie, and he addressed him
in Nopah. “Say, ain’t this the Carlisle In-
jun?” he inquired of Wolterson, sceing that
Nophaie paid no attention to him.

“Carlisle? Who's that?” drawled Wol-
terson.

* Aw, come off,” retorted Smith, indisgust.
“T mean the Carlisle Indian School where
this redskin went. You know as well as
anybody.”

“Jay, shore T don't know anything.”

“Right. You spoke wisdom once, An’ 1
reckon the less you know the safer, hey?”

Then Smith espied Marian, who had come
up to the fence, leading the little Indian girl.
Mrs. Wolterson went over to them, answering
Marian’s greeting. Smith doffed his som-
brero and waved it low, crude in his assump-
tion of a dignified salute, yet dauntless in his
admiration.

“1 reckon I'll hang round a while,” he said,
as he approached the fence and hung over it.
“Why, who's this here little girl? Aren’t you
an Injun?”

“I’'m not,” piped up the little girl, in as-
tonishingly good Linglish.  *1'm Miss van-
geline Warner.”

“Ho! 1o! Listen to the litte Tnjun girl,”
replied Smith, with a loud langh.

“Jay, please don’t
tease Eva,” said Mrs.

horror and mirth. “Evangeline, where did
you learn those lust words?”

“Irom one of the men, that’s sure,” said
Marian. “I never heard her say it that way
before.” Then she stooped to Tivangeline
and peering into the little dark face she shook
her gently.  “Eva, you will get spanked.
Say your prayer over again, the right way.
Remember—you will get spanked.”

Very soberly the little Indian miss eyed
her teacher: :

“Now I lay me down to sleep,
{ pray the Lord my soul to keep.
If 1 should die before I wake,
Vou will get spanked!”

Before Marian could protest or even be-
fore the men could laugh a loud voice of
peculiar timbre rang out from behind: © Shut
that brat’s mouth.”

OPHAIE knew before he wheeled that
the speaker was Morgan.  And he had
closer view of this man than ever before.

“Come, Eva,” said Marian hurriedly, and,
rising, she led the child away.

Nophaie saw a matured man of medium
height, thick-bodied, with something slack in
his physical make-up. e had asmooth face,
the striking features of which were pale eyes
the color of ice and a long, thin-lipped, tight-
shut mouth. Ile had a big nose, somewhat of
a reddish hue, and his complexion wasan olive
tan, rather than the healthy bronze peculiar
to the desert. Morgan seemed not to be an
outdoor man. Ilis was a strange, strong
fuce with an intense cast of thought or will,
a deeply lined face, especially in the fur-
rowed, frowning brow. le was magnetic,
but it scemed a magnetism of strife of mind,
4 dynamic energy of brain, a tremendous
mental equipment.  All about him breathed
of intolerance.

“Waolterson, the agent tells me you drove
Gekin Yashi home this morning,”  said
Morgan.,

“Yes, sir,” replied the stockman, leaning
on his shovel, and slowly lifting his gaze.

“How’s come?” jerked out Morgan.

“Wal,” drawled the Texan, “if you mean
what did T have to do with it—Blucher gave
Gekin Yashi permission to visit her father.
I am dipping sheep out at Do Etin’s—had to
haul supplics this morning,  Gekin Yashi
rode on the wagon. That’s all.”

“Humph! When's
she coming back?”

Wolterson appealingly.
< All the men tease her,
just because she’s so
bright. But you will
spoil her.”

Nophaie had heard
of this three-year-old
prodigy. Her Indian
mother had been glad
to get rid of her, yet
showed great pride in
Iiva's fame.  I'or some
strange reason the
child, who was a full-
blooded Indian, had
taken remarkably to
the white people’s lan-
guage and ways, and
alter two years hated the very name of
Indian. She was a sturdy child with heavy
round face and black staring eyes and strag-
gling black hair, neither in appearance nor
expression any different from the other little
Indian girls. Nophaie roused to a strong
interest in Lva.

“No, I'm not, I'm not,” declared Tiva
vehemently, and she kicked at the wire fence.

“A TEVER mind, Eva,” said Mrs.Wolterson,

as she knelt down to take the little girl’s

hand. “Say your go-to-bed prayer for us.”

Evangeline appeared wholly devoid of the
shyness characteristic of Indian children:

“Now I lay me down lo slecp,
I pray the Lord my soul to keep.
I I should dic before I wake,
I should worry!™

Jay Smith roared his laughter and Wolter-
som, too, enjoyed a laugh.

“Why—why, goodness gracious!” ex-
claimed Mrs. Wolterson, divided between

ST don’t know. She
said she hoped her
father would keep her
home.”

\/ HEN Morgan's
restless glance
fell upon Naphaie it
Lecame fixed. Nophaie
met that glance. One
of the qualitics he had
not absorbed from his
long  association with
white people was their
habit of dissimulation
or deceit.  Something
emanating  from  this
man called to the
depths of Nophaie—not the old racial hatred
of red man for white foe! Tt was a subtle
complex instinet, born of the moment.  Lei-
surely Nophaie rose to his tall stature, and
folding his arms he gave Morgan eye for eye.

“Are you the Carlisle Indian?”

Nophaie did not feel that he was required
Lo answer,

“Sure he’s the one,” put in Jay Smith.
“They call him Nophay or somethin’ like.”

“Can’t you speak Lnglish?” demanded
Morgan sharply. *Let’s hear some of your
castern lingo.”

“I would not have to speak Lnglish very
well to do it better than you,” replied
Nophaie in his low, level tones, perfectly
enunciated.

“Wha-at?" blurted out Morgan.

Nophaie eyed him with inscrutable mean-
ing and did not vouchsafe any more.

“Have you ever been to my church?”
went on Morgan,
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“Well, then 1 want you to come.”

“What for?” queried Nophaic.

“Tg hear me preach. I vou speak Fng-
lish as well as you brag, yvou can carry the
word home to your heathen tribe.”

“We have no desire to hear it,” returned
Nophaie. “The Indian’s own religion is in-
finitely better for him than the white man’s.”

“You think you're
smart, don’t you? " snarled
Morgan.

“Morgan, the moslt
stupid Indian on this res
vation is smart enough to
see through you.”

“Bah! Your tribe is too
irnorant 1o sce anyvthing,
let alone the white man’s
religion.”

“What do vou know of
the Indians out there?”
demanded Nophaie, point-
ing to the desert. “You
have never been out in the
desert, unless to ride in an
automobile 1o visit one of
vour friends,”

S LOWLY the color lelt
Morgan's face, and
there was visible a contrac-
tion that suggested a pow-
erful effort of will to control
fury and amaze. When
he had himsell in hand,
amaze still was his pre-
dominant expression,  Ie
had encountered an Indian
bevond his widest experi-
ence, That sudden cheek,
that sudden restraint showed
depth.  He could retrench.
his craftiness.

Morgan's
Nophaie read
Also he received an impres-
sion Lhat this man must be a composite of
knave and fanatic, an unscrupulous usurper
whe had no illusions as to his honesty, vet

was a visionary zealot.

“What do you think vou know of me?”
he demanded.

“Only what the Indians say—and what
1 can see,” returned Nophaie in subtle scorn.

“1 have been missionary here for over
fifteen vears. The Nopahs are harsh. They
are glow to appreciate my work.”

“No, Mr. Morgan,” retorted Nophaie.
“you have it wrong. My tribe has been
swilt to appreciate your work. Don't try
any of your talk on me. Ttisall bunk. You
are not a missionary.”

“Insolent heathen!” ejaculated Morgan,
choking o that the thick folds of flesh on
his fat neck worked up and down.

A missionary is a man sent out by church
or sociely to propagate religion in the sincere
hope and faith that an alien race will be
saved,” continued Nophaie. “If you were
a real man you might help the poor Indians.
You might teach them better ways to build,
cook, harvest, irrigate, shear their sheep and
store their corn. You might teach them
sanitary laws.  You might, by example,
show them how a white man works with his
hands.  But you do not work. Your hands,
I sce, are softer than Mrs, Walterson's—if
she will permit that deubtful compliment.
No, Mr. Morgan, you are not a builder.
You are a destroyer.

“And whatever else you are, it is certainly
not a missionary.”

ORGAN'S egotism was stronger than

his restraint; his outraged sovereignty
could not all in a moment be silenced. “1—
I'll put vou in jail,” he said with hard expul-
sion of breath.

“What for? Telling the truth!” rejoined
Nophaie in lofty scorn. “This is a free
countrv. I am an American—an honest
Indian.”

“11 haul you up for this,” Morgan threat-
ened, lifting a shaking hand.

Swilt as light Nophaie leaped out of his
statuesque posture, so suddenly that both
Morgan and Smith recoiled, as if from at-

nothing better. Twill have Indians there, and
real white men to listen. Do you get that,
Mr. Morgan? "

But Morgan shirked an answer and, with
somber glance sweeping away, he drew
Smith with him and passed out of the gate,
down the avenue. Smith’s voice, low and
hoarse, came back on the breeze,

Nophaie turned to Wol-
terson ane his wife.

The Texan’s habitual
calm appeared to have been
broken.  ““Shore, you gave
it to him,”" he said, breath-
ing deep. “Youcould have
knocked him down with a
feather—and me too.
Aboot the happiest few
minutes 1 ever passed in
Mesal”

UT Mrs. Wolterson

appeared pale and dis-
tressed. “Oh, he was fu-
rious,” she whispered.

“Shore, I never saw Mr.
Morgan upsct like that,”
returned her hushand with
a slow grin. “IHe just
couldn’t believe his ears,
Nophaie, take a hunch
from a Texan. Somchow
and some way that man
will injure you. Ile has
had to suffer an unparal-
leled affront before other
people. Besides he actually
was afraid of you—amazed,
furious, then afraid. T felt
it. I've long studied this
man., And 1 can’t prove much, but I feel
he is capable of anything.”

“Alorgan is a coward and lar. T wonder
that some Indian has not killed him long
ago,” said Nophaie. “It proves the patience
and the restraint of my people.”

“ Naophaie, I've lived among violent men,”
rejoined the Texan soberly. “Don’t under-
rate Morgan. Ie's been long in power here.
e's arrogant, malicious. 1'd put nothing
beyond him.”

“Well, ta be forearmed is half the battle,”
replicd Nophaie as he turned to his horse.
<11 not ride to Mesa any more in daylight,
or let Morgan know I'm over here.”

It was long past dark when Nophaie
reached the hogan of Do Etin. A fire still
burned and in its flickering light sat the
father of Gekin Yashi, a man little beyond
middle age, stalwart, deep-chested, with
massive head and great rolling eyes like
those of an ox.

OPHATIE saw that he had been expected.

Bread and meat and drink were tendered
him. Do Litin was not rich in horses and
sheep, as were most of his neighbors, nor was
he o chief. Yet he occupied a position of re-
gpect and dignity in the tribe, by reason of
his intelligence.  Gekin Yashi was his only
child. Do IXtin’s range had long been a grassy
flat in a shallow cafion watered by a never-
failing spring.  Nophaie looked round in the
shadows of the hogan for Gekin Yashi and
her mother, but they were not there. Per-
haps Do Iitin waited upon him to go into
council, and had sent his women to a hogan
of relatives near at hand.

By and by Do Etin gave his consent for
Gekin Yashito go with Nophaie and approved
of that procedure. But he doubted it would
be possible to hide his daughter for long.
Nophaic should not at once incur risk of
government punishment by marrying Gekin
Vashi or letting it be found out that he had
hidden her away. Do Etin believed the
white man’s education good for the Indian
boys and girls. It taught them to help their
parents in new and better ways of living.
The ruin of Indian girls by white men em-
ployed on the reservation was the basest
and blackest of the many crimes the white
race had perpetrated upon the red.

Do Etin went on to tell of the confessions
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her menial labors when she should have been
in school, of brutality to the Indian chil-
dren—how all the milk and fruit, which
should have gone to the children, were used
by Blucher and his associates,

Nophaie brought the information of
Blucher’s new ruling, the enforcement of
which, soon to go into effect, meant that the
Indian girls must go to \[()]’bdll s chapel to
hear him preach.

Do Etin showed intense passion and ve-
hemence. *“Never shall Gekin Yashi go to
Morgan!”

O ETIN, we are in the power of the

white men,” Nophaie said carnestly.
“There are good white men who helieve in
justice to the Indian. But many of them are
bad. 'We must look far ahead.

“The white race will never wholly absorb
the red. If that were possible it might be
well for both. But the Indian will merely
be pushed back upon the barren lands and
eventually swept off the earth. These things
we strive against, as the Nokis fight being
cheated out of their water and land, or us
our efforts to save Gekin Yashi, these
things are nothing but incidental to the
whole doom of our people. We must resist,
but the end will come just the same.”

“Better to fight and die, as our fore-
fathers,” rolled out Do Etin sonorously.

“Yes, it would. But who will fight? Ouly
one Indian here and there whose heart has
not been crushed.”

Do Etin bowed his massive dark head, and
the somber firelight shadows played over his
still form. “Nophaie, you come with the
white man’s vision of the future,” he as-
serted.

“Yes, You were taught to see with your
heart. The white education taught Nophaie
to see with his mind.”

“The sun of the Indian’s day is sctting,”
replied Do Etin mournfully.

N THIE clear, cool, gray dawn Nophaie

waited out on the desert for Gekin Yashi,
as had been planned. Fastward the dim light
on sand and shrub lifted to the long blue
wall of rock that cut the plateau, and “above
it flared the pale gold Lhevald of sunrise, The
desert was as st
asdeath. Nophaie

M Daughter of Do Etin, listen,” he Siliil.
* Nophaie is the Indian with the white man's
mind. He has come back to help his people.

He is Do Etin’s friend. He loves Gekin
Viushi—Dbut as a brother. Nophaie will never
ey,

“He will take Gekin Yashi far into the

white-walled caions, to the Pahutes, and
hide her there. And always he will be her
brother and try o make her as the white
girl, Benow di Cleash, teaching her what is
evil and what is good.”

OPHAILLE rode away with Gekin Yashi

to the northward, avoiding all trails, hid-
ing as best he could their track arching
the desert with keen eyes for Indian riders he
wished to avoid. As sunset came he turned
to the hogan of a Nopah he could trust. Next
day the black slopes of Nothsis Ahn loomed
on the horizon, Nophaie had opportunity
to study the effect of the government school
upon an Indian girl. Most of what Gekin
shi had learned was good. Some of it
was bad. When she went back to her home
and married, to have children of her own,
she and they must certainly be the better
for her schooling.  Nophuie saw that as a
fact, provided she could return to Indian
ways. o the long run many educated In-
dian girls and boys might change the squalor
and  improvidence  then I\.!.lul.ll to their
clders. It relicved Nophaie (o settle this
question in his mind.  Education, then, for
the Indian was good. The faults in the
system and the terrible wrong to the Indian
girls were due to the individuals who were
in power. The simple-mindad, worshipful
Indian maiden, primitive in her instinets
and L:nsual.unul by any moral law, was
merely prey for beasts of white men. White
rice and red race could not mix, 1f the red
man was inherently noble, a dreamer of the
open, @ lighter of imaginary foes, a warrior
against warrior of another tribe, a creature
not meant for civilization, then the white
man was i step above the Indian in evolu-
tion, past the stage of barbarism, steeped in
a material progress of the world, selfish and
intellectual, more pagan than the Indian,
on the decline to a decadence as inevitable
asnatureitsell. For Nophaie saw clearly that
nature was the
great law., The

&

waited, at lust fix-
ing his guze down
the gradual slope
at a point where
Gekin Yashi must
appear. She came

Cpircflies

By .

i Indian, cven the
1 barbarian, was
| nearer the perfec-
tion for which na-
ture worked so
inscrutably.  The

into sight, a slim, ! individual must
dark figure on a | . 0 o perish that the spe-
gray mustang. No- CurrisTineg Haminron Pitamip i avive:
phaie felt a thrill Wairson

in that moment.
Deep in him old
Indian instincts
survived. He was
the Indian brave
waiting for his In-
dian maiden. "The
desert stretched
there vast and
lonely, Mountain
and mesa, vale and
canon, the long |
ereasewood-dotted
ridges, the innu- [
merable stones, |
and the sundsof the |
wastes, ull seemeid |
to cry voicelessly of

rl_‘l 1 licele ghosts of sunshine
Come back to us at night,

| And Hiv around the garden

! Where they have plaved as lighe, ||

And so these bits of sunlight
Pretend, in phantom play, {
To be the fairics” lanterns e,
These little ghosts of day.

I

I

| N THREE days

| - Nophaie reached
the Pabute camp

under the brow of

Nothsis Ahn, be-

lieving that the few

Indians to whom

They take the shape of fircllics— he had trusted
The fairies know them well;
But the fairies make a promise
That they will never vell!

Gekin Yashi would
Lkeep her secret.
Tt cost him all Lis
sheep to engage
these Pahutes in
Gekin Yashi’s serv-
They could
not leave their
range and go into
| the deep canons for

the glory of Indian
legends of love.

The sun rose, now shining upon Gekin
Yashi’s raven-black hair, upon the face that
was like a dark fower. Two months had
changed Gekin Yashi. And never had he
beheld her in other than the blue gingham
uniform of the government school. She wore
now the velveteen and silver and beads and
buckskin common to her tribe. As she reined
in the little mustang beside Nophaic her
dusky eyes flashed one shy, Mightened yet
wondrously happy glance at him.  Her bosom
heaved. Gekin Yashi could not hide her love,
perhaps did not want to. Nophaic mourned
in his heart his unworthiness and the futility
of his life.

anindetinite period
without being well
paid for i, It was much harder 10 say
good-by to Gekin Yashi,

*Nophaic! Nophaie ! she called as he rode
away.

Her cry pierced his heart, What was it
that he saw in her dusky eyes? Shadow in-
deed of the Indian’s doom ! He rode back to
cheer hier, to speak for once words that he
could not swear were truth, Then he rode
ol again,

S Nophaie ! Her faint ery pealed out over
the sage.

But he did not look back,

(Cuntined in the Februwary Home Fournal)
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NOPHAIE PULLED A
GUN FROM SOME-
WHERE, AND LUNG-
ING AT THE LOCKED
DOOR HE SHOVED
HIS FOOT AGAINST
1T WITH TREMEN-
DOUS FORCE

|
|
1

Ihe Oanishing American

This is the story of the great American desert; of the love of a
cultured girl from the East and a college-hred Tndian who has gone
hack to his people. After he returns to his native element., Nophaie,
the Indian, writes Marian Warner, whom he had met anl loved, 1o
come and help his people.  She goes but finds Nophaic somewhat
changed. He tells her he has no faith: that the religion of the white
man fails and the faith of the Indian has somehow heen lost to him.
Aarian is shocked, She tells him she will bring him hack to the white
man's religion.  Nophaie tells her of her difenlties Lo come from in-
trigues by the government agenls, They agree to meet clandestinely,
1o escape trouble with the suspicious agents. At one of these meet-
ings Marian tells Nophaie of the temptations and dangers that beset
Gekin Yashi, a very pretty Indian girl at the government school.
She tells him that Gekin Yashi loves him. Nophaie plans to take
her away from the school, to save her from the scheming ad un-
scrupulous agents and to hide her with an honorable Tadian family
in a distant caion fastness. On o visit to the trading post e has
an unpleasant encounter with Morgan, about whom Marian has
warned Nophaie. A little later Nophaie gets Gekin Yashi, the Indian
airl, away from the school and takes her to her new home.

X

ROM the hour Nophaic gave up his

sheep to the Pahutes in payment for

their eare of Gekin Yashi he became a
nomad, a wanderer of the sage. With re-
gponsibility removed from his life he was no
longer tied to his lonely npland home—a [aet
that at first seemed gricvous.  But he was
soon Lo discover how his loneliness had been
a kind of selfishness which had kept him
aloof from his people, In the past he had
spent only a small part of his time among the Indians, and
that upon his rides to Kaidal or to Mesa and return. How
flittle had he really helped them compared with what he
might have done! Tooked at now, he found this owing to his

By 7. ANE GREY
Llustrations by Pruett (arter

love of heing alone, of wandering with his sheep in the sage,
of brooding over his strange life; and also to the sensitive-
ness with which he realized that though he could go among
his people, he could not become a part of them.

A few rides from hogan to hogan showed Nophaie that his
status among the Nopahs had undergone a remarkable
change.  Not at onee did he grasp what it was to which he
must attribute this welcome change. At Litenia’s home,
however, the subtle fact came out in the jealousy of Etenia's
danghter; she and all the Nopahs had learned of his abdue-
tion of Gekin Yashi.

Nophaie was much conecerned over this discovery, for it
augured ill for the seelusion of the Little Beauty of the tril
Upon consulting the old Indian he learned that the news
hadd traveled Tar and wide aeross the ranges, Irom rider to
rider, from hogan to hogan, from lip to lip. Soon every
Nopah on the reservation would become acquainted with
the great feat of Nophaie, who had stolen Gekin Yashi from
the reservation.  Nophaie had heen born of chieftains; he
was now a chiel of wisdom and valor, The spirit of the
Nopahs still lived. The glory and the dream were gone, but
there still lived a man of the olden time, a master.

Itenia swore there was not one Indian in all the tribe who
would betray Gekin Yashi. Perhaps some of the sneaking,
erawling Nokis, in fear of Morgan and Blucher, would trail
Gekin Yashi o her hiding place.  But every Nopah gloried

in the deed of Nophaie. He was a hero. All the greater
Indian now because he had used his white man's brain to
save the maiden of proud Do Etin!

“Nophaic will marry Gekin Yashi now,” concluded
Etenia, and all his enmity seemed gone. He honored
Nophaie and feasted him, and had his braves sit round the
hogan fire and sing the beautiful Nopah legends of love and
(_‘.('llll'{lgl‘. =

Nophaie was powerless to correct this impression that har
gone abroad, All Nopahs, and Pahutes, too, took it for
granted that the Little Beauty was destined to be Nophaie's
wife. Allin a day, it seemed, his fame had been transformed.
Every Indian knew Nophaie's story, and all the aloofness
and scorn and distrust engendered by his white education
would be now as if they had never been.

N A WEEK of riding over the country Nophaie had im-

pellingly forced upon him the truth of Etenia’s judgment.
Indian boy, maiden, brave, chiel, medicine man —all revered
him. The Nopahs had been warriors. There still survived
in them worship of the strong, the courageous, the fighter.
The youths of the tribe looked up to him as one whom their
elders held to be a master, one whose greatness would one
day be told to them.

Nophaie rode far to keep his next appointment with
Marian at Mesa, and for the whole hour of their meeting he
talked of the change that had come through his taking Gekin
Yashi away from the power of Morgan. Telling her seemed
to clarify the vague and strange conceptions of what had
happened to him. Then her instant joy was uplifting.

“Nophaie, your great opportunity has come,” she said,
with earnest eves on his. “You can be a power among your
people. But keep seeret that their faith is not yours.”
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“1will, he replied. i just those few words she illumined
the wondering, brooding subjectiveness of his mind. What-
ever he was, opportunity now smiled upon him. He would
Le listened to and followed.

“Now let me talk, for soon I must go,” said Marian. ™ No
one suspects you All they know at the agency is that Gekin

"ashi has disappeared.  Blucher did not care, But Morgan
wits furious. | heard him raving. This will make bad bload
Detween them.  And Do Etin will suffer. | fear for him.
e was summoned 1o the olh wel 1 was there when they
questioned  hime What oo old Indian! e thrilled
me—so calmy, so somber and aloof before those men.  1le
answered every question put to him, yet he seemed not
Lo lie.

“Do you think she ran off 2" demanded Morgan.

oy es ! answered Do Etin,

WL '

“iGekin Yashi's tracks led north off the road to Mesa, and
disappeared in the sands.'

SOOI help us find her, get her back?”!

“fNo.!

“yes, you will!

“ Do Etin will die before he sends Gekin Yashi to you.'

“Why, you impudent heathen !’ shouted Morgan.  1le
drew back to strike Do Etin, but Blucher prevented that.
And Do Etin stalked out. [ have never seen aman look as
Morgan did then."

w3, [ FEAR for Do Etin,” Marian went on, “They will

Jdo him harn. 1 know it After Do Etin left, Morgan
ordered me out of the office. *Get out, you white-faced cat,’
he shouted. And he pushed me out and slammed the door.
I heard him say: ‘Blucher, when we find this Indian hussy
you've got to enforce that rule.  And if Do Etin doesn't
put his thumb mark on my paper it'll go bad for him.  And
you'll get the steam voller! I've put that steam roller over
eleven Tormer agents of this reservation and I'm good for a
full dozen.' Then they quicted down, and 1 could not dis-
tinguish what they said, but they were talking for a long
time. I think you ought to advise Do Etin to move to the
very farthest point on the reservation.”

“He would not go a step,” replied Nophaie.

“Phen indeed T Tear for him, " said Marian, St was the
look of Morgan, the tone of his oiee. The terrible nature of
the man scemed to be unmasked.  Blucher, too, is growing
harder. He is under astrain, | think the war in Furope is
on his mind.”

CIF YOU DON'T MAKE EXAMPLES OF

DO ETIN AND NOPHAIE YOUR AUTHORLTY ON THIS
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Nophaie returned by way of Red Suandy, where at the
trading post he was sturrounded by Nopiths he had never
seen before, and made to realize his importance, The trider
there was buying wool at fifty cents @ pound and conplitin-
ing about the scareity ol it. The ludians did not need
money. They were not making any blunkets Nophaie was
atruck with the evidenee of prosperity amd independence
exhibited by these lowlud Nopadis,  None of their silver
trappings was in pawn to the trader, which was an uu-
paralleled sign ol good tines.

Riding oll across the sand Lo the novthwird with some of
these Dndians, Nophaie covered twenty miles and ore
Lefore he dropped the Tast horseman at his hogan door,
Lverywhere the gray-green Dbenches were spotted with
flocks of sheep and little bands ol mustangs amd eattle. A
cvery hogan the women crowded to the door to peep
out at him, smiling and whispering.

One old squaw elbowed her way out. ™ Nophaic,
Jook at Nadglean Nas Paly)” she said with great
dignity, “who tended your mother at your Lirth.
Nadglean Nas Pali washed your eyes. She lives o
see you Nophaie, the Warrior. Come, feast with us.”

Nophaie stayed there, keen to learn of his mother,
grateful to feel stealing over him a closer touch with
his people. By nightfall, when the feast was served,
the hogan had no room for more Indians. They ate
for hours and sang until late in the night. The occasion
seemed one of honor and joy to these Indians, who delighted
in Nophaic's company. Many adusky eye shone the brighter
for his words. Next morning he rode on his way more im-
pressed than ever before with the prosperity and happiness
of the Nopahs. 1t scemed hie now could reasonably caleulate
that all the twenty thousand Nopahs of the reservation were
on the high tide of well-being. Almost his hopes rose to a
point of believing what Nadglean Nas Pah had said: ** Now
Allis well.”” Only the wise old men like Etenia and Do Etin
sow the future. Most of the simple-minded Indians lived on
in the present, taking their wealth as amatter of their worthi-
ness, eating, sleeping, riding, shepherding the days away,
unmindiul of the handwriting of the white e Jike
shadow on the sage.

Night overtaok Nophaie on the erest of the great heaving
slope that led to the upland country. He haed niude ashort
cut Trom Shibbet T, westward toward Etenia’s range.
s horse was weary.  Nophaice turned it loose in the sage
and e his bed under a thick-branched cedar. For his
meal he ate meat and corn given hinat the st hogan,

RESERVATION WILL ABSOLUTELY CEASE,” DECLARED MORGAN

1
ry

All that was tealy Indian in hine beat in his blosd and

stivred in his soul here in the solitude and the loneliness. He
was nriles from any trail he had ever ridden. Ouly T
Nothsis Ahn could give him his bearings.

Upon reaching the upland pasture under Notl Ahn

the next day, Nophaie herded his horses into Ll aned
drove them out on the Pahute teail. That night he camped
down in the deep caion with the Tamily who lived there,
finding in this remote place that his e L arrvived before
Line Welcome was his in every idian habitation. At sun-
cise e headed his horses up the overliunging colored slop
of carth and rock, out on the cedared Hats, down into thie
monument country where Oljato and the range of his bioy-
Nood ealled with poignant sorvow and regret, amd across the
red and yellow desert to Kaidab.

“Sure Ul buy vour horses,"” said Withers in veply
to Nophaie's query, " What will you take for them 2™

Nophaic hesituted aoinonment, then nanied a figure.

“That's not enough,' replivd Withers, = Pl give
you five more on cach horse. What 1 you take, cash
or trade s

A TOPHATE took part of the deal in new outhit fov
himsell, which included a gun.

“Reckon you're going to do what Blucher told
Wolterson, ‘Ride around,"” said Withers with
lingh. **You can do some riding here for us. ' glad you
ciume. Mrs, Withers was about to send for you.”

Nophaie wondered what the trader’s wile could want
with him, unless for something in connection with Marian.
Also, he was curious Lo see if she had any knowledge of his
rise to fame among the Indians through his tuking Gekin
Vashi from the school. Mrs. Withers was glad to see him
and was eager to hear news of Marian, but she had heard
nothing of Lis abducting Do Etin's daughter.

“ Nophiie, [ would like you to help us here inoalitde job,”
she said presently, Do you know this half-crazy Tndian we
call Shoie?"

Y No," replicd Nophaic.

“AVell, he elaimed o have bewitehed a squaw who died,
And he has told two other squaws that he means to work
his spell upon them. The first one, Nolgoshic, the loping
won, got to thinking about this, and she fell sicks T
i it will Kilher. Dwant you to help e get Shoie to =y
he will remove his spell. Then rvide over 1o Nolgoshic's

(Cuntivued on Puage 163)
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hogan and tell her. The other squaw is the
wife of Beleanth do de Jodie. He is a rich
Nopah and a good man. I'm afraid his wife
will also get to brooding about this spell.”

“I can influence this Shoie,” he replied,
and then briefly related what had happened
in Wolterson’s yard at Mesa, his interview
with Do Etin, his taking Gekin Yashi aw, iy
into hiding, and the strange reaction of his
tribe.

Mrs. Withers grew intenscly animated,
almost excited, and she scemed at the half-
wity point between elation and anxiety.

“So that was it!” she exclaimed. “I've
been wondering about this sudden interest in
you. Well, Nophaie, there is no other s
thing you could have done to establish a
great name for yourself among the Indians.
That will put you high up. S0 in one way it
is good. But it is bad in other ways. They
will get Gekin Yashi. Some of the Nokis will
trail her. If Blucher finds oul your part in
it he will arrest you.  And when they do find
Gekin Yashi, I wonder how Do Ftinwill act.”

Thercupon Nophaie told of Do Etin’sanger
and his stern ultimatum.

“That is very bad,” she said gravely.
“Do tin can’'t keep Gekin Yashi from
going to Morgan’s chapel, once that rule is
put into clfect. You see the Indians are
really prisoners on this reservation. They
have to obey. If they don’t, they will be
forced to. That is bad, Do Etin will never
break his word or give in. It means jail for
him—or worse.”

OPHATIL took some time over the sclec-

tion of hiz outiit, especially the gun, 1le
felt himself a novice in the use of firearms,
and after considerable deliberation he decided
a small weapon he could conceal if desirable,
or carry on his belt, would be best for him.

“Here's your man Shoie,” said Withers,
coming into the post.

Shoie denied that he had cast a spell upon
any squaw. But alter some persuasion he
confessed it, saying these women were pos-
sessed of evil spirits which he wanted to ex-
orcise. Nophauie at length induced him to say
that he would remove the spell

Next day a messenger arrived in Kaidab
with news that Beleanth do de Jodie’s wile
had died. This gave Nophaic a profound
shock. He exerted himself in every possible
way to keep Nolgoshie from finding out. In
vain! IHer own altendants, in spite of advice
and importunity and threats, told her of the
death of the other woman who had been
under Shoic's evil spell.

Nolgoshie fell back into the panic of su-
perstitious fears. Nophaie besought her with
all the eloquence and persuasion he could
command. She only grew worse. Then he
galloped off in search of Shoie. At last he
found him, on the very moment bragging
he had put back the spell upon Beleanth do
de Jodie's wile, and in-
tended to do the same for
Nolgoshie.

“Come back withme,”
demanded Nophaie, “so
that Nolgoshie may hear
from your own lips the
spell is broken.” Ile¢
forced the frightened In-
dian to ride with him to
the hogan of Nolgoshic.
But they arrived too late
to lend any light to that
darkened brain. Nol-
goshic was raving.

Nophaie drove Shoie
off with a threat to kill
him if ever again he
claimed to cast a spell of
witcheraft on an Indian. Upon Nophaic's
return to Kaidab with the news Mrs. Withers
expressed sorrow, but not surprise.

“T knew just that would happen,
added. “Nolgoshie will die.”

And next day came the messenger with
news of her death and that none of the
Indians would bury her. Nophaic took this
duty upon himself. 5

ORGAN put some letters in a drawer
of his desk and locked it His office was
not an austere room by any means. Color
and comfort were exceedingly in evidence.

" she

There was a significant absence of anything
of Indian design. This study had two other
doors, one opening into his living room, the
other out upon a back porch.

His first visitor that morning was Jay
Smith. Ieavy-hooted, lazy-striding, he en-
tered familiarly without removing sombrera
or stopping his smoking, and his bold face
wore i mask of a smile,  Tlis dusty garh
atlested to recent travel.

“Howdy, Morgan,” he said. “I got back
last night.  IHaven’t seen Blucher yel.
Reckon I wanted to see yvou first.”

“Did you fnd out anything?” queried
Morgan.

“Wal, yes an’ no,” returned Smith. 1
can't prove what Blucher wants.  Them
Pahutes are sure close-mouthed, But yve
a hunch the Carlisle Injun Nophay had a
ot to do with Gekin Yashi's disappearance.”

n

O TLAD I that hunch,” retorted the mis-

sionary darkly.  “ Blucher didn’t want
to send you.  He doesn't care, now the girl
has been brought back. But I care. And |
want examples to be made of Do IStin and
whoever rode off with Gekin Yashi.”

“Reckon you'll never prove anthin® on
cither Do Etin or Nophay,” said Smith
deyly. “You'll just have to frame them.”

“ Jay Smith, T don’t like your talk.”

“Wal, i you don’t like it you can lump it,”
drawled the other. T told you I was ready
to work for your interests in the dark. An’
so 1 am. But don’t call spades hearts to
me. 've been ten years rustlin’ round this
reservation.”

Morgan’s pale eyes studied the blunt,
nonchalant  Smith  with that pencteating
somber gaze of a shrewd man who trusted
no one,  “Very well,  We'll call spades
spacdes,” replied Morgan succinetly. =T need
you, and you want to replace Wolterson.
I'll see that Blucher puts the steam roller
over him. And T'll pay you besides.”

“Ahuh! Wal, we understand cach other.
An’ is my hunch about Blucher correct?”

“What is that?”

“Wal, you wasn't particular clear, but |
sort of got an idee you wanted more on
Blucher, so you could steam roll him when
it suited you.”

Morgan deliberated. The way his hand
closed tight betrayed his realization that he
was dealing with a shrewd, unscrupulous
man whom he must hind and hold, ** You're
no fool, Jay Smith. That’s why 1 want to
keep you here at Mesa. Now tell me why
you believe this Carlisle Indian had some-
thig to do with Gekin Yashi's disappear-
ance?”

“\ Al the day uflu she was lost [ Tl!tlt
across the mesa,” rejoined Smith,
found where Gekin \: hi had rode off l]n:
trail. An’ 1 scarched round till T saw moc-
casin tracks in the sand,
an’ hoss tracks. 'vebeen
a hoss-tracker all my
days, an’ there wasn't a
wrangler in my country
who could beat me. 1 jest
got down on my knees
an’ made a picture in my
mind of llmu maoccasin
tracks an’ hoss tracks.
Then [ measured them
I trailed them tracks all
day, till seen they were
goin’ straight north.

Then T came back.”

“Well, go on,” said
Morgan impatiently.
“The Nokis did as well
as that.”

“Sure. But it took them long to find out
what 1 knew right off —that they'd lose the
trail when they came to the sage and the
flat-rock country up towards Nothsis Aln.”

“Yes, but if the Nokis lost that trail, how
did they eventually find Gekin Yashiz”

“Wal, T found that out this trip. Your
Nokis didn’t (ind Gekin Yashi, The Pahutes
who had her brought her to the camp of the
Nokis.”

“Humph! Pahutes? This is queer.
these Pahutes afraid?”

Were

{Continued on Page 16.4)
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“Not of you or Blucher,” replied Smith
with a sardonic grin.  “It came about this
way: There's a half-nutty Nopah named
Shoie. TTe's a spellbinder.  ITe heard about
these Pahutes having Gekin Yashi hid decp
in the cafions. O course all the Nopahs

knew that. Wal, this nutty Injun sends word
by a Pahute that he had put his spell upon
Gekin Yashi to kill her. He'd already killed
The Pa-

two Nopah women with his spell.
hutes are more superstitious than
the Nopahs. They fetched Gekin
Vashi out 1o the Nokis who were
huntin’ her.”

CSWell!1” ejaculated  Morgan.
“And how do you conneet the
Carlisle graduate with this?”

“Wal, that's the funny part,
hard to prove to anvhody but my-
self,” responded Smith, scratch-
ing his head. “While T was up
in that country I found out where
Nophay had Tived an’ huried his
relation. Sureit's a wild country.
But T rode across it, an’” T finally
found Nophay's hogan. Iscarched
around for hoss (racks and
moceasin tracks like them T
had pictured in my mind.
An’ I found them, plain as
print. Ifound clean-cut moc-
casin tracks on the grave of
Nophay's relation. 1 recog-
nized that track. An’on the
way down here T asked s
a Nopah who buried No-
phay’s relation an’ he oF
said Nophay. Now, Mor-
ean, that's my hunch. It doesn’t prove any-
thin’, except to me. T know who stole Gekin
Yashi away.”

SPPMINT'S proof enough for me,” returned

Morgan somberly.  “Smith, you're a
sharp fellow. Ididn’t appreciate you. We'll
get along. Now, don’t tell Blucher this
about the Carlisle Indian. Go now and do
Blucher’s bidding.  Keep your eyes and cars
open. And see me often.”

Morgan then wended his observant way
up the shady avenue of tall poplars toward
the acent's oflice. Morzan was light-footed.
e stepped softly, though not from any
instinct like the Indians. Manifold indecd
were the intricacies of his habit of life. As
he mounted the high porch steps he heard
voices. IFriel and the Warner girl! Morgan
pauged Lo listen.

“Let me alone,” wearily protested the girl,

The sound of scraping chair on the floor
followed, then swift soft steps, and a man's
voice, with a quick note, rather hoarse.
“Marian, I can’t let vou alone. Don’t you
know when a man loves you?”

“No, 1 don't, il the man’s you,” de-
clared Miss Warner. “1 don’t want to know,
Mr. Friel, I've long despaired of your show-
ing any instinets of a gentleman, but 1
didn’t—TI didn’t think you would attack
me.”

“Nonsense. T only wanted to kiss you.”

“Your intrusion, vour words are an in-
sult,” returned the girl with spirvit.  “And
your—your trying to hold me is worse.”

“Didn’t 1 ask you to marry me?” he
said banteringly.

“Yes, and your proposal had not the ring
of sincerity.  Fven il it had T would have
refused you. 1 tell you once more: Nol 1
don’t care for vou; [ couldn’t care for you.”

“But I can make you care,” he responded.

“Ar. Friel, T wonder you can be such
a—a fool,” retorted Miss Warner in anger.
“Do you imagine me to be one of these
simple-minded Indian girls?”

“T think you're adorable,” he returned,
“and ' make vou pay for calling me a
fool. OF course I am—to he so crazy over
you. Come here, golden hair.”

“Oh! you—you ——"" burst out the girl.

ORGAN strode to the door and entered,
IFriel was trying to enfold Miss Warner
in his arms and she was thrusting him back.
“Ilah!  Excuse me, yvoung folks” said
Morgan with severe levity. “Am T inter-
rupting a love scene?”
“You are not,” cried Miss Warner hotly,
now jerking free of Fricl.  Her face was

red. ITer dark blue eyes blazed. Ier hosom
heaved. IFor the first time Morgan thought
this blond girl handsome. Only dark women
appealed to him.

“So ho? " he ejaculated with pretension of
surprise. “What was it Tinterrupted then? "

“Mr. Morgan, vou can judge for yourself,”
replied the girl, with trembling hands at her
disheveled hair. “This man sneaks in here
while Mr. Blucher is out. T despise him. 1
think he's the cheapest, most of-
fensive cad I ever saw. I'm not
in the least afraid of him. Idon’t
run to get out of his way. But I
will not stand his—his d

“Atlacks, I suppose youmean,”
interposed Morgan as the girl
paused breathless and at loss for
a word.

RIEL confronted Morgan in

suppressed agitation. He was
a {all man, not yet beyond middle
age, thin and nervous, with lean
face of pale, wolfish cast.

“See here, Morgan, you're
quick to grasp at things, aren’t
yvou? " he rasped out sneeringly.
“You sneaked in here yvourself.”

“Miss Warner, this is serious,
but I acquit you of blame,” said
Morgan, paying no attention to
the iratle Iriel. “Where is Blu-
cher? "

“Ile went 1o the dormitory to consult
Miss Herron.™ ’

“Please go for him. Don’t mention this
unfortunate—afiair. Leave that to me. 171l
see you are not attacked again.”

When Miss Warner had gone Friel fell
into a fury. Finally he gave Morgan one
comprehensive glance, keen and malignant
and somchow impotent. Then his whole
demeanor changed.  Manifestly he had been
surprised by Morgan in the expression of
amatory advances he did not deem criminal,
and next he had fallen prey to perfectly
natural wrath. But now he had suddenly
lost his excessive irritation, his impulsive and
explosive fury.

“Iriel,” said Morgan, “I've been your
friecnd here. I've kept vou here on the
reservation.  Your behavior is not becom-
ing.  And vour ranting at me did not sound
like music to my cars. I might call an inves-
tigation.”

“You might,” returned Friel sarcasti-
cally; “which means vou won’t just so long
as I stand hand and glove with you?”

“Preciscly. You remember that little ir-
regularity of yours concerning the testi-
monials—the thumb prints of Indians who
didn’t know they were signing away their
land and water rights for land you now have
a patent to?”

“Yes, T remember; and most decidedly
I remember the idea did not originate wholly
in my brain.”

“That you cannot prove,” replied Morgan
tersely. “So I think you'll be wise to stand
on my side of the fence. Here comes Blu-
cher. Not a word of this.”

ORGAN locked the door of Blucher's

private office. He did not need more
than sight of the agent’s face to sce that the
German's twist of mind was at work.

Blucher was stocky of build, light-
complexioned, broad of face, with a look of
intolerance,

“What's the trouble?” asked Morgan,
and it was certain he lowered his voice.

Blucher’s gray-blue eves dilated and sud-
denly appeared to gleam dancingly with lit-
tle arrows of flame. “What's your trouble?”
he queried with a laugh. “You’re stewed up,
same as I am.”

“Don’t talk so loud,” replied Morgan
with a significant look and motion at the
door of Miss Warner's room. “I don't trust
that girl. My Noki says he saw her at the
Castle Rocks talking to our Carlisle Indian.
If it's true I can sece through a good deal.
But I'm not so sure of that. The Noki
wasn't close to them. But we're cautious
now."”

“Suppose it was true? " asked Blucher, in-
terested.

{Continued on Page 167)
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“Tt was that educated Nopah who stole
Gekin Yashi from the school.”

Blucher vibrated to that. * Who told you?
How do you know? What A

“ Never mind how I get my facts. I know.
That’s enough.”

“But what you know doesn't satisly me,”
returned Blucher testily. “I like Miss
Warner. She’s a fine girl. 1 can’t sce one
fault in her. What’s more, she’s a great help
to me. I'd miss her.”

“I'm not suggesting you give her a ride on
my steam roller,” rejoined Morgan.  *If
she’s valuable get all you
can out of her—until we
know for sure, and mean-
while be cautious.”

“How're we going to
know for sure? We've
read some of her letters.
But they didn't prove
anything to me. I think
you're overcautious.”

“ Not me, Those letters
of hers gave me an idea.
She lived in Philadelphia
and spent her summers at
the seashore. She wrote
of seeing baseball games
there. Now I've learned
that our Carlisle graduate
was one of the most [a-
mous athletes the Bastern
colleges ever developed.”

“That Indian?”

£ IS, that Indian,”

rejoined Morgan.
“I'm not likely to forget
the sample he gave us of
his education. That No-
pah has brains. Well, I'm wondering if Miss
Warner might have known him in the Fast.
I'll write to my Philadelphia friend and ask
him for more information, especially if this
Carlisle Nopah played baseball at the sea-
shore.”

“Why not cut straight to the heart of
a problem?” queried Blucher impatiently.
“You work in the dark.”

“It’s never wise to show your hand.”

“Let’s not waste opportunity. T'll have
Miss Warner in here,” replied Blucher.

The missionary raised a warning hand,
restraining the agent. “Wail a moment.”
Morgan’s pale-cast thought grew more in-
tense. “All right. Fetch her in. But let me
question her. Tl take a chance.”

Blucher, unlocking the door, opened it and
called: “Miss Warner, please step here.”

She came in, quict, composed, but a keen
eye could have detected a slight constriction
of her throat, a glistening dilation of the
pupils of her blue eyes.

Morgan assuredly saw the slight signs of
agitation. He fixed his cold, icy gaze upon
her face. ““MMiss Warner, you deny you're a
friend of the Carlisle graduate Nophaie, that
you meet him secretly?”

The girl's golden tan seemed to recede,
leaving a clear pallor on cheek and brow. A
quick breath escaped her. Then she Hushed
dark red, her eyes bluzed as they had blazed
at Friel, her head went up with dauntless
spirit.  “Mr. Morgan, am I to understand
that T am a hireling to whom you are priv-
ileged to put such personal questions? ™ she
flashed at him in counter query.

Morgan made a slight motion of his hand,
as if for Blucher to dismiss her. Manifestly
he had been answered to his satisfaction.

“Do you deny?” interposed Blucher.

“1 would not deny any implication what-
ever made by Mr. Morgan,” returned the
girl loftily.

“Very well. That will do,” said Blucher,
waving her to the door, which he closed and
locked after her.

ORGAN signed him to draw a chair

closer, and he whispered:  **It’s more
than 1 suspected. Your doll-face is a deep,
clever woman. Shemeets the Indian. Maybe
she’s in love with him. Absolutely she’s not
what she seems.”

The agent stroked his chin and gazed with
abject wonder and disgust at Morgan.
“Morgan, you look for rottenness in every
man and woman Dbecause your mind is

rotten,” he said. I don’t believe what you
think about her.”

Morgan's stout body jerked a little, as
with the propelling of blood in sudden anger,
and the lowering cold shadow of his eyes
might have been thought provoking to a less
stolid man than Blucher. T usually find
what I look for,” he rejoined. “ Let’s drop
Miss Warner for the present.  Iow about
the Wolterson case? "

The agent unlocked his desk and produced
letters and papers.  “Wolterson s about
ready for your steam roller,” said Blucher
grimly. “All my reports
havegone through. Here’s
a copy of a letter to Wol-
terson from Commissioner
Salisbury, Department of
the Interior at Washing-
ton.”

LUCHER spread a

paper covered  with
handwriting in lead pen-
cil and read:

“ Ropert WOLTERSON,

Esq.,
TPhrough Superintendent
Aesa Dndian School

“Sir: Reports indicate
thitt your services as stock-
man are not satisfactory;
that you luck energy and
initiative; that you buoast
you can make aliving with-
vul work; that you are
wholly inaltentive Lo your
duties and have no interest
in the welfare of the Serv-
ice; that you spend your
time in idlencss, loaling
around  your quarters, at
different teaders' stores, or taking pleasure trips;
that you almost invariably remain i bed alter
the other employes are at their work; that you
have neglected the agency stallions which were
in your care to such extent that one of them
died: and that through your negligence a young
heifer recently died.

“You will De given ten days from the reecipt
of this letter to show cause, il any, why you
should not be transferred or dismissed from the
Service.  Your reply should Dbe submitted
through the Superintendent within the time
specitied. Respectiully,

SOTTO SALISBURY.

“Ilumph ! ¢jaculated Morgan, *“That's
not much of a charge against Wolterson,
What was his reply through you?”

“It's too long to read. ‘Take this copy
with you. One thing sure—Wollerson
makes a strong case and just about proves it
More than that, he has bobbed up with
influential friends in Texas, one of them a
senator.  The best we can expect is that
Wolterson will be transferred to some other
puint on the reservation.”

84 much for him,”” mused Morgan, with
deep gaze into space, * Before we get on o
the Do Etin case lets thresh out this matter
of the Indian young men being permitted Lo
get into the girls’ dormitory at night.”

“Isn’t that my affair?” inquired Blucher.
“Are you superintendent of this school and
rescrvations”

Morgan’s reply wus neither negative nor
affirmative. It was a silent study of the
face of the agent.

“1 got the truth of it slowly began
Blucher.

“PROM what source?  Miss Herron told
me all she knew before you heard of
the goings-on.”

“You think she told you ull,” retorted
Blucher with malice. *As a matter of fact
she lied. I believe she had something to do
with those Indiun youths stealing into the
dormitory.”

It was Morgan's turn to show amaze and
skepticism.  “Miss Herron has the respon-
sible duty of looking after the moral wellare
of the girl students,” he declared.

“Bah! Morgan, can’t you call things by
their proper names, at least o me?” queriedl
Blucher.  “What you mean is that this
particular matron was put in her job by you.
Therelore she is responsible to you. Respon
sible to you, yes, for the moral wellare of

(Continued on Page 163)
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these Tndian girls, and for accurate record of
what goes on, so that you could be kept
posted.”

Morean made a gesture which seemed to
intimate that Blucher's talk was Sanserit (o
him.  “Blucher, what you think of me and
what I think of you are not the issues at
present. By and by we are going to clash.
But just now we've serious business thad
necessitates unity.”

“Yes, I know,” grunted Blucher, “and 1
hate to get down Lo it

“O vou don’t make examples of Do Flin
and Nophaie your authority on this resery
tion will absolutely ceage,”™ declared Morgan
impressively.

Blucher's face sef like that of a hulldog.
ST make him consgent to that rule or "

“You'lll never make him do anything,”
interrupted Morgan. **You don’t know In
dinns. Do Etin will keep his word.”

“ Do Etin has bucked me,” Blucher de-
clared.  “He has opposed me. e will make
me look weak to all the Tndians. But how
to make an example of him- unless ——"

Morgan leaned forward to whisper tensely,
“Unless!  You have it.  Send Rhur, the
policeman, Glendon and Naylor at night to
arrest Do Ftin. But they are not to arrest
him.  They will return with news o you.
Do Etin reluzed to consent to the new rule
of the Government. e resisted arrest. e
fought., e was shot.”

“For onee we agree,” whispered Blucher
in reply. s set face had grown pal
“And how about the Carlisle graduate?”

WITFTLY Morgan snapped his fingers, hul
the lifted hand shook before Blucher's
strained waze. *That educated Indian is the
most dangerous man, red or white, on this
reservation,” hissed Morgan.

“Then it's settled,” replied Blucher,

“Send vour men after Do Etin tonight,”
added Morgan,

“Yes; the sooner the better.  And that
compulsory rule goes into effect right now.”

Morgan hurried across the wide avenue
toward his house. e strode as a4 man who
would he dangerous {o mecel on a narrow
footway. Apparently all he saw was the
hard-packed sand upon which he trod.

In his study sat the Indian whom he had
expected, a Noki, a <lim, tall, very dark man
with straight black hair and eves of picreing
sharpness.  This Indian’s Tatest service to
Morgan had been the hringing hack of
Gekin Yashi, Long had he been the white
man's spy and tool of craft.

Morgan gripped his arm and dragged him
to the couch, there to force him down and
loom masterfully over him.
Moistening his lips Morgan
hegan in hoarse whisper of
singular potency: * Noki,
tonight vou pay vour full
debt 1o the white man. Go
to Do Ftin's hogan.  Be
there just at dark. Let the
Indians see vou, but nol
the while men who come.
Wateh these white men go
into Do Etin's hogzan, Steal
close and listen to what
they say. Trust to the
darkness.  Listen to that
council. Remember every

encrgized by rugged vitality; his features
were a record of the desert.

“Ar, Morgan, the Nokis down at Copen-
washie are raisin’ Cain with me,” he began.

“Yes? What for?”

“It’s a dry season. All but two of the
springs have failed. The Nokis haven't
enongh water for their alfalfa,  Friel gets the
water first for his land, That's what the
Nokisare sore about. An' 1'm sayin’ they've
ol reason.”

“Why do you come to me? 1 do not deal
with the Indians’ water rights.”

“Wal, Fricl's deals are most with their
water rights,” replied the farmer Dluntly,
“Now my stand is this. The Nokis are in-
dustrious farmers. They've worked hard on
that alfalfa. An' Tdon’t want to see it burn
up.  Friel said what he did was none of my
business. 1 want the Indians to have more
of the water that belongs to them.”

“Belongs to them? IMow do you figure
that?"

“The Nokis were here before either the
Nopahs or the whites.”

”’I"Il.\'l"s nothing. The water helongs to
the Government.  And Mr. Friel has
a patent on Jand and water from the Gov-
ernment. I couldn’t do anything, even i 1
wanted to,”

“Iriel has no horses suffering for hay or
water, He sells his hay, The Indians need
good hay and plenty of water, They can't
send their horses out into the desert to live
on soapweed and greasewood.

“These Nokis are freighters. They freight
supplies  from Flagerstown. That’s how
they carn their living. They're not gettin’
a square deal.”

“(o to Blucher,” replied Morgan,

“T just left him,” returned the farmer.
“1le wasn't interested, sent me to you. I
reckon e was upset by his men havin® to
Lill an Indian last night.”

“That so? [ hadn't heard,” rejoined
Morgan, with no especial interest. TTe might
not have been aware of the gray desert eyes
bent upon him,

“WWal, it was owin’ to some new rulin’ or
other Blucher ordered,” went on the farmer.
“Do Ftin refused to obey, as T heard the
story. When Rhurwith hisdeputies, Glendon
an’ Naylor, tried to arrest Do Etin he fought,
an’ they had to kill him.”

“hat was unfortunate,” said Aorgan,
gravely shaking his head.  “But Indians
must learn to obey.”

“Mr. Morgan, would you he good enough
to have Iriel ease up on the water?” asked
the farmer carnestly. “Te’s usin’ more than
he needs. An” we haven't
had a lot of rain at Copen-
washie.”

“No. Such a request
from me would imply that
I shared your opinion as to
Mr, Triel's wastefulness,
which I don’t.”

“Ah-huh!” ejaculated
the government man, and
abruptly turned on his heel.
His heavy boots thumped
on the porch. Then he was
Tone.

N THF course of that

word you hear. And watch,
see every move., When the
white men go away vou hurry back to me.”

For a long time after the Indian had left,
Morgan sat motionless in his study, locked
in thought. his brow a congested mass of
furrows. What bound him there was a habit
of mind, a recourse to invention to meet
every possible future angle, Lo fortify against
the unexpected, to hide the machinations of
a master strategist, to satisfy a monstrous
egotism.  No still small volce picreed his
conscience.

At last he arose, muttering hall aloud:
“That for sure puts the steam roller over
Blucher. But it's not enough.”

X

N]-lX'P' maorning, while al hreakfast, Mor-
gan had a caller, the old man who had
been the government farmer at Mesa for
vears, His short, wedge-shaped ligure seemed

day Morgan heard many
versions of the killing of Do
Iitin. e read Blucher's hrief statement to
the officials at Washington; he asked for the
distressed Miss Warner's knowledge of it; he
heard Rhur tell how it had happened, and
also Glendon.

1le showed grave concern as he met the
stockman Wolterson and asked what he had
heard about it. Al stories were substan-
tially the same, precisely what the school
policeman and his deputies had reported
first to the superintendent and later told to
other government employes. There was no
excitement nor any particular comment.
The death of an Indian was nothing. But
when Morgan asked Jay Smith what he had
heard, Smith added a few trenchant words
of his own to the reiterated story: “Wal,
that’s what they say!”

(Continned on Page 169)
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spy in his study, the windows and blinds of  she breathed  almost inaudibly.

which were closed.  And peering down into
the dark, inscrutable face of this Noki who
hated Nopahs, Morgan heard a long story,
told with all the singular detail of an Indian’s
subtle and faithiul observance, a story
strangely and vastly different from all the
others concerning Do Etin’s tragic death,

The Noki peeping into the Imban hae seen
Do Etin rise to his feet and
extend his hands in the grect-
ing of hospitality.

“White men are welcome in
Do Etin’s hogan,” he said in
Nopah.

Rhur advanced first into the
circle of firelight, then Glendon
and Naylor.

“Lowdy, Do Etin; shake
hands,” said Rhur in the white
man’s tongue.

With dignity and [riendli-
ness the Tndian extended his
hand.

Rhur grasped the Indian’s
hand and suddenly pulled with
all his might.  *Now, rough-house him—
quick ! hecalled low and hard to hisfollowers,

UT Do Etin wrenched loose,  With pow-

erful heave he fung Rhur across the
hogan against the wall,  Glendon and Naylor
then grappled with Do Etin.  They wrestled
with him and in the struggle kicked over the
cooking utensils and sent the firebrands scat-
tering. Do Etin only strove to free himsell.
This the two men helped him to do, one
with a blow, the other with ashove. Do Etin
staggered back and half turned. Then out of
the gloom beyond the fire circle Rhur shot,
once, twice, three times. The heavy reports
boomed in the confined space of the hogan.
Do Etin swayed and fell without a word.

“Has he croaked 27 queried Rhur hoarsely.
“See! Hurry ! Oneol youmuss up the place.”

Glendon knelt beside the still figure while
Naylor kicked utensils around, scattered the
fire and food supplies. The hogan flled with
smoke, The light grew dim.  The fgures
appeared shadowy,

“Sure. He's dead,” whispered Glendon.,

“Come; beat i replied Rhur.

They lifted the blanket before the door
and filed out.

It was again night, and onc of those nights
sel for the Indian girls sclected by Morgan
to come to his chapel to hear him preach. e
harangued at them for an hour; then he
dismissed them, but at the door he drew one
Indian girl bac k.

kin Yashi, you stay,” he said as he
held her. “I want to see you alone,

The Indian maiden’s face was pale and
agitated, yet beautiful with its contour, its
great dusky eyes, its red lips, She was trem-
bling as Morgan led her back from the door.
Suddenly he pushed her into a seat and
towered over her, obsessed with his fanati-
cism.

“Gekin Yashi, do you know your futher is
dead?’” he usked in harsh, sharp voice.

“Oh—no, sir,” the girl Laltered, sinking
back.

“He is. He was killed last night, killed
because he fought the white men who went
to arrest him. He would not obey.”

ORGAN paused. Gekin Yashi's sweet
and youthful face slowly changed,
quivered with tears streaming [rom her
tragic eyes and set in a strange, dull expres-
sion of fear, bewilderment and misery. Then
her dark head drooped.

“You ran off to the Pahutes,” he went on.
“Who took you?"”

Gekin Yashi made no answer.

“It was Nophaic. He will be shot the
same as your father unless you mn[cs.-:.
";pL.LL' |J|r| Nophaie .llu,}nu away ?

“Yes,” she whispered.  But Gekin Yashi
has not sinned.  She {s like the white girl,
Benow di Cleash.”

Then the missionary  thundered at her.
“Yes, vou have sinned. But L will save you.
Love me, the white man. Promize o do
what I tell you.”

The Indian girl lifted her face, and then
her little brown hands that fluttered like

Yashi-—will =love—you.”
XU
ARTAN, while waiting for the dismissal
she expected every day, worked on as
il no untowird thing had happened.  But in
reality nothing was left for her save a morbid
curiosity in the alfuirs of this government
school and her faithiul, stub-
born, unquenchable desire to
help the Indians,

No more did Marian ride
oul to Castle Rocks. No more
didd she have the thrill and joy
ol meeting Nophade,

Neither he nor she had any
proof that his life was in dan-
wer, but they suspected it and
they  knew his liberty  was
threatencd.

Nophaic had intrusted one
letter to Withers and another
to i Nopah sheepherder, both
of whom delivered these mis-
sives through Wolterson.

A note of despair and of love rang through
Nophaie's wild words, troubling her soul,
yet somehow inexpressibly sweet,  Separa-
tion muade him desperate. He needed her.
And Marian, in her growing poignancy,
longed o go to him, o be his wife,  She
would have lived in a hogan, Yet even in
her longing she realized the nobility of the
Indian and his attitude toward her.  Infinite
respect for Nophaie had added to her love.
e was o man. How passionately  she
Burned to prove to the world what an Indian
could be! Somehow she would prove that,
if not by her own modest pen, then by the
power of sameone Lo whom she could tell her
story. Nophaie, the same as she, was wait-
ing for developments, perhaps for the hour
of her dismissal.  Meanwhile his entreaty
was for her to hold on and keep her courage,
andl do what good she could in her own way.
Wit sustained Marian most of all was the
cry of his heart for her.

Between her and Gekin Yashi had come a
strange, cold, somber shadow, like that in
the littde beauty’s dusky eyes. Marian
refused credence to the fears her intelligence
prompled.  Circumstances had altered her
opportunities to be with Gekin Yashi, These
came now  but oseldom,  Miss  Herron's
cnmity was open and scarcely possible to
combat. The matron was all-powerful in the
school.  Morcover, Gekin Yashi no longer
received Markn with shy, sweet gladne
The Indian maiden had aged. She listened,
but did not respond. She seldom raised her
cyes. Only rarely did Marian penetrate her
FCsCTVe,

S WINTER approached, and the war in
Furope extended its claws farther and
farther over the world, and especially to-
wards the United States, Blucher indubitably
leaned nmore o an obscssion of the rights of
Germany.  Marian typed many of his letters,
and she noticed that he let slip the mental
note of lesser things, e could scareely put
his mind on the tasks belore him on the
reservation, let alone solve their problems.
Thus he grew lax in caution, at least as far as
Marian was concerned.  Nor was he guarded
in speech with anyone.

Meanwhile Marian's obscrvations  and
convictions grew with the passing of time,
How much she would have to tell Nophaic
upon their next meeting! Morgan and his
Tollowe d things in an underhanded way,
which kept at white heat a feeling of bitter-
ness among government employes, Morgan
was o master in this Machiavellian game of
politics. e had been seen repeatedly on the
sehool niclds and at the school stabiles, and in
other isolated pla talking carnestly to

cnemies of Blucher. AMost signilicant of all

wits the singular Tact that letters written to
Washington were not only never answered
Lt never received by the ofiicials o whom
they were wildressed.

Vet keen as was Marian’s curiosity she
avoided some things thut would have been
cusy Lo see, as she avoided listening to the

3,
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older Tndian girls when they tried to tell her
about the matron and Morgan. On the
other hand there were incidents she did not
care to see, yet could not help sceing. Mor-
gan often reported the ehildren to the matron
with instructions that they be punished.
Marian had seen several instances of Miss
Tlerron’s punishments.  She campelled chil-
dren to bend forward, hands touching the
floor, or to stand erect, with hands lifted
high, for as many minutes as they could
endure it.  Not unusual was it for a girl to
faint under this punishment. One day some
Indian boys ran across the porch of Blu-
cher's house. Marian saw the agent run out,
catch one of them, knock him down, and
kick him after he was down. The little
fellow did not rise very readily.

Marian grew brooding and nervous and
was troubled by strange portents impossible
to define. She felt that something was about
to happen.

And one morning when Miss Herron, her
hard face pale and agitated, came running
into the room where Marian was working,
she felt a shock.  Her intuition had prompted
her aright.

1115 matron ran into Blucher’s office, the
door of which was open. “Where's Mor-
gan,” she asked shrilly. “I can’t find him.”
“What's wrong?" queried Blucher, with
a frown of annovance at this intrusion or at
the disruption of his thought.

“That Carligle Indian forced himself into
the schoolroom,” cried Miss ITerron, ““He
scared me out of —my wits. Ile's dragged
Gekin Yashi into the hall, where he's talking
to her. I heard Morgan's name; then I ran
out—over to his house—to tell him. Oh,
that Indian looked terrible.”

“Nophaie!” cjaculated Blucher. Mani-
festly that Indian name conjured up swift
and  bewildering  idens. Blucher looked
mightily concerned.  When Miss Herron
started to run out he detained her. “You
stay right here—and keep your mouth shut.”
Then he grasped at the telephone.

The shock to Marian had kept her stand-
ing just where she had been when Miss IHer-
ron entered. Shullling soft
footsteps that she recog-
nized as Morgan's gave her
another shock. Then he
entered. Certain it was he
did not know of the pres-
ence of Nophaie.  But his
glance at Marian,and then
sight of Miss Herron in the
next room told him some-
thing was amiss.

“What—why are you
here?” he demanded, en-
tering the office.

“Shut up,” interrupted
Blucher. *Morgan, your
Carlisle Indian is here—
with Gekin Yashi. Hello!
. . . Yes, this is Blu-
cher. . . Where's
Rhur? . . Not there?

.. Where is he?

. . Find him quick.”

LUCIHER slammed

down the receiver of
the telephone and glared
at Morgan. Marian could
only partly see Morgan's
face, and what she saw was
pale.

“Morgan, that Indian is
with Gekin Yashi now,”
said the agent hoarsely.
“Your [riend Ierron here
heard him speak your
name."”

“What's it mean?”
Morgan blurted out.

“1 don't know, but T wouldn't be in your
boots for a million,” replied Blucher sur-
donically. “Have you got a gun?”

“Lock the door,” shouted Morgan, wheel-
ing. Ie banged it hard, and Marian heard
the key turn.

Marian had a glimpse of his face as he
shut the door and somehow sight of it roused
her. She peered through the open door, out
into the yard, toward the dormitory. A tall
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Indian was running fleetly toward the office.
Marian thrilled to her depths. Had she not
seen that magnificent stride? This Indian
was Nophaie, running as she had seen him
many a time, running with the incomparable
swiffness that had made him famous on all
the Iiastern college fields. Before she could
draw another breath he had reached the
porch steps to mount them in one panther-
ish bound. 1lis moceasined feet padded on
the foor. Then he flashed in upon her,
comehow terrible. A soiled handkerchief,
folded narrow and spotted with blood now
dry, circled his brow and black hair.  His
eyes seemed to pierce Marian.

“1 saw Morgan come in,” he said. *“Is he
there, with Blucher?”

“0h, yes,” gasped Marian.
locked in—you mustn’t—oh!”

“Theyv're

OPHAIE pulled a gun from somewhere,

and lunging at the locked door he shoved
his foot against itwith tremendous force. The
lock broke. The door swung in. Nophaie
bounded across the threshold.

Marian, suddenly galvanized into action,
ran after him. Miss Herron lay on the floor
in a faint. Blucher sat back in his chair,
mouth agape, eves wide. Amaze had begun
{o give way to fear. Morgan was ghastly.

Nophaie, with his right hand, held the gun
low. It was cocked, and it had an almost
imperceptiblequiver. Withleft hand Nophaie
sigmificantly touched the bloody bandage
round his head.

“Do Ftin’s murderers did not give me
that,” said Nophaie. “They came three
times to find me. But they failed. It was
vour Noki who ambushed my trail and shot
me. I have his confession.”

Neither of the accused could utter a word.
The Indian's menace was unmistakable, as
inevitable as it was terrible.

“Morgan, I thought well to get Gekin
YVashi’s confession also, so I can kill you
without the compunction white education
fostered in me.”

Morgan gasped and sagged against the
wall,  Blucher, livid and fearful, began to
stammer incoherently.

Marian felt a tremen-
dous sensation in her
breast. It seemed to lift

75 her. It passed, and she
o found herself burning deep
— within, suddenly un-

clamped from that icy ter-
ror.

“T am going to kill you
both,” said Nophaie.

With that Marian shut
the door behind her. Then
she got between Nophaie
and the men, facing them.
She realized what she had
to do and was equal to it.

“Keep quiet,” she or-
dered.

A

Ly

HEELING to No-

phaie she went closer
to him, with one hand
going to his shoulder, the
other forcing down the lev-
eled gun. “You must not
kill these men.”

“Why not? Blucher had
his men murder Do Etin,
Morgan has murdered
Gekin Yashi’s soul.”

“Thatmay wellbetrue,”
responded Marian. “It’s
not a question of justice. If
you shoot them you will
go to the gallows.”

“Yes, if 1 were caught.
And then I would like to
tell in a courtroom what
these men are.”

“Nophaie, you would not be believed ex-
cept by a few who could not help you.”

“Then I'll kill them in revenge—for
Gekin Yashi, for my people.”

“No, no! You are above that too. It's
only your passion. There is no good to be
accomplished. The evil these men have done
will earn its punishment. Don’t kill them.”

(Continued on Page 173)
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“T must. There is no justice. All I know
cries out to kill these devils. I must do it.”

“But you are the man I love,” cried
Marian, driven to desperation by his cold
truth, by the remorsclessness of his just
wrath, “You are the man. It would break
my heart if you became a murderer, a fugi-
tive from justice, and if—if they hanged you,
1'd die! Nophaie, for the sake of my love, for
me, let these men live. Think of what it
means to me; you know I'll marry you
whenever you say. I'll live with you. I'll
spend my life helping your people, if—if
only you will not spill blood.”

She embraced him, clung to him, weaken-
ing at the end of her long appeal.

Nophaie slowly let down the hammer of
his gun. Then, as slowly, he held the weapon
out to her. “Benow di Cleagh, hold my gun.”

Marian accepted the heavy weapon, won-
dering the while what he meant to do. She
began to throb and thrill. Tis look, his de-
meanor, the very radiation of him had un-
dergone a remarkable transformation.

“This girl of your race has saved your
lives,” he said to the other men. ‘I meant
to kill you. But not even she can save you
wholly from the Indian.”

HIEN with swilt violence he turned upon

Morgan, and in one singular powerful
motion in which his whole body appeared to
participate, he shot his knee up and struck
the man. Morgan crashed against the wall,
his head struck hard, his mouth spread w ule,
and a tremendous cxpulsion of breath fol-
lowed. All the wind had been kicked out of
him. Next, in one bound Nophaie leaped
upon the desk, and from that right down on
Blucher, breaking the chair and sending the
agent hard to the floor. Nophaie did not
even lose his balance. How light, supple,
wonderful his movements!

Nophaie no longer meant to kill; he meant
only to hurt. And that liberated something
deep in Marian's blood. It seemed to burst
and shoot in fiery currentsall over her. Every
time the German got to hands and knees
Nophaie would swing a moccasined foot. And
then it appeared he was plunging Blucher
nearer and nearer to Morgan, who had gained
some breath. Another kick sent the agent
hard against Morgan, knocking him over.

ND without particular vielence or rancor

he kept up this game of foothall until

both men were disheveled wretches. Sud-

denly he ceased. Marian saw then that Miss

Herron had revived and was sitting up. No-

phaie looked at her with the same disgust
that the men had inspired in him.

“T ought to kick you too,” he said. “But
I have a white man’s education.”  Drawing
Marian out of the room he closed the door
and took his gun from her shaking hands.

“Don't be frightened, Benow di Cleash,”
he said, with a strong, tender arm round her.
“You saved me again. I can do nothing but
love you more—and go back to my cafons.
Don't worry about what Blucher and Mor-
gan will do. They are cowards. They will
not speak one word of this. If you get dis-
missed go to the trader’s house. I beg of
you, stay on the reservation yet a while.
Send me word through Withers., Good-hy."”

“0Oh, Nophaie,” cried Marian.

He glided out upon the porch, looked to
right and left, and then leisurcly trotted
down the steps, down the path to the rowd.
Marian espied his horse tied to the fence
near the gate.

She expected to see men running {rom all
directions. But there were none. She saw
Nophaie mount his horse and lope away.

(Continued in the March Fowrnal)

One Hindred Years of . Joan

Continued from Page 17
Le 17

but then, like an idiot, Tommy went right
oll again and left us standing there. Iknew
that Captain Mallet would see what had hap-
pened, so I said, straight out, ‘ Captain Mal-
let, this is just a clear case of pick-up, but I
was frantically lonely and you looked fran-
tically lonely, so I wondered why we couldn’t
get together and talk.”

“Why, Joan!” protested her mother.

“Oh, goodness, mother!” answered Joan.
“Tt was all right. He understood.”

“What did he say?”

“IHe said, ‘“Why not?” And so we sat down
and did talk. And he’s just as sweet as he
looks. He has a slow, dry, helpless way of
talking, as if he were kind of pathetic and
lost, Then suddenly you realize that, under-
neath, he’s said something perfectly wonder-
ful.”

“1 suppose 7 Violet Danneman be-
gan; but whatever the sentence was to have
been, it trailed off unfinished. Instead, she
1umul toward the bed with a sudden hu-,i\-
ness. “Joan, dear, you really must go and
get dressed.”

“Mother,” Joun begged, “1 wish you’d
tell me the whole story. I'm really quite
worked up about it.”

H]-IR mother tried to expostulate nervously.
“My dear child, I tell you there isn't
any story—and there never was”; but Violet
Danneman could never be even faintly un-
truthful and, looking away toward the win-
dow, she added, “Not really.”

The little added note of unhappy confes-
sion was so wholly typical of her that a sud-
den wave of protective tenderness swept
over her daughter.

“PDear mother,” she said, “I didn’t mean
to tease you.” She abruptly changed to a
broad, extravagant manner that could be
taken in any way that her mother chose.

“Wasn’t the story,” she asked, “simply
this: That once you cared a lot about
Captain Mallet and Captain Mallet cared a
lot about you; but you were a gorgeous and

gilded dollar princess and he was nothing hut
a plain farmer lad; and o the proud parents
decided that it could never be, and proceeded
to carry you off, far away from the danger-
ous attraction, and lock you up in a dungeon
vile?”

IR mother had stepped back in amaze-

ment and held one hand on her dressing
table, as if for support. “Who told you
that?” she demanded.

Joan smiled, “Ile told me himself.”

Her mother drew a sudden sharp breath.
She looked at her daughter aghast, “1le—
told—you—that?” she repeated in a slow,
dull monotone.

Joan saw at once that she had gone too
far and immediately abandoned her banter-
ing tone. ““No, mother dear,” she said re-
assuringly. “Please don’t always take me so
literally. T'll tell you exactly what he did
say. What really happened was perfectly
harmless. We were sitting there on the long
stone bench on the country-club terrace, hav-
ing a beautiful time, talking about everything
under the sun, when suddenly I realized that,
even then, I didn't know just who he was.
So, in a very idiotic way I asked: “Is this
your first visit to Lakeficld?’

“Of course he smiled at that. “No,’ he
said. Then he took his cane and pointed to
the place where the road from the lake turns
into the road from here. ‘I suppose,” he
said, ‘that in my vanished youth I have
driven over that road several thousand
times with a load of hay or a load of lumber.’

“Then he stopped for quite a while with a
funny little musing twinkle in his eyes. Of
course [ was crazy to know what he was
thinking about, so I just up and asked him.

“As a matter of fact,” he said, ‘the most
tragic moment of my life was passed right
down there at that crossroad.””

Joan looked at her mother cautiously.
“It was really quite sweet,” she continued,

(Comtined on Page r7.4)

The S‘ﬁ oe of Invisible Comfort
and Visible
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back ache—these are frequent
signs of foot trouble.

properly supported, or there may
be such displacement as fallen
arches.

Recognize these symptoms. Don’t
wait until they get worse.
Ease-All Shoe with its invisible
arch and extra long counters on
both sideswill so hold in place the
delicate
both work and play become a
pleasure.
mended by leading orthopedic
doctors for women who desire
to keep feet in healthy condition,
or correct foor trouble already
developed.
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The Right Shoe
Relieves and Prevents

Foot Trouble

Chronic “tired feet” that smart
and burn, pains inlegsand thighs,

Perhaps a

warning that the delicate bones
and connecting tissues are not

The

arch mechanism that

This shoe is recom-

Ease-All is a smare looking shoe; in
many dress models, shown by lead-
ing shops. If you have any trouble
finding Ease-All, please write us for
name of dealer and our style book.

UTZ & DUNN CO.

28 Canal Street
Rochester, N. Y.

"

with your library.
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There’s many a good place for bookeases in your home.
And many happy hours for reading. These specially
designed bookcases will protect your books, keep off the
dust which makes books a care, withstand dampness and
abuse. Globe-Wernicke Sectional Bookcases grow, too,

Low and graceful, the Apartment Sectional is a
great favorite, Its decorative possibilities are limit-
less. Ask to see it in all the period designs. Pop-
ularly priced, everywhere!

GlobeWernicke Co.

Wernicke Co
Depr. Bl
Cincinnaci, Ohi
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Lhe Oanishing e American

Thiz iz the story of the great Ameriean desert; of the love of a cul-
tured girl from the East and a college-bred Indian who has gone back
1o hiz people. Adter he returns to his native environment, Nophaie,
the Indian, writes Marian Warner, whom he had met and loved, to
come aml help his people. She goes, but finds Nophaie somew h-’li
changed,  He tells her he has no faith; that the religion of the white
man fails and the faith of the Indian has somehow been lost ta him.
AMarianis shocked.,  She tells him she will bring him back to the white
man's religion.  Nophaie tells her of her difficulties to come from in-
ues by the government agents. They agree to meet clandestinely,
sipe troulile with the suspicious agents. At one of these meetings
an tells Nophaic -nf 1|'l( temptations and dangers that heset
Gekin Yashi, a very pretty Indian givl at the government school.
She tells him that Gelir \ =hi loves him,  Noph gets the gird
away from the school and hides her with an honorable Tndian family
in o diztant cafion fastness. Tmmediately Blucher, the superintend-
ul Morgan, the missionary, suzpect Nophaie and Marian.

“ashi s found by lh(- government agents, Later one of the
Trelinn= is killed Dy Blucher's police, T hey also try to kill Nophaie,
Lut Nophaie gets the confession of the man who tried to kill him aned
finedling Blue her and Maorgan together threatens to kill them. Marian
saves them from death by telling Nophaie that she loves him;: that
she will marey him and he l|n him save his people. Nophaie, however,
cannot T giving cach of the men o terrible beating; then, witha
word of cantion to Marian, he rides away,

Al

LD in the eanoned recesses of the rock-ribbed earth,
far beneath the white dome of Nothsizs Ahn, Nophaie
established his refuge in one of the almost inaccessible
niches of his Casion of Silent \Walls. Tle had packed supplics
in from Kaidal and had left the post with an arrangement
wherehy any letters from Marian, and moere supplics, wonhl

he <ent once o month by a trusted Pahuote,

Nophaie held dear to heart and conscience Marian's appeal
that he would not become a murderer, and, it scemed, the
only wav he could eseape spilling blood was to hide himsell
in the canons, there to spend the winter months and to wait.,
[e i Tittde fear of Blucher's hived policemen finding him
heve. Long before they could get near the onlyv entrance (o
the Canon of Silent Walls they would have lost any possible
trace of im. Between his retreat and the apland platean

By 7.ANE GREY
Llustrations by Frank Street

of Nothsis Ahn lay many miles of labyrinthine cafions, and
the great western roll of the Marching Rocks. There was no
trail over these hills of marble. The smooth wind-worn
slopes left no trace of hoofs or of moccasins, Many were
the perilous precipices along which wound the only course
over this range of wind-carved mounds. The last Pahute
hogan stood on the cedared brow of the upland slope, thirty
miles away in an air line, three days of exceedingly toilsome
travel up and ever upward out of the rocky depths.

Nophaie penetrated to the farthermost corner of one of the
canioned wings of the vallev; and here, where the foot of
white man had never trodden, under g?mmlng white walls
lifting to the skyv, he pitched his camp. 1t was a place of all
places for the lonely Indian. The upland country was now
im the grip of winter. Down here the grass and moss were
still green; the willow and oak leaves had thinned out —vet
many were left, Nuttering gold in lIl(- sunlight, and the cot-
tonwonds tenac umal\ :Inng., to their autumn hues. Flowers
still Bloomed on the benches where the sun lingered longest.
Bees and beetles huzzed throughont the noonday hours, and
from the high niches and erannies pealed down the sweet,
strange, picrcing twitter of the eanon swilt, a bird that pll(h((l
flm\num:! like the gleam of an arrow.,

Nophaie had reasoned that if there was anything to help
him now in his extremity it was comununion with his soul
and mastery of his phyvsical sell here in the shadow of these
lonely silent walls. 10 arrest for assault threatened him ont
there on the reservation he could not long have gone on
working among his people. Besides, more than arrest surely
threatenced hime The wonnd from Noki's treacherons hullet
hal seareely healed, "Thos there were several reasons why
it was well for hin to hide, to be alone, to await some mvstic

issue that was written. e would escape his enemics: he
would be free of the cold winter that bound all Indians to
their hogans; he could live in utter frecdom here in this beau-
tiful valley; he could dream and think the hours away,
facing his soul, finding himsell, growing away from that
fierce hatred, 1(\'1||7m;, some melane holy happiness in the
sweetness of love for Benow di Cleash.

Nophaie's valley resembled somewhat the shape of an
octopus, except that the main body was narrow and erooked,
and the arms extended far and winding. Tnnumerable rami-
fications on a lesser seale cut into the cliff walls everywhere.
The great earved arm that cut deep into the bulk of Nothsis
Abn was a tremendous canon in itsell, lofty walled at its
head, opening wide at its juncture w ith the main body,
ms ngmocl by wondrous ﬂ‘umnq smooth walls waved like
billows, red and yellow in hue, T hrough this canon ran the
stream <>f water, and its course was one of ruggedness, That
stream in (lood, swollen by suddenly melting snows on the
mountain, had cut a <Icv|) and devions gorge, and had carried
a million Dowlders on its way. It had dug a dryv river bed of
rocks. Gravel bars, sand bars hid their white surfaces amid
the bowlders, and cottonwood trees stood up among them,
and willows shaded them. Thickets of reeds and matted
brush and long coarse-bladed grass made impenetrable har-
riers to the wilder recesses. This cafion showed most the
forces of the elements, and it was a wilderness,

OPHAIE scemed driven to explore, to seck, to search, to

climb, especially to climb for a hug,ht that was unattain-
able, but to which he must aspire, All Indians love lofty
|)l"l(‘(“'-. and Nophaie was like an cagle in his love of the
lonely crag and the wide outlook, Rest and calm returned
to him, and then the davs seemed to merge into one another,
to glide on and on toward a nameless and wished-Tfor end, an
unveiling of the future,

The day had been unusually warm for that time of vear.
At sunset, when Nophaie climbed the high, cone-shapiel
knoll in the amphitheater of the valley, there was still heat
on the smooth rock. He felt it through his moceasing, and
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when in climbing he touched it with his bare hand the con-
tact was pleasant. A partially overcast sky and an absence
of wind had kept out the cool air from off the mountain. He
reached the round summit and there he reclined. Bees or
beetles went humming past him, evidently on a line toward
the higher cedared part of the valley.

The overcast sky broke but slightly in the west, and that
only enough to send a faint rose color to the tips of the great
white towers, Through the gapto the north Nophaie saw the
dim purple rim of a distant mesa. The long slow twilight was
oneof thestrange and beautiful features of this Caiion of Silent
Walls. Sunset came early because the insulation walls stood
up so loftily that before the day was done they hid the
westering sun. So the waning light lingered long.

EFORE darkness enveloped the valley he descended from

the knoll, walking on a long slant, sure-footed as a sheep,
sliding here and there, down and down into the bowlder-
strewn ravine, where indeed night had fallen. There beside
the stream he was halted by sounds he had not heard before,
the strange croaking of canon frogs. The unusually warm
day had brought summer again to the denizens of the cafon.
With the cool night wind these songs of belated summer
ceased, and Nophaie heard them
no more.

But that little he had heard
was good for him. While he sat
there on a huge bowlder the night
fell black. He felt the sadness
and tranquillity of the hour, and
realized that many such hours
must be his, out of which might
come some alleviation of his sor-
row.

Above him the rounded wavy
lines of the knolls loomed dark,
and beyond them towered the
cafion walls with crags against
the sky. No blaze of stars illu-
mined the heavens. There was
no blue. From the shadow under
him there rose a sweet music—
tinkle and babble and murmur
and splashing and gurgling of
swilt water over stones. It ac-
centuated the loneliness and si-
lence of this isolated rent in the
carth. Nophaie's people and the
world of white men scemed far
away and not necessary for him
at that hour.

His emotions gradually grew
deep and full. That bitter and
hateful mood of the past slowly
lost its hold on him. Noble
thoughts began to form in his
mind. His work left undone, his
duty to his people, his responsi-
bility to a white woman who had
blessed him with love must be
taken up again as the only re-
wards of his life. Emotion up-
lifted Nophaie and intelligence
combated selfishness. Yet always
sadness dominated, an ineradi-
cable sadness now because there
had come to him a tremendous
realization of the mastery and
tragedy of Nature.

UT strangely a hope seemed

gestating in his soul, trying to
be born. More and more he felt
its stirring deep within him. It
was like that fleeting conception
of aboriginal man he sometimes
caught when he narrowed his eye-
lids and looked at Naturc as if he
were the first human to evolve.
It was as ephemeral as the mo-
ment in which he felt but did not
think. It had to do altogether
with the physical. In Naturethen
was not only the secret, but also
salvation for him, if any were
possible.

He was sitting up high in the
center of the amphitheater, and
the hour of sunsct was nigh. An
intense hue of gold crowned all
the rounded rims and domes that
faced the west, out of which
poured a glory of sunset light.
High on the white towers of rock
the gold was red; higher still on
the snow of Nothsis Ahn it was
rose. Away across the gap of
the valley, northward, loomed up
the great mesa, veiled in lilac
haze.

The beauty and the glory might
have existed only in Nophaie's
mind, but they were tangi
things. The light fell golden upon
his hand. All the valley was full
of luminous glow, moving, chang-
ing, rays and shadows, An eagle,
bow winged and black against the
luminosity of the sky, swept fash- A LOUD CALL
ing likea streak of darkened light, THE GATEWAY

AWOKE
BETWEEN
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to plunge into the purple depths beyond the walls, Nophaic
knew not the prayer to say there upon his rounded altae of
rock, but he breathed one of his own:
“Glory of sun al dying day,
Beauty of clond in the sky,
Splendor of Light on the crag,
Puassionless god of nature,
Mitke me as thow,
Lend me thy gift.
Teach me thy secret,
Give me Hhy spiril.

Y lagle of the marvelous flight,
Shade of the purple height,
Ray and vetl and mystic gloze,
Blue of heaven and rose of snoi,
Come to Nophaie,

Y Come all things of heaven wid earth,
Conne out of west and north wid cast,
Conme from the blowing wind,

Come from without the silent walls
To the lost and lonely soul,
And call me thine"

g

THE DROWSY ECHOES OF CANON.

THE WALLS,

THE SILENT

NOPHAILE
HE SAW HORSES, MULES WITH PACKS, AN INDIAN

n
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Nophaic turned to face the east, the sacred direction of the
sun worshiper.  Grandeur of the west must be retlected in
the cast. Rounded rocks, waved on high, billowing higher to
the rims, in velvet tones of crimson and lavender, heaved to
the loftier walls. Where the setting sun struck the wall laces
in full light it painted them a vivid orange red. Deep shad-
ows made sharp contrast. Crevices and lines of eleavage hid
their purple mystery from the blaze of the sun. They lifted
the golden surfaces, contoured them with edge of violet. The
Canon of Silent Walls had been flooded with transforming
hues. It shone upon a thousand surfaces of gold and red,
with undertones of steps, leading up and up, stairway of the
gods, to the castellated towers above. Gray towers, white
towers, tinged with gold, rugged and spired, crowned this
horizon wall of rock, and led Nophaie's gaze onward to the
south where the grand north wall of Nothsis Ahn wis em-

blazoned with the cataclysmic scars of ages.

\/ ALL columnar as the rolling lofty cloud of the sky ! No-
phaie gazed upward, lost in contemplation. And while

he gazed the sun went on with its miracle of transfigura-

tion —life of color, spirit of glory, symbol of cternal change!

This enchantment of a moment was the smile of Nature,

Nophaie pictured the won-
drous scene from above; he im-
agined he had the eye of the
soaring cagle. Underncath that
strong vision lay the dark ns,
the red knolls, the golden walls,
a broken world of waved bare
stone. IHigh on one of the
rounded hills of rock stood a
lonely, statuesque figure of man,
the Indian, Nophaie, strange,
pitifully little, a quivering atom
among the colossal monuments
of inanimate nature. He was
the mystery of life thrown
against that stark background
of the age-old carth.  Like o
shipwrecked mariner on his spar-
strewn, sinking deck the Indian
gazed up at the solid and endur-
ing mountain. Bright stone face
of light ! Silent wall with a thou-
sand walls!

Days passed into wecks, and
time was naught. The north
wind roared on Nothsis Ahn and
storm clouds lodged there, black,
with dropping gray veils.  But
downin the Canon of Silent Walls
there was neither winter cold nor
wind. Nophaie sought the sunny
walls and dreamed in their re-
leeted heat. Only one arm of
the canon still remained unex-
plored, and he had left that for
some task of energy and action
to fall buck upon when his spirit
chbed low.

NE day, from far down the

canon, pealed and echoed the
call of an Indian. v startled
Nophaic. e had forgotten the
Y%hute whom Withers was to
send with supplies. He had for-
gotten that and more. Surely
there would be news of the world
beyond these silent walls, of the
reservation and of the affai
Mesa: last and most des
word from Benow i Cleash,

Nophaic ran. It was with the
fleetness of an Indian, but the
gladness of a white man. Almost
he scorned that eagerness, that
strange knocking at his heart.
The solitude he had  sought
scemed to stand out clearer now,
an enemy to his intelligence.
Lonely caions were abodes for
barbarians, savages, Indians, not
for men with developed thought.
The work of white men should
ever be to help the increasing
progress of the world toward bet-
ter life. But he was not a white
man. As he ran his thoughts
multiplicd.

He found the Pahute in the
main arm of the canon. He had
brought a pack mule heavily
laden, Nophaie led him to his
camnp, and there unpacked the
mule and cooked a meal for the
Indian, and learned from him
that white policemen had sought
him all over the reservation and
had returned to Mesa. No other
news had the Pahute.

The Pahute left early in the
alterncon, saving he wanted to
get over the Marching Rocks
before nightfall, Nophaie was
again alone, Yet how different
the loneliness now! There were

RAN TO

(Continued on Page o.4)
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packets and packages in that pile of supplies
which, despite their outside wrappings of
burlap and paper, did not bear the hall mark
of an Indian trader. Nophaie felt rich. It
struck him significantly that he was unutter-
ably glad.  But was it not a certainty of
messages from Marian? That assuredly, vet
he could not be sure it was all, Unpacking

developed to such things as these, and not
to those of the red man. lle might starve
naked in a cave of the cafions, with nothing
representative of the white race near him,
but that could not change facts. He loved
Marian Warner. IHer gifts made him happy.
The isolated solitudes of the desert were
good for his soul and body, but they could

the heavier pareels first, Nophaie found that  never wholly satisly.  ITe carried her letter 3
the trader had added considerable to the  to his favorite resting place before he read it.
monthly order. Then there was a bundle of .
lighter weight, more carefully packed, and - XV
insicde was o tag upon which was written in S SOON as Nophaie had reached his favor- F
Lot ROTL o $ 1
English, “Merry Christmas from Withers’ ite resting and dreaming place, he opened
e oulit.” Tt was Christmas Day. Nophaie  the last package from Marian and started to
. . tried to he annoyed at thig, but he could not,  read her message. Then, moved by an unac- 3
i andl he found that what irritated himwas the  countable impulse, he raised his eves and 3
aj 15 aven or a, e l}l l B happy greeting in Fnglish. . looked about lhim, This place was a strange ]
“T am an Indian,” muttered Nophaic.  one, a narrow section of cafion where the g
Vet he did not speak that in the Indian  west wall leaned to meet the cavernous east- :
. i Lingnage.  “Christmas gifts and greetings,”  ern wall, the lofty red rims of which showed
Here 1s as fine a (l;}venp()[‘[ as ever }u.‘ :uh[lt‘;!. “:lim; 1I:}m[ ;:\I:}ll." ‘llnlii:ln lr:]' 1‘|1uiE i hluc] ribbon of sky :I|1<]n\'(‘. Iere the cafion
3 : P T t help his feelings. Tt was k « sharply s lefL > :
5.{‘1‘%1(:@.(1 ad .U_ISI_CI[]”Y f“lTI]ShC(l IlVlllg Ill'l{'[ I\L\l"i'l}:]l“ ][‘:IIIT:H];'H [t:: :'Il:',l.\m:n‘dw‘i" 1:110”:.":]:— :'%;.{T}I:I(,[ g‘;I\1iI|::.{)I};L l-:: rjll::m'.l Ell‘lfil:ilrﬁsli!:l"nlfustt]:l(:
room. It is g()o([ to look at, easy to cated Indian in his lonely solitude. ]mn\dutig kﬂmingi\\-‘;;lls. - t
g B . ] i X At the base of the cavernous clifi ran the
sit 111, ICSlfUl, (,OIH[()I tab]e Elll .ti'l’d[ 5 FOUND tobaceo, matches, chocolate,  murmuring stream ol clear green water.
q d:’l\;"el]l)()]'t should be. And I)CSldeS, L L raising, chewing gum, a clasp knife, a Banks of moss and grass stood out from the
it has a good-size comfortable bed e i e vcth s s :
within. You cannot tell that by socks ;1!;(! a ﬂ;;TmMISIhirIL I\l\:iﬁh;ﬂ had :mtunn[l I'.urc.I Nophaie g:lieil on the fu;ni}iﬁr f
" gy = Py N A : cuessed his needs and had added luxuries. seene from his accustomed seal and then g
[(,)()1\1]1}_"_" at 1(7 11(:31[?16‘1 can youu gueSl‘ Then with hasty fingers Nophaie opened  with mounting heat of heart once more .
Yet the bed is the]-e._l'eady for the s[mulles\t] ]!:}ck(rl,llh:}II he]sm]nchm\- knew Trmm' %u l\]l:lrizm‘s Ivt\llcr. l\\"ns; he Irmll]y 3
e y i was from Marian. Inside the heavy piaper  there, a lonely, outcast Nopah in the solitude E
service when .t!'IC occasion demands was more paper, and inside that waterproofl — of a silent eafion, holding in his hands the :
—1oomy, resilient and restful. cloth, and inside this a silken scarl all  letter of a noble and loving woman of a hated 3
- neatly folded round a soft, flat object. race? o
T Jave nt Bed ¢ 7 Nophaie unfolded the scarl to behold a : A . b
| ]16 ] El_\ t]l]J'( ‘I t Bed _La11 be 1]]0?\_@(1 Jarge, clean, thick white envelope upon which Dearest Nophaic: Greetings on your Christ- E
about easily, aired easily, converted had Deen written one word: “Nophaic,” — mas, Dayl Jeeonld yot be pors oot sad: 3
eas]ly to (la}" or I]]gl]t use. i Marian ea_ll;nlnl'\\'r!hln;lt‘! :_\ thrill \T(‘nl f]l\'(‘l' May: these find yrou well. May they assure yvou 4
. ”;.‘;1.“ “C,I\? ! 1|1~um§~l, h{u{.[h’ i? t‘(lr({ at ]lv:mt of the constaney of Benow di Cleash, 4
The vart r Nloe e S QI E were readities. No moment ol hie Thal di 1 shall not be able, even on Christmas Day, 1o 3
I hC vai !el.} 0[ St} les 18 eXtU]SlVC, not bring happiness to gome mortall helieve wholly in the spirit, “ Peace on carth—
for G]‘L{ht\’-thl'ee manufacturers pro- e put the letter aside and opened the w;utl[\\:ll ln_ml-n."] N'{‘l \\']li_m'lilhl'l ml;- I 11_;\;'.
) i TN T2 g B s second packet, larger, flatter, more strongly  who I know is worthy, hies hidden an the wilds,
duce DZI\T(,I]p()lt 1).6(13' Thet e. IS.Oﬂe wrapped, incased in pastehoard.  Tle ex- "“tl'?"lt'l},m} ||"\'_“-1":\ oh '.';‘ll;r,l'. Tl Tvondd 1
that harmonizes with the furnishings sectedd (o find a photoraph and was not L G0l T O O s
5 f -k Iii ppainted |§lli|. 1 fhl ! he ope M never be able to crowd in all. My dismizsal
f v - YTE i hE: il n1- GIsppoULed. KIUEe e ENGh ANE. o ite s time alter cisit. In fact,
Uf }()l” !1()]]]0. I el ]:I‘-"IJS y{)l“ urm el cover, oul th'nppvd an {'I'l\‘i'hipt' containing ll‘lrillll{; :‘!::.I [?ﬂ??{l'n:]:11I':;‘}i!‘!:1s:i1:-|7‘ [::::I E\]iflurg:ll:ll':qlnu‘
ture llle]‘(.‘]lﬂnt h?lS 1L} Zi” ‘Q(}U(] [ll'l'- — snapshot pictures of Marian taken at Mesa out of seclusion. 'll‘lu'n 1 ot the "']?-lv.':m roller™ 5
Thr1 s e - -t R R with her own camera. The best picture was — all right, and without my month's pay! I'm E:
niture me1 Lh(ll]i!-; S]]U\V deel] Pol t T n one-ol-her l'il]il\}.’,'“Tl.llt' \\'|1il:‘: muf-‘-llung ]I:.' hael  grateiul for that, heeause it gives me an excuse 3
Igedq " o given her. They were all good, yet not one to go back o the office, which 1 have done regu-
: o e ) S the covined Tiloe |‘| L’ i he had in larly since 1 came here to stay with the Paxtons.
- G : A . ——pnf} ol them scemed like [he "““_"’(‘ e HAC M iy are very kind to me and allow me to pay %
Every period design in which 78 Gl a7 o, e deat “':v;tlllm;l on Marian.  yy foard. T help in the trading store some- r‘
= R R L ) g - i ul when Nophaic opened the large envelope  fimes, and thus I keep up my study of the E.
other gOOd furniture 1s Tl])d(.l(\, can SRR o] e saw 2 beautiful likeness of the fair face  Indians. Here I get another angle on the reser- _'__
- 1 au -f Al 1ilce- ! AN | hie Toved and remembered so well, This was  vation. i
be_ fOUl'l(l m a I-)‘-“ _en.p(nt L;edy hl\L kb el a fine photograph, taken in Philadelphia, As far as I am able to tell, nothing has yet i
wise every Qo(-’d finish. You have ST Y wobably some time after he had left the leaked out in Mesa about that football match !
¥ B f ‘! ] R 1 s B i I{.‘. .|‘ La : : o you had with Blucher and Morgan, 1 will never .
a choice of velow , IMonNar, td])e&ll Y, Shigd] G et over that day. Never will T frust myself i
leather and other ll])]l()!S[(‘.]'\" cane Benow di Cleash " he murmured, and all o0 1 vou were an Indian, T was a savage. &

back, overstuffed, and many other
types. And each may be had with
chairs and rockers to match.

See the Davenport Bed at your
furniture store. No obligation to
buy. Ask to see a variety.

Our brochire shows sixty-six siyles. Write for it.
Mention your favorite furnilire stove foo, if you wish.

DAVENPORT BED MAKERS

the white flowerlike fairness seemed to fash
in a beautiful light from that pictured face.
Gazing, he Torgot everything for a while.

\f HTEN he went back to his packages he
'V found books, magazines, late news-
papers, pads and pencils and envelopes, a
small hunter’s sewing kit, @ box of medicines,
Bandages, candy, nuts and cakes and, last of
all, a wateh with radium numerals, and a
buckskin fob decorated with Nopah buttons.
She had not forgotten to include in all this
loving munificence some token of the Indian.
That thrilled him as nothing else had.

One by one he handled these gilts and
pondered over the effect they had upon him.
Bevond peradventure of doubt these
catablished the connection between

1 just swelled and tingled and burned with
fiendish glee every time you kicked one of the-
foothalls. My only regrel rises from the fact
that | never saw vou play real foothall in the
college games that made you famous,

My last interview with Blucher and Morgan
was a nightmare. Blueher was poison. Adrgan
tried to intimidate me and drive me off the
reservation, e said —bot never mind what he
satedl, The Indian police have returned from their
search for you, 1imagine, You will do well to
lie low Tor a while, There is a seething voleano
under this particular part of the reservation.
The Woltersons expect dismissal any day. All
communication Lo Wolterson comes through the
superintendent.,

I suspect that Blucher is greatly concerned
about the possibility of the United States being

driwn into war with Germany.  There
i indeed o grave possibility of that

T x e ~ Ty r N S wee e Dtes
R lim ane the world of white peo- s very thing. You will see the Jatest
OF AM]_«IR 1C A ) 2 newsin the papers Lzend. These
5 pl"'. I:"-”‘h“""“ XL came today with the mail
of hislife, the forming %

902 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago

Copyright 192z Davenport Bed Makers of America

SERVES BY DAY AND BY NIGHT
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carrier from Flagerstown, Read them carefully.
You may be a Nopah, hut you are also an
American, one of the truest of Americans, the
red-blooded species! German militarism threat-
ens not only the peace of the world, but also the
freedom. If war is declared 1 trust you will tell
the truth to every Nopah on this reservation.
For I absolutely know that Blucher will opposc
any Indian help to the United States Army.
read a letter he wrote to a German in New York.
He was typing it himself, and when someone
called him I read it. 1 I could only have secured
a copy of it or have remembered it. But I was
excited, shocked. Blucher is all German. T war
is declared the situation here on this reserva-
tion will be a terrible one. Think how to meet
that Nophaie.

1 have seen Gekin Yashi but once. She was
in the schoolyard near the fence as I passed on
my way here from Wolterson’s. 1 got close to
her before she saw me. Her fuce has altered
strangely. It gave me a pang. For a second [
felt that I could tear and rend. When she espied
me she ran. I called, but she paid no heed.

T have no plans. T am waiting. You may he
sure I'll not leave the reservation. I might be
taken off, but they'll have to carry me. This
winter is no great problem. 1 need rest and
I want to write some. Later, if nothing comes
up here, I might go out to Kaidab. In thespring
I hope to see you, I want you to know that 1
meant what I said in Blucher’s office the day
you confronted him and Morgan there. 1T would
be happy to marry you, and share what T have
with you and your life and work among your
people. I have the means for a start. And we
can work. I ask only that we spend some part
of each year in California or the East. 1 have
vanity enough not to let myself dry up in this
desert air and blow away.

Time and trouble change character, do they
not? I am the stronger for what has come to me
out here. The desert is terrible. It destroys and
then builds. I never knew what light was—the
wonderful sun, and wind and dust and heat,
stars and night and silence, the great empli-
ness—until I came to the desert. DPerhaps so
with love!

Somehow I will endure the long silence for
you must not risk writing to me yet. 1 will
dream of you, see you among the rocks. Always,
as long as I live, rocks and walls of stone will
have thrilling and sad significance for me.

Benow DI CLEASH.

NOPHAIE gazed in seeming terror at the
stupendous wall of stone opposite. He
could not see either of its corners or its base.
Solid rock, impenetrable and immovable and
insurmountable! The temptation that con-
fronted him now was just as much a wall,
a barrier, an overpowering weight. Benow di
Cleash loved him. She would marry him.
She would share all she had as she would
share his life. Live with him! Belong to him
alone!

The fact was a staggering blow. Here
under the accusing eyes of his silent walls he
had feelings that no other place could inspire.
Loneliness had augmented his hunger for a
mate. Nature importuned him for her right.
And suddenly Nophaie found himself stripped
bare of all ideals, chivalries, duties, of the
false sophistries of his education, of the use-
less fetters of his unbelief.

While he lay motionless on that mossy
bank it seemed the elemental, the natural,
the mindless automaton of living flesh must
win. There was nothing else in life. One
terrible moment he lay there under the walls
that seemed to thunder the meaning of Na-
ture. Then he sprang up to force himself into
violent and sustained effort that must bring
subjugation of the instincts which threat-
ened his downfall. He ran. He leaped the
brook. From bowlder to bowlder he bounded.
Along the grassy benches, under the looming
ledges, over the washes, through the thickets,
up the caiion he sped with that incomparable
stride of the Indian runner trained under the
areat masters of college athletics.

UT he ran, straight for the notch of
the cafion, with wild eyes on the white-
towered wall of Nothsis Ahn. No Indian had
ever surmounted that wall. But Nophaic
would surmount it or perish in the attempt.
Down the waved knoll Nophaie ran, light
and sure as a wildcat, and over the wide arca
of bare rock to the main base of the wall.

There he began to climb in a long slant, up
the brown smooth incline, veined and striped,
and around the headed corners, and back to
a long slant in the other direction, up and up
by these zigzag courses, to the curved and
rolling rim of red, where began the vast slow
heave of the white amphitheater.

Nophaie pulled himself up, he let himsell
down,the leaped fissures, crept along abysmal
chasms blue in depth, he rimmed the base of
crags, climbed around and between them

The Oanishing American

(Continued from Page v.4)

Out of the zone of white pillars and turrets
at last!  Level with the nests of eagles!
Nophaie stood at the base of the weathered
slope of Nothsis Ahn, the track of the ava-
lanches, the tilted level of loose rocks; and he
looked almost straight up to the green band
of timber and the glistening dome of snow.
If climbing had been difficult and hazardous
before, now it was approaching the impossi-
ble. Nophaie sent the rocks sliding below hiny;
he started the slides into avalanches. e loos-
cned the slopes above him. e performed
miracles of agility, speed and endurance. Like
the Tndian masters of the legends he con-
sorted with eagles, bounded with the feet of
the wind, swung on the edges of the clouds.

Snow and spruce halted Nophaic, a forest
of evergreens, matted and webbed into im-
penetrable windfalls, buried deep in the white
ice of the heights. He could not go higher. At
the edge of the snow line, on a gray brow of
rock, he built a monument, so that it would
be visible to eye of Indian from below.

What Nophaie had climbed so desperately
for seemed never to have been. e had
spent the forces of his nature. For that hour,
perhaps forever, he had conquered. On the
heights came a regurgitation of emotion, a
flashing back of thought. There was blood
on the worn edges of his moccasins; his finger
nails were worn to the quick. The ache in his
bones, the pang in hig lungs, the deadness of
his muscles attested to the nature of that
climb. Haurs could be measured as years.

Long aflter dark that night Nophaie
dragged his bruised and weary body into
camp, there to crawl into his bed and stretch
his limbs, as il never to move them again,
Sleep and rest—Tfor days and nights—re-
stored his strength. And as the days and
nights multiplied in the shadow of the silent
walls, Nophaie learned that the noble proof
of his love for Marian was not in surrender to
it. e would not drag her down to his level.
Utterly impossible for him was a life among
white men. Ile was the Vanishing American.

2935 I WALKED through a
¢  fir wood

W 1l I found a deep glen
And, deep in its midnifght

Of gorse and thick fern,
I beheld a low lanthorn

Like a harvest moon burn.

Then for leagues I groped down
By wild rocks and dark streams,
Over fir roots and tree ferns,
Led straight by its gleams,
Till at last, by that lanthorn,
And still as a stone,
I discerned an old woodcutter
Standing alone.

And I crept nigh and saw
From the edge of that glow
That his face was like wisdom,
His elf locks like snow;
And his eyes like black magic
That sleeps in deep wells,
With a deeper night under
Where mystery dwells.

And his mouth had the strength
That has conquered desire;

And the ax on his shoulder
Was whiter than fire;

And he breathed very softly,
Like a deep sea at rest,

A tune from the lost woods
That Merlin loved best:

I hear the grass growing;
I hear the leaves fall;

I hear the years flowing
And heed not at all;

I hear the far changes
Of seasons and tides;

I am waiting, still waiting,

For hope still abides.

Then he lifted his lanthorn;
He swung it on high,

And I saw a great tree
Looming up through the sky,

With its opal-skinned clusters
In darkness impeatled,

A bright fruitage of stars
On the tree of the world.

He lowered his lanthorn;
And now I could see

A deep gash like a cave
At the roots of the tree,

The Woodcutter |
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Where wild pigeons croon  Should send that proud Igdrasil

That was old as the moon;

» Noves

So deep that I trembled f

Lest even a breath
Crashing to death.

And the woodman breathed low: I
Does the judgment draw nigh? I

I am waiting, still waiting
One word from on high.

Are they eaten with cankers?
Is it poisonous fruit?

It will need but one stroke
Of mine ax at the root.

Have they trampled all beauty
And truth into dust?

Have they choked their onn souls
With their greed and their lust?

One stroke, and my Master I
Were freed of this pain;

Since His worlds of free-will
Will His work to be wain.

Then I saw the gaunt woodman
Like Azrael arise,

As he heaved the great heft
OF his ax to the skies;

It was moved by sure laws.
Every lie in the night,

Every wrong in the sun, I
Swung the ax to its height. I

By the laws in whose service
All creatures are free
Its might was upraised
As the moon lifts the sea.
Then the night held its breath,
And above the world oak
The blade—ah, how slowly—
Swung back for the stroke.

There was only one whisper
Of time dying out,
Yet the doomsman still waited,
Sl:i]ll1 paused, as in doubt;
A sigh of great ages
That ebbed with the tides.
He is waiting, still waiting,
For hope still abides.

No mcrcy can stay him.
He listens. He waits
Not the judgment of Heaven |
Or the whim of the Fates. |
No strength can delay him;
No godhead controls,
But the strength of the victims,
The choice of their souls.

Days passed into weeks and weeks into
months. Three times the Pahute came, and
three times a white, thick letter stormed
Nophaie’s soul, yet left him stronger.

Not until a late day of his sojourn there
did he explore the one remaining arm of the
canon,  What was his amaze and regret o
find it beyond comparison with any of the
others.

Three miles or more of exceedingly rough
travel brought Nophaie to a point where this
cafion changed its color, its height and width,
its bed, its sky line, its every feature. No-
phaie named it “ Canon of Gleams.” Its hue
was the strange one of pale marble in the
moonlight; its height sheerly perpendicular
and incredible; its width six feet at the base,
gradually widening in v shape to perhaps
11y feet at the top; its bed was solid, smooth,
grayish rock, hard as iron, worn into decp
smooth ruts by the rushing stream; and its
sky line was a long even straight lane of blue
as far as Nophaie could sce. No bird, no
lizard, no beetle or bee, no frog or insect, no
living creature or sprig of vegetation crossed
Nophaice’s vision. The hollow, reverberating,
mocking voice of the stream was the only
sound that could be heard. There was no
wind. The uneven stream-bed gleamed, the
water gleamed, the walls gleamed, the band
of sky gleamed.

This Canon of Gleams grew to have an
insatiable fascination for Nophaie. Ie wan-
dered there often, never to hnd it altogether
the same.

PRING! Nophaic grew restless. The

hold of the silent walls lessened. In him
were contending tides.  Silence and solitude
had dragged him to the verge. Forgetfulness
and the thoughtlessness of the Indian had
closely infringed upon his memory. Nature
had importuned with all her insidious and
supreme mastery over the senses. Hate and
unbeliel had trampled in vain on his soul.
He was still free.

The day came when a loud call awoke the
drowsy echoes of the silent canon. It startled
Nophaie. That had not been the voice of an
Indian. Had the long solitude worked upon
his mind? Ile ran to the wide gateway be-
tween the red walls. He saw horses, mules
with packs, an Indian; and then out from
the shade of a cedar strode Withers, mop-
ping his heated face.

“1lowdy, Nophaie,” he said, with smile
and carnest gaze. “You look fine.” 7

Nophaie stirred to the warmth of the
trader's close handclasp  He returned it and
that was all his response. Utterance seemed
dificult.  Long had his voice been silent.
Besides, Withers bore a look of intense strain.
He was thinner, older. A suppressed passion
seemed rampant in him.

“Come out of the sun,” said Withers,
turning. “It's hot and I've ridden hard.”

Nophaie followed him to a seat on a flat
rock in the shade. The moment seemed to
hinge on strange events. The trader’s pres-
ence might mean that which must add to
Nophaie’s burden.

“Throw saddles and packs right here,”
said Withers to the Indian who had come
with him. *Nophaie, where is your horse?”

“Gone,” replicd Nophaie. “I have not
seen him for a long time.”

“T figured on that and I fetched one for
you.”

“Withers, why did you bring me a horse?
queried Nophaie, conscious of an inward
tremor,

“ Because T think youw’ll hit the trail back
with me,” replicd the trader significantly.

“1Ias anything happened to Marian?”

“Sure; alot’s happened. But she’s O. K,
well and fine.”

£ ITITERS, it's a long, rough ride here.
You have a strong reason for coming
yourself. Tell me.”

“Strong! Wal, it sure is strong,” retorted
the trader grimly.

“Why did you come?” demanded Nophaie.

“Pard” flashed Withers,

In one bound Nophaie was on his feet,
transfixed and thrilling.

“No!” he exclaimed.

“Yes,” returned the other, and he too rose
from his seat. A steel-gray flinty light shone
from his eyes,

“Germany—and the United States?”

“ Nophaie, you've said it!”

(Continued on Page 100)
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“Blucher—and the Indians?” Nophaie's
voice was quick and ringing.

“1 haven't a word to say about Blucher,”
burst out Withers passionately. “But I'll
tell you a few facts outside the reservation.
F'or weeks Germany torpedoed American
trading vessels, threatened and bullied Presi-
dent Wilson, insulted the American flag.
Then she sank the Lusitania with American
men, women and children aboard. Then she
scnt submarines to our
very shores. The Presi-
dent and Congress have
declared war.”

Nophaie recalled Mar-
ian's letters. Certain
passages now seemed
limned on his memory in
letters of fire! German
militarism! Downfall of
civilization!  Death of
freedom! Slavery
of Americans! By every
right and law and herit-
age he, Nophaie, was the
first and best blood of
America. The depths of
his whole soul roused to
strange, fierce passion.

Withers held out a
shaking hand. “My son
has gone,” hesaid thickly.
“Alrcady! He did not
wait for the draft.”

“What's a draft?”

“A new law. A war law. Lvery young
man between twenty-one and thirty-one is
called to Army or Navy, to fight for his
country.”

“Will this draft affect the Indians?”
queried Nophaie sharply.

“No. They can’t be drafted. But the
Government has appealed to all Indians to
register. That means, as T understand it, an
enrolling of the names and numbers of In-
dians, their horses and stock, so that the
Government can have this information for
reference. We're all drawn into the war,
whites and Indians. But no Indian can be
compelled to go to war.”

“(Can they go if they want?"”

“Yes, And the call is strong for Indians to
enlist.”

“1 will go!”

W['I'IIERS forced that shaking hand
down on Nophaie's shoulder, where it
gripped hard. For an instant speech was be-
yond him. How strange the agitation of his
rugged face! The umplumbed passions of the
man had been upheaved. “Nophaie, you
don’t have to enlist.”

“I am an American,” replied Nophaie.

“T didnt come to ask you to go to war,”
responded Withers in earnest passion. “But
I came to tell you this: The Nopahs are
being lied to. They did not understand the
idea of registering. They are being made to
believe it's a ruse, a trick to get their names,
their thumb marks on paper. They are
being deceived into believing that this reg-
ister is only another white-man lie, that if
they sign they can be drafted. Old Etenia
met me on the way here. He =aid: ‘If the
Big Chief at Washington wants my young
braves for war, why did he not ask them to
go? The Nopahs have been warriors. But
never have they been forced to fight.” An-
other old Indian said: ‘Let the Germans kill
all the Americans. Then we can get our land
back and live in peace.” Nophaie, this tribe
of yours numbers over twenty thousand,
They must not be made (o believe they can
be unjustly driven to war. The truth must
be told them. This false rumor of govern-
ment treachery, this propaganda must not
spread further.”

Nophaie understood why the trader’s lips
were sealed as to what he knew. Marian had
prepared Nophaie for understanding of this
fostering of hostility among the Indians.

“T will tell the Nopahs the truth,” he said.
“1 will take Indians with me to war.”

Xrr

OPHATE bade farewell to his Cafion of
Silent Walls. He and Withers made a
record ride to the camp of the Pahutes, where
they stayed overnight. Nophaie began his

]

work there. None of the few Pahute men
present, however, came within the prescribed
limits of the war demands.

Another day brought Nophaie and the
trader across the upland sage to the range of
Etenia. The old Nopah had sons and rela-
tives, and more horses and cattle than any
other Indian in this quarter of the reservation.
It was important that he be persuaded to ac-
cede to the act Withers had called registration,

Nophaie found himself
received with respect and
deferpnce. It augured
well for the success of his
new work among the In-
dians. Nophaie sought
council with Etenia,
which was granted; and
the old Indian asked the
honor of the trader’s
presence. Nophaie had
gone over in mind an ex-
hortation he believed to
be honest, eloguent and
persuasive, and which he
believed would appeal to
the Indians. This he de-
livered to Etenia with all
the force he could muster.

The old Nopah smoked
in silence. He had been
deeply impressed and
could not at once reply to
such a strong discourse.
At last he spoke:

“Nophaie sees with the mind of the white
man, far and wide. He should sit in the
councils of the Nopahs. Etenia believes and
will register his name. He will sell cattle and
horses to the Government. He will say to his
sons: ‘One of you shall go fight for America,
for the white people, for the land where they
keep us.” Etenia will say his sons shall draw
lots for him who is to go to war.”

HEN lots were drawn among the sons

of Iitenia it turned out that the young-
est, the favorite of the old Nopah, the joy
of his declining years, must be the one to go
with Nophaie.

“Ltenia says it is well,” declared the
father with lofty pride.

At Kaidab there was a crowd of Indians,
and an unrest and excitement totally new
and strange to the trading post.

Nophaie found the white people stirred and
upset under the stress of an emotion that
none could control. Nophaie talked with all
of them, The trader’s wife showed the strain
of worry and a mother’s fear for her son, and
a suppressed anger and concern over the
Indian situation. The Indians were excited.
They collected in little groups and talked.
Every hour saw more Nopahs ride into the
trading post and Nophaie found them sullen,
distrustful and hard to approach. But for
his late rise to the dignity of one worth lis-
tening to, he could not have got their ear at
all. A subtle and powerful influence had
been at work among them. Nophaie had
guessed its origin, and he discovered how
and by whom it was being propagated. He
realized at once that he had been too late to
influence the Indians in a body, and would
have a difficult task to persuade them to
register, let alone go to war. Nevertheless
he did not allow this unfortunate circum-
stance to deter him from his great task.

AT‘ THI outset of his activities he encoun-
tered Shoie, the binder of evil spells on
Indian women. Nophaie was about to pass
him in contempt. But suddenly he halted.
This Indian was young, strong, a keen scout,
a wonderful breaker and tracker of horses,
His mentality might be one to adapt itself
readily to war. Nophaie meant to leave no
stone unturned.

“Shoie, I am going to fight for the Amer-
icans,” he said in the Nopah tongue. “You
are a warrior. Will you go with me?”

“‘Shoie will fight for Nophaie,” replied the
Indian with a gleam in his dark eyes.

TFor days Nophaie haunted the trading
post and importuned the visiting Indians.
His dogged elforts earned success, but noth-
ing that satisfied him. Always he gained the

(Continued on Page 103)
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attention and the respect now due him; only
he encountered the wall of doubt that once
raised in an Indian’s mind was almost im-
possible to break down. One old Nopah
said: “All white men are liars!” Another
Indian said: “No white man can lie to me
twice.”

The idea of registration met with a subtle
and powerful check. Nophaie could not
learn from any Indian just what was the
content of the hostile propaganda. He
guessed, however, that the idea of registering
had been falsely represented to the Indians,
and it was just such an idea that would stick
in their minds.

Nophaie decided that it would be wise for
him to ride out over the reservation and head
off this German propaganda. He had in-
tended that, in any event; but now he saw
he must make haste. Yet he was loath to
abandon Kaidab with only seventeen Indian
names promised for registration and but
three for service,

Withers’ comment on this was significant:

“Nophaie, youw've done well.”

OPHAIL rode out into the desert on

his mission, and few were the hogans
he missed, One afternoon near sunset he
reached a small trading post kept by & squaw
man. The last Indiun Nophaie had interro-
gated had bidden him ride in haste to this
post. Mustangs exceeding a score in number
were standing haltered and loose before the
squat red stone house.  But no Indians were
in sight. Dismounting, Nophaie went to the
door and looked in. He saw the backs and
black-banded sombreros of a crowd of In-
dians, all attentive to the presence of a white
man sitting on the high counter. That white
mian was Jay Smith.

“Indians, listen,” began Smith in fuent
Nopah: “Blucher has sent me out all over
the reservation to tell you not to register.
Don’t put your names or thumb marks on
any paper. 1f you do your horses and cattle
will be taken and you will have to go to war.
There’s no law to compel Indians to fight.
You can’t be forced to go. But if you sign
papers, if you register, the Government will
have you bound. Then you've gol Lo go.
This register order is not what it scems. It's
an old trick to fool you. You’ve been fooled
before. Listen to your real friends and don’t
register.”

When he concluded his harangue there fol-
lowed an impressive silence. Then an old
Nopah, lean and wrinkled and somber, ad-
dressed the speaker:

“Let the white man tell why Blucher
cends him. If the Government lies to the
Indians—to make wartors of them—then
Blucher lies, too, for he is the Government.”

“ Blucher is a friend of the Nopahs,” re-
plied Smith. “He does not think the reg-
istration is honest. The Government has
made a law to drive young white men to war,
Tt does not hesitate to cheat the Indians for
the same reason.”

The ensuing silence of a moment seemed
pregnant with the conviction of the Indians.
Presently another of them moved forward.
He leaped on the counter. IHe too was old,
a scar-faced Indian, with fierce dark micn.
He shook a sinewy hand at the young men
before him.

“Flagoie will kill any Nopah here who
registers!” he thundered.

HAT appeared toend the speech-making,

for all the Indians began to jubber ex-
citedly. Nophaie took advantage of the mo-
ment to slip outdoors. Twilight had fullen.
He walked to a corral near the house and sat
down out of sight to wait for darkness and
to think. He did not intend to let Smith get
away from that post without being con-
fronted. He had noticed that he was packing
a gun. Therefore it would be policy to sur-
prise him. Nophaie argued dispassionately
that he had good cause to kill Smith, aside
from the possibility of seli-defense.

When Smith came out and strode toward
his horse Nophaic glided after him. Then
just as Smith reached for his bridle he must
have heard something, for he stiffened.
Nophaie pressed his gun against Smith’s
side and said low and sharp: ““Don’t move

your hands. If you do TlLKill you.”

“Nophay?” ejaculated Smith hoarscly.

“Yes; Nophaie.”

“Wal, what you want?"

“Listen. I heard your tulk to the Indians,
T know now what has influenced them all
over the reservation. IUs German propa-
ganda, and you're Blucher’'s mouthpiece.
You're no better than a German yoursell,
You're a traitor. Do you hear me?”

“T ain’t deaf,” growled Smith, straining
to hold himself stiff. Iis face now made a
pale blotch in the gloom.

“MITH, this talk of yours is treason,”

went on Nophaie. ““Do you have to be
told that by an Indian? 1i L had time I could
get Nopahs and white men too who'd help
me prove your guilt. But T want all my time
left to undo your dirty work, I'm going Lo
war to fight for your country. Now here,
if you don’t quit spreading these propaganda
lies for Blucher I'll ride to Flagerstown and
enlist. Then I'll come back on the reserva-
tion. I'll be an American soldier, outside the
law. Blucher can’t touch me or hold me.
And Tl kill you, Smith; T swear Twill. Do
you believe me?”

“Wal, I reckon I do,” replied Smith. “An’
if you want to know, T'll give you a hunch
I'm glad to be scared off this job.”

“Just the same, get on that horse and
keep your back to me,” ordered Nophaie.

In another moment Smith, cursing under
his breath, was in the saddle. A hard
leathery thud and jangle attested to Lis use
of spurs. The horse plunged away, to he
enveloped by the darkness.

Nophaie stayed at the squaw man’s house
for two days, and all his carnest talks to the
Indians who visited the post failed signally
to overcome the insidious poison spread by
Jay Smith. To Nophaies dismay he found
that the farther he penetrated into this part
of the reservation, the colder the Nopahs
were to his solicitations.

Hot weather came and Nophaie’s pas-
sionate dream of leading thousands of In-
dians to war had to be dispelled.  His tireless
labors resulted in upwards of two score of
Nopahs signing their thumb marks (o his
puper. Word came to him from various
sources that Indians were enlisting in the
Army, but he could not verify this until he
rot out of the desert.

OPHATL’S heart burned with hatred for

the German who had ruined the noblest
opportunity that had ever confronted his
people. “I should have killed Blucher,” he
muttered. “No service I can render now will
ever be one-thousandth as great as that
would have been.”

Nophaie rode into Mesa, there Lo take
farewell of Marian. Long he had dreaded
this and thrust it from his mind.  Bul now
with his work ended, and the near approach
of the date set for him and his Nopahs to
enlist, he had to think of her.

Much as he yearned to see Marian he was
greatly relieved to learn from Paxton that
she was in Flagerstown, and would expect
him there. She had left Nophaie a short
note telling him where to find her, and she
entreated him not to tarry long al Mesi.

Nophaie had need of that entrealy. Never
in his life before had he been victim of the
dark and terrible mood now fastened upon
him. The wrath roused in him by the mur-
der of Do Litin and his ambushment by the
Noki, and the tragedy of poor little Gekin
Yashi had not been the same as this, now so
murky and hot in his soul. The ide of war
had liberated something deep and latent in
Nophaie. The menace to the fair seuboard
of the United States, which he remembered
so well; the encroachment of an utterly un-
scrupulous enemy had stung and roused in
him the instinctive savageness of his nature.

It was in this mood that Nophaie reached
Mesu, and the pathos of Marian’s letter and
the proximity of Blucher and Morgan only
added fuel to the smoldering fire.

Nophaie made no effort to hide. 1le wasin
reality an American soldier. e had ridden
thousands of miles in the scrvice of the Army.
No reservation jail, no jail at Flagerstown,

could hold him now. Treely he mingled with

(Continued on Page 104)
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the Indians at the trading post.  An unusual
number were there, all excited, and a few
were hound for Flagerstown, on the same
errand as Nophaie, The mail carrier had
two of them engaged as passengers, and
readily agreed to take Nophaic.

An automobile thrummed up the road
from Copenwashie and stopped before the
trading post. Two white men beside the
driver occupied it. One of them was Blucher.
Had that round bullet face thinned

out?  Nophaie felt the leap of R proved my love for you, Benow 3

his Dlood. Blucher and his
companion got out of the
car and climbed the stone
sleps in carnest conver- a?
sation not distinguish- ¥
able to Nophaie.  But .
as the superintendent :
passed to enter the -
trading post Nophaie :
could have reached out 3
along arm to touch him. .
Kill him now! The
whisper ran through
Nophaie's being. It was a
flame. Almost it precluded e

i Cleash rose in Nophaie's reddening
sight, and he was again master of himself.

Before sunset that day Nophaic was in
Flagerstown and had dispatched a note to
AMarian.  Before he started to meet her he
had enlisted at the recruiting station and
was o soldier of the United States Army.

At the end of a street near the outskirts
of town Nophaie found the number he was
looking for.  And as he mounted the porch of
the little cottage Marian opened the door.
IFair golden flash of face and hair! He did
not see clearly, stumbling as he went in. Ter
voice sounded strange. Then they swere
alone in a little room with vague walls.
Dread he had felt at prospect of this mecting,
hut he hid not understood. e wanted only
to spare her pain. This woman now, holding
his hands, gazing with strained, dark eyes of
agony up at him, was remembered by her
belaved fair face, but something in it was
strange to him.

“ Benow di Cleash ! he said unsteadily.

“Nophaie—lover—my Indian! You are
going to war,” she whispered, wnd threw her
arms round his neck.

VISN as Nophaie bent to her white face

and 1o her lips, he grasped at the mean-
ing of her singular abandon.  One word had
been enough. War! And he pitied and loved
her as never hefore, and understood her, and
clasped her close, and kissed her until she
sank against him, pale and spent. To him
her kisses, with all their sweetness of fire,
called to his own lips only an austerity of
farewell. Long ago, in his Caiion of Silent
Walls, he had fought his battle against love.
Here he was as strong, tranquil, grave as she
was weak and passionate.

“ Nophaie, when do you—go away?”

“Tonight at ten.”

“Oh! Sosoon? But yvou go first to train-
ing camp?”? she queried breathlessly.

[ \'cg.i,

“You might not be sent abroad.”

“Penow i Cleash, do not have false hopes.
You want me to go to France. T'm it now
to fight. And it will not take long to make
soldiers of my Nopahs.”

“That means the—the front line, the
trenches, scout and sharpshooter duty, the
most dangerous posts,” she cried, with a hand
going to her mouth.

“Indians would not court the safe places,
Benow di Cleash. We are going— sixty-four
Nopahs, mest of whom I enlisted.”

Then he told her of his long rides, of his
importunitics to beat Blucher's influence, and
of his failure. She warmed to that, and in
her anger at the treachery of the agent and
her pride in Nophaie she passed by the more
poignant moment of this meeting.

“«T KNEW he was pro-German,” she said,

with flashing eyves. “‘Yet strange to say

he has strong friends here. Oh, this little

town is out of its head! What must Phila-
delphia or New York be now?”

“Tf the Indians are excited what must

white men be?” replied Nophaie, “All this

s

war feeling is bad, wild, terrible. But I
have nothing to lose and everything to gain. k-
I L :

“Nothing—to—lose,” she cried, suddenly
sobbing, and again her arms flashed round

his neck. ““Nophaie, you have me to lose. i
Don’t you love me still?”
“Love vou! Child, you are beside your- -

sell,” he replied tenderly. TTe saw the havoc
of war in this girl's breaking of reserve and
intensity of emotion. “Only today I

s di Cleash.”
“Iow? Not to me, not

3 vet. )
. e told of the incident id
= where Blucher passed :
within reach of his arm K
at a crucial moment '
when all the savagery |
of Indian nature was in P
the ascendant, and he
had denied it. “Only
A thought of you kept me |
from killing him,” he con-
cluded. i
“Me! I'd have been glad,” i
she returned, with again that
strange blaze in her eyes. 3

Nophaie realized ancw that the white girl
now presented a complexity of character per-
haps beyond his compichension.  She who
had heen the one to save Blucher's life, now
would have gloried in hearing of his death,
through her lover. This war spirit had un-
settled her mind.

“Nophaie, let me follow you to New 4
York—to France,” she hegged. B
. “Let you follow mel Why, Benow di 9
Cleash, T couldn’t prevent you, but I implore
against it.” e

“Let me go. I can become a nurse—do
Red Cross work—anything.”

“No. If vou want to give me happiness,
stay here and go on helping my people until
1 come hack or 1

.
-
.
.
.
.
-
.

ae?

¢ ON"T say it,” she cried, and shut his

lips with hers. “I can’t bear the
thought—not yet. Maybe some courage will
come to me after you have gone. 1 love you,
Nophaie—a million times more since T came
out. here to your country. The desert has
changed me. Listen, after you leave I will go
Iast for a while. But I promise I will come
back here and work—and wait.”

“All is well, Benow di Cleash,” he said. “1
feel that T will come back. Now let us go
outside and walk. T cannot say good-by to
vou inside a house.”

At the end of the lane a low, rocky emi-
nence rose, the first lift toward the higher
ground above the town. Stately pine trees
grew there. Wide apart, rugged and brown,
with their thick green tops, they appealed
strangely to Nophaie. A solemn and beauti-
ful and gplendid emotion came to him as he
walked ‘under them with Marian. She was
growing calmer and assimilating something
of his faith, of the mystic in him.

The warm summer air floated away, and
the cool wind from the mountain took its
place. The rosy afterglow of sunset faded.
A lonely star glimmered in the west. The
great still pines grew black against the sky.

“Benow di Cleash, when the Indian says
at the end of his prayer “ Allis well,” he must
mean just that. You must not have one un-
happy hour on account of my going to war.
Think of me as an American soldier. Physical
pain is nothing to me. T have played football
with injuries that would have laid white men
in the hospital. I welcome this chance to
justify the Indian. Any Indian not steeped
in his ancestral blindness and ignorance
would be as I am now. So I bid you not to
e unhappy. If I live to come back to the
reservation, then you may have cause to be
unhappy about me. For I know the war will
bring misery and poverty and plague to my
people. But be glad now that with all my
misfortune I can rise above it and fight for
vou and your people. Love of you saved me
from the dissolute life so strangely easy for
the Indian among white people. It has up-
lifted me to believe I may come somewhere
near the noble Indian you have dreamed me.”

(Concluded in the April Home Fournal)
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XViT
FTER Nophaie's departure Marian felt as if
the end of all had come.  She had not looked
bevond this last meecting.  And now with
the poignant and stinging experience in the

R e ¥ past, she seemed lost and broken-hearted.
AN el She fell into a terrible depression out of which
2 ,m‘l she struggled with difficulty.  The desert
Sov e ikis called her; the promise to Nophaic was a
sacred obligation; but she could not at once return to her
work among the Indians. She decided to go back East for a
while.

The hour she arrived in Philadelphia she realized that
outside of her need of change and the pleasure of old associa-
tions, there was other cause for her to be glad she had re-
turned.  Philadelphia, like other great citics, was in the
throcs of preparing for war. The fever of the war emotion
had seized evervone. The equilibrium of the staid and
tranquil City of Brotherly Love had been upset.

Marian found her relatives as changed as il many years
had intervened between her departure and return, They
had forgotten her. Each was obsessed by his or her peculiar
relation to the war, The draft of a son or brother or nephew,
the sceking of war offices, the shifting of trade to meet the
exigencies of war demands—all these attitudes scemed per-
sonal and self-seeking. Many of Marian's acquaintances,
voung men under thirty-one, in one way or another evaded
the clutch of the service. Conduet such as this was thrown
into reliel by the cagerness with which others enlisted before
the draft.

OUNG women were finding the world changed for them.

Every opportunity appearcd thrust upon them, even to
the extreme of donning khaki trousers and driving ambu-
lances in France. Marian could have found a hundred posi-
tions, all more remunerative than any she had ever had. It
was a time of stress. It was.a time of intense emotional
strain. 1t was a time when the nobility and selfishness of
human nature were enhanced,

Marian had her own reasons for being personally and
tremendously stirred by the war. That made her charitable
and generous in her judgments of others.  But the wildness
and unrestraint she could not condone. She could not hlame
any girl for heedlessly rushing into marviage with a soldier,
for she had yearned to marry Nophaie; but she was affronted
and disgusted by the abandon she saw in so many young
people. The war had given them a headlong impetus toward
she knew not what.

Yet Marian felt this strange and terrible thing hersell.
Why did her heart swell when she saw a soldier? Why did
ler eves dim when ghe saw from her window a trainload of
soldicrs speeding towards New York?  She had as much
reason as any woaman, except the mother of a soldier, to be
terribly drawn into the chaos of wartimes. Whenever she
thought of Nophaie a shuddering possessed her internal body
and she was sick., Yet there was a pride in him that was
growing infinite,
 Marian did her bit in the way of buving and selling bonds,
and in Y.M.CAL and Red Cross work,  But for her promise
to Nophaie to return to the reservation she would have gone,
like so many voung women, fo extremes ol war enthusiaso,
The uree to eo to France was something hard to resist.

By 7.ANE GREY
Hlustrations by Frank Street

Nophaic's letters were few and Tar hetween, and not what
they had been out in the desert, but upon them Marian
tived and sustained her hope.  In September she went to the
seashore to get away from the humidity and tainted air of
the city, which, since her sojourn in the West, she could
hardly endure. And she needed rest. She went 1o Cape
May and haunted the places on the beach where she had
heen with Nophaie

The restless, bright Atlantic! Marian bathed in the surf
and spent long hours upon the sand.  This period was
restful, yet it was singularly acute and living. The grand
roll of the break the thunder and boom, the white of
foam and the lying spindrift, the green heaving sea far out—
these elements seemed to be understood better and appre-
ciated more through her memory of the desert.
But she loved the desert most; and every day
the call of the wide colored wastes, the loneli-
ness, and something she could not define, rang
more insistently in her ears,

So time flew by, and autumn began to decline
into winter. It took time for Marian to dispose
of the little property she had; and following
that came a letter from Nophaie telling her he
was soon to sail from New York for France.
Marian went 1o New York in a vain hope of
secing him. But all she had of him was the
sound of his voice over the telephone. For this
she was unutterably grateful.  The instant she
had answered his “llello,” he had called:
“PBenow di Cleash?” Then shaking all over,
there in the little booth, she had listened to his
briel words of love and farewell.

1 was one of the throng of thousands of

women on the Hoboken docks when the huge
liner left her moorings.  Thousands of faces of
soldiers blurred in Marvian's sight.  Perhaps one
of them was Nophaice. She waved to them and
to him. She was only one of these thousands of
women left behind to suffer and endure. This
was harder for Marian than the farewell in
[agerstown.

White, fluttering sea of waving handkere !
Flash of ruddy boyish faces! These meant so
much. They were so infinitely more than just
ineidents of life.

The keen, bright winter sun shone down on
the dock of weeping women, on the huge liner
with its tan-colored fringe of human freight, on
the choppy, green-waved udson River, and the
glitter of the towering ity beyond.

Alarian returned to Philadelphin with her
spirit at lowest ehb and for once in her life fell
preyv toanapparently endless dejection. Besides,

the cold, wet elimate had a bad effect upon her after the dry,
bracing desert.  She suffered a spell of illness, and when she
recovered from that, she deemed it best to wait for spring
before starting West. DMeanwhile she went into war work,
All of her notes on the reservation and the Indian School
remained untouched. She had not the heart to rewrite them
for publication. She read newspapers and periodicals upon
the war until her mind was in a chaotic state. Once at least
she was stung into specific realization and an agony of sus-
pense.

A newspaper printed a report of French operations along
a river at the Front. For some reason not stated it was im-
portant that ohservations be kept from the end of a certain
bridge, long under German gunfire. For three days a soldier
had stood motionless, whitewashed to resemble a post, at the
exposed end of that bridge.  Tle was suceessful in his ob-
servations and had not drawn the gunfire of the enemy.
But he died from the strain and the coatings of whitewash.
This scoutl was an American Indian.

“He—he might have been Nophaie,'
mn torture.

In the spring Marian received a reply to a letter she had
written Mrs. Wolterson.

whispered Marian

Dear Marian: 1amlong indeed in replyving to yvour most welcome
and interesting letter.  But you will forgive me, for my excuse is
work, work, work. Imagine! Out of six white people and thirty
little Indian children, 1 was the only one not down with influenza.

First, your account of the goings-on of people in the East, and all
that war stuff, stirred me to thrills, made me long to be home—for
I, too, am an Easterner—and yet caused me to be thankful I am out
in the open country,

We were transferred here, as you already know, and left

Mesa without regret, except for our few true friends there.

We are fortunate to be retained in the service at all. The

wrong done my hushand by Blucher and Morgan was not
undone and never will be.

Blucher, yvou will be glad fo hear, had a sudden check to

his apen pro-Germanism.  Something or somebody frightened

him. My friends write me that his reaction to this

fear, whatever it was, resulted in his applying him-

i self tor wion work. But he will not last much

lomger as superintendent.  He will get the “steam

roller.”

Morgan, however, goes on his triumphant way.
What a monster that man is! It is utterly incon-
ceivable that such a fanatical devil could have such
a post, His latest stunt will interest you. Rams-
dell, the cowboy missionary, was one of the few
really good and  helpful missionarics whom  the
Indians ever recognized. You will remember that
Ramsdell's way of work did not ap-
peal to Morgan and his cronies. |
suspect they feared Ramsdell was
really acqguiring influence.  Robert,
my husband, many a time came
across Ramsdell helping the Indians,
He worked with them, digging ditches,
plowing, planting and building.
Ramsdell was a good mechanic and
he tried to teach things to the Indians,
e was a rough diamond, a hard-
riding parson, but as Robert says,
“Shore the real thing.”

Well, Morgan ealld one of his
investigations, his tribunals,  They
brought Ramsdell 1o their court and
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accused him of being a leader in heathenism. This charge was based
on the fact that he dressed in ludian costume for the entertainment
of Indian children. Another charge was that he was too friendly
with the traders. He was dismissed.

Here is o bit of news that comes closer to us.  Gekin Yushi has
again disappeared. The report went out from headquarters that she
had again run off. But my correspondent in Mesa does not believe
it. No attempt was made to trace her. 1 she had run off she would
have been tracked. Neither Rubr nor any of the policemen have
left Mesa,

[ know what T think and so does Robert. But it seems best not
to trust my suspicions Lo a letter, Some day the teuth will come
out. Alas for the Little Beauty of the Nopiahs

When T think of her, and the child prodigy,
Nophaie, I am sore at heart.

Svangeline, and noble

JING POINT is not at all like Mesa, 1loved Mesa, despite what
Isuffered there. This place is high up on the desert, over seven
thousand feet above sea level. It is bleak, barren, bitter cold, and
the winds are terrible. The snow last winter blew level with the sand.
It did not full! But yet there is beauty here. Great red bluffs
covered with cedars, and sand dunes forever changing with the
wind, and yellow mesas, and long white slopes of valley. But the
solitude, the cold and the mournful winds are dreadful.  Inlluenza
swooped down on us late in winter, a very fortunate circumstance.
Had spring not come 1 believe the whole population of thirty-six
would have been wiped out.

As it was everybody but mysell fell sick. Can you imagine my
labors? I had them all to myseli before a doctor came, and then
after he was gone. The poor little Tadian children—they were so
sick! 1 hardly had time to cat, let alone sleep. And when reliel came
it wus none too soon for me,

I have no direct information regarding influenza ravages at other
points on the reservation. But | understood it hit the Nopahs
pretly hard. I never saw any disease like this, [ dread the return of
winter. Warm weather kills the germ or whatever spreads this
sickness. 1M it should come early in winter I shudder to think what
might happen out here on the reservation.

You wrote in your letter of returning. We ave glad to hear this
news.,  Mrs, Withers wrote me that she had received a letter from
Nophaie from France, and that he said he had seen you on the pier
at Hoboken just before his ship sailed. But you did not see him!

The Ladiess HOME JOURNAL

How strangely things happen! T have two brothers at the Front in
France., When I think of them 1 think of Nophaic.
All good wishes to you, Marian, and let us hear from vou.
Sincerely,

Marian went back to the Indian country prepared o work
independently for the welfare of the Nopahs, 1t had been
her good fortune to meet a philanthropic woman who was
at that time sending money to Morgan. She told the gener-
ous woman that she did not believe a single dollar of her
donations ever reached the Indians. The wealthy philan-
thropist opened her eyes wide at Marian's revelations. She
had influence, Marian interested her to the extent of getting
her support in sceuring permission to pursuc her work on the
reservation, independent of the agent there,

At Flagerstown, Marian rented a livde cottage out near
the pines, from which she could see the green slopes and
gray peaks of the mountains, This time, with knowledge
and means to set about her task, she provided a comfortable
place to live in during her absences from the desert.,

Marian's first trip on the desert wok her (o King Point,
where she spent a profitable day with the Woltersons, King
Point was as cool and pleasant in summer as Flagerstown.
Marian found instant antagonisin in the head of the Indian
school there, making any project of hersrather outof the ques-
tion. Besides there was no place 1o stay. The school was
a small branch of the main system, and no Indians lived in
the near vicinity.

To Marian's regret she found matters not happy for the
Woltersons.  Blucher’s enmity had a long arm. Wolterson
had encountered the same underhand tactics that had been
operative at Mesa.  Morcover, the altitude and the cold,
and the poor quarters had not improved his health,  Marian
advised him to leave the Indian service.

“Shore, 1've got to,"” he drawled, “but [ hate to quit just
now, Looks like I'd be driven out.”

Before Marian left she received a suggestion from Wolter-
zon that made her thoughtful,  He told her about the livde

3
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settlement of Nokis at Copenwashic, how they were growing
poorer in water and land and had a hard winter ahead of thenn,

“Shore, they'll not be able 1o feed their stock,” said
Wolterson

“Why 2" inquired Marian.

“Because they have less land than formerly and very
little water. They can’t raise enough alfalfa.”

“Why less land than formerly 27

“Irviel and Leamon have gotten most of the Indians’

“Oh, L remember! But how can they do that? It seems
absolutely unbelievable 1o me.””

“Listen, and T will tell you,” replicd Wolterson,  ** First,
the man seleets the particular picee of ground he wants.
Then hie gets the superintendent to report to Washington
that this land is not needed by the Indians, Tt is always the
Lest picce of grownd. The Government grants the use of a
little tract, Soon it is lurther reported that this is not suthi-
cient, Apother tract is available and this is also turned over.
After a time the white man applics for a patent to this land,
EFriel has got his patent.  Leamon is pretty close to getting
his,  Others are pending,

“With the land he gets a supply of water forirrigating, and
often in addition he gets a good spring, and this much warter
is simply taken from the Indians.  Water on the desert is
limited.  Last year was dry. This one may be drier.  And
there you are.”

ARIAN had planned to go next to Kaidab, but influ-

enced by the incentive of Wolterson's suggestion, and
a dread of secing just vet the beautiful sage uplands beloved
by Nophaie, she decided fiest to look over the field av Copen-
washic. The Paxtons at Mesa gave her a warm welcome,
and between them, for the sake of a subterfuge that might
L wise, they arranged o basket-and-blanket-buying job
for her.

( Continteed on Page 222)

THE STORM SWEPT ON, WREATHING THE RIMS AND FILLING THE NARROW CANON BEHIND
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he special value of purebred Holstein milk for in-
fant and baby feeding. as well as for general family
use. may be summed up, briefly as follows:

By laboratory tests, the faf content and other
nutrients in purebred Holstein milk are found
to be in proportions nearest to Mother’s milk.

The fat globules in purebred Holstein milk are
small, quickly emulsified and easily digested.

Purebred Holstein cows are strong, healthy,
large and vigorous, and those same qualities
are imparted in the milk.

With such a perfectly balanced, vitalizing food. doctors and
nurses have found that even the most acute eases of malnu-
trition are often rapidly overcome by the use of purebred
Holstein milk.

If your baby is not thriving as you think it should, ask
your doctor about purebred Holstein milk and use it in
accord with his r dations,
Purcbred Hlolstein milk is naturally lizht in eolor. The
average test of milk from 12,300 purebred Holsteins, tested
under official  supervision of the Agricultural Colleges
last year, was 3.57 per cent fat, 1f your milkman can not
supply vou with purebred Halstein milk,
write us and we will assist
vou in sccuring il.

Write for wue boolded ou " The Wil
Bowved fov 0fitd Head th 5 wrailed pore paeidd
Hppen e st

EXTENSION SERVICE,

The Holstein-Friesian Association of America
bt 233 East Ohio Street, Chicago, 11
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Danger or Sa/.fety--Which?

Babies are Tull of curiosity — abont boiling  pots aned
kettles, stoves, fires, stairwavs, windows, ping, pills,
buttons and matches,

Gone are the dayve of
well and wash basin, of
hroom and  sweeper;
and the days of nnsani-
tary and un=afe basket-
basginet and iron-erily.
Kiddie-Koop  Crib s
here, with manifold util- F . A .
itics and economies of Dayv and night, asleep or at playv, indoors and out. the
money, space and care. Kiddie-Koop Crib protects vour babe.  Birth-thru-crib-
vears, hassinet, crib, plavpen—Tfor the cost of a good
crib alone,

Unlese vou have a Kiddie-IKoop, vou constantly experi-
cnee risks and frights; exhausted nervous and physical
energy—and baby sulfering, il not serious accident.

Kiddie-loop's marvelous utility shown pictorially in o«

free hook, Write

E. M. TRIMBLE MFG. CO.
431 Central Ave. Rochester, N. Y,
In Canada: Lea-Trimble Co., Toronte

KMAI?F_ onry my TRIMALE KO OP
- Two sipes: 1) ins,
IDDIE-KOOP ...
The Bassinet o
Modern CRIB Playpen

Ask ar stores for
Kiddie-Konp by ex-
act  name-—confirm
by name-plate.
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(Continwed from Dage 37)

Copenwashie Tav down on the edge of the
mesa two miles or more from the govern-
ment post, AU any time it was a barren,
desolate outlook, and in summer under the
leaden haze of heat it was surely mercilessly
inhospitable to a white person.

The Nokis were agricultural in their pur-
suits, not nomads like the Nopahs, The two
tribes had long been inimical to each other.

Marian went from door to door of their
little low houses and asked for baskets, She
saw stoves, beds, sewing machines common
to white houscholds.  The rooms she got a
peep into were whitewashed and clean, The
Nokis were short in stature, broad-faced,
resembling a Japanese more than a Nopal,
and the women all appeared to be heavy,
Thev spoke a little English, but they were
reserved and shy, Marian was havd to please
in style of baskets, but she paid the price
asked without haggling, Thus she carefully
felt her way along the line of procedure she
had adopted. When she left the village and
ascended the slope to the level of the mesa,
she looked back.

The place seemed @ jumble of little rock
and mud huts perched on the very edge of a
precipice,  Below lay a wide green valley
with Indian laborers at work and threads
of water running Lo and fro. Across the val-
lew rose a red-and-yellow blufl, rimming out
on the ghastly desert. To the right of where
Marian stood loomed an imposing structure
of stone, built by masons, two stories high and
with a tower.  This was the home of white
men. Somchow Marian resented its pres-
ence there,

DAXTON had driven her down to Copen-
washie, and said he did not consider it
sife for her towalk to the village unattended.
Opportunity to ride was infrequent, so Mar-
ian adjugted herselfl to a slow progress of
passing the time and winning the confidence
of the Nokis. But there were other demands
upon her time—study, reading, writing let-
ters, keeping in touch with all pertaining to
the war. The heat of
midday was, after all,
not unendurable,and she
ol used Lo it though she
endeavored Lo stay in-
doors during those hours,
She hired the Indian mail
carrier,who remembered
her, to carry her letters
to Flagerstown and to
do her errands. Three or
four times a week she
visited the Noki village.
On cach trip she bought
haskets, and left candy
and dolls and musical
tovs with the children.
She anticipated em-
barrassing situationsand
prepared for them. Jay
Smith zat on the trading-
post steps during  the
summer evenings., Mor-
ean had asked somebody
what that “white-faced
cat” was doing back on
the reservation?  Friel
had learned of her pres-
ence. But so far Marian
had heen clever and for-
tunate enough to avoid
meeling cither of them
face to face. She did not
care, however, when that
might happen.

If happiness could have heen hers, it might
have come to her here on the desert that had
somchow changed her, and in the work she had
chosen.  But she could not be really happy.

OPHATE wrote but seldom. He was
“somewhere in France.”  1is letiers
were censored, and he wrote so little of him-
sell,  Marian lived in constant dread that
she would never hear from him again, that
he would be killed. Tt did nots torture her
that he might be injured. TFor she knew he
was an Indian towhom injuries were nothing.
Faen the tranquillity of the desert, its
wonderful power to soothe, did not help her
with this war emotion, Life did not stand
still. but her heart seemed to.

CATHER ALLTHIA RICHANDS

With the end of summer there scemed to
be an end to the uneventful waiting monot-
ony of her life. Withers called for her one
day and packed her off in his car to Kaidah.

The last day of Marian’s stay at Kaidab
she prevailed upon Miss Withers to ride out
and climb the highest point available. With-
ers sent one of his Indian riders with them.
They had a long, hard and glorious ride.
FFrom the brow of a great divide Marian saw
the whole vast reach of the Valley of Gods,
the red sentinels of the desert lonely and
grand against the haze of distance. She
saw the dark, organ-shaped mesa under the
shadow of which Nophaie had heen born.
Then far to the westward, up and up over
the giant steps, she caught a glimpse of
green-cedared and purple-saged uplands, and
above them the huge bulk and dark dome of
Nothsis Abn.

\ I'THERS was waiting at the gate for
'V the riders when they returned. His face
wore an excited, cager and happy expression,
such as Marian had never before seen there.
What could have hroken this intrepid West-
erner’s reserve?  Marian experienced a sen-
sation of weakness.

“Get down and come in,” he called,
“Come a-rustlin® now. I've got news.”

Marian tumbled off some way and ran
at the heels of Withers' daughter, who was
crving: “Oh! Dad’s got a letter from Ted.”

So indeed it turned out to be.  DMrs.
Withers had been cryving, but was now
radiant.  The trader fumbled over many
sheets of paper, closely covered with writing.

“8is, vou can read all of this afterward,”
he was saving,  “Ted's all right, TFussin’
hecause he won't see any real fight, He says
what T told vou all, the Huns are licked.
Whoopee! You know I wrote Ted months
ago and asked him to find out about our
Indians. I'd given up hoping. DBut he's
found out a lot, and I'll read it. Marian,
vour Nophaic has got the D. 5. medal!
What do vou know about that? ™’

Marian could not have
spoken then to save her
life. She seemed locked
in sensation, mute in the
sweelest, richest, fullest
most agonizing moment
of her life.

HE trader fumbled

over the sheets of
paper.  His fingers were
nol wholly steady.

“Tere,' he began,
“thiz letler scems less
cut up than any we've
had. Ted writes: ‘T had
some luck.  Happened
to run across a soldier
who'd been in the thick
of the front-linc battles
with some of our Indians.
What he had to say
about them wasa-plenty.
ITe knew Lo Blandy when
he played college foot-
ball. Soit's a good guess
Lo Blandy is our
Nophaie. T got thick
pronto with this soldier.
Iis name is Alunson.
e hails from Vermont.
He'd not only been in
the front-line trenches
with our Indians but in
the hospital with some of
them, 'veforgotten names and places. This
FFrench lingo is sure hard for me. Munson
said an officer told him there were thousands
of American Indians in the service. That's
news to me. It sure tickled me,

“YA good many Indians have been killed.
Whether or not any of them were Nopahs
I can’t say. But the Indian who pulled the
bear-trap stunt is our own nutty Shoie, the
spelibinder.  Munson said they called him
that, and he answered exactly to the de-
scription 1 gave. Now it appears that every
night or so Shoie would pull a crippled Ger-
man into the trenches. These German sol-
diers woulil have either an arm or leg hroken

(Continwed an Page 225)
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(Continuned from Page 222)

and terribly lacerated.  Shoie never had
much to say over here.  You know the
Indian. But like all the other redskins he
was a wonderful scout, and therefore had
something more of freedom than the white
boys. These Indians were no more alraid of
No Man’s Land than of crossing the desert
at night. Shoie was watched, And it was
discovered that he pulled these erippled Ger-
mans into the trenches in a Number Four
bear trap attached to a
long wire. Shoie would
crawl out in the dark-
ness— they said healways
picked the places where
German soldiers were
sneaking—and set the
bear trap. Then he'd slip
back to the treneh towail.,

““When he got one,
everybody along that
line sure knew of it. For
the Germans hollered
like all get-out. At that,
to crawl into a Number
Four bear trap would
make any man holler. Al -
Shoie saild was:  “DMe
catch-um whole German
Army!” I guess maybe
the buddies didn’t hand
it to this Indian.

“OVell, there's more about Lo Blandy.
Munson lay in the hospital with him, and
found out he had been wounded four times,
the last time seriously. But he scemed nearly
well then.  That was three weeks ago.
Blandy—or Nophaie—was to be discharged
and sent home as an invalid, incapacitated
for further service. He had been in every-
thing the war afforded except actual death.
That scemed to miss him. Munson said
Nophaie was indifferent to danger and pain.
Shell shock had affected him somewhat, and
gassed lungs made him a probable con-
sumptive. But to Munson he was certainly
far from a physical wreck. I think Munson
said Nophaie got into the great Chatoo-
Therry (how'd you spell that?) mix-up, and
that an officer gave him the DL S, right olf
his own breast.  Sure some stunt for an
olficer, believe me.

S Anyway Nophaie, along with other In-
dians, must be on the way honie by now,
I'm sure glud, T ean’t remember ever caring
a whoop about the Nopahs, But 've a
hunch that o lot of Americans, including
myself, haven'teverappreciated the red nin.

“*DMy chance of plugging a Uritz has be-
come slim indeed, and for that reason 'm
sure homesick for you all, and the smell of
cedar smoke and sheep wool.””

XViid

IEWS of the Armistice did not reach Mesa

until late in the afternoon of that mem-
orable November day. [t came from the
lips of the mail carrier. He was not credited.
Paxton rushed to the telephone to call up
Flagerstown, only to find the wire down. A
crowd of Indians collected around the mail
carrier, and they all believed him. Only the
whites were skeptical. But a livde later
Paxton’sclerk came running in. * Warover!”
he eried. * FFriel brought news, he and Lea-
mon. They just gotin from town. Everybody
gone crazy.”’

Marian and Mrs, Paxton indulged in o
few moments of heartfelt felicitations, not
unmixed with tears.  And these Tew simple
reactions appeared o be the forerumers olan
hour of mounting excitement. Supper wits nol
thought of. Outside in front of the trading
post the crowd grew apace, and now white
faces began to mingle with the dark ones.
Friel’s car came humming along, and it con-
tained three other white men and several
Indians. The latter leaped off as Friel drove
on. He saw Marian standing on the steps,
and waving his hand he yelled: * War over!”
Marian waved back, and this was the only
time she had ever been glad to see him, e
wits a4 bearer of Dlessed news. e drove on,
manifestly in a hurry to get to headquarters,

The November air was raw and cold. 1t
chilled Marian through. She went into the
Paxtons’ sitting room, where she sat by the
window. The trader came through and
opened the window. “Don’t miss any thing.

'
vary

There'll be trouble.  Blucher has arrvested
some Nopahs. And Ul bet they never go Lo
jail.”

Marian was now all eyes and cars. The
trader kept running to and fro with his wife
at his heels.  She was trying to make him
stay in the house. Nothing unusual, how-
ever, occurred outside for a while. The crowid
swelled to upwards of a hundred Indians, a
motley dark assemblage, divided into sev-
cral groups, cach of which
undoubtedly surrounded
an Indian with a bottle.
The white men had drawn
apart.

It had been rather an
overcast day, with clouds
massing in the west, The
time wis perhaps an hour
before sunset. Marian
saw an Indian running
(1(1\\' n T.hl.‘ avenue ’]l'.{ ween
the poplars.  Some of the
watching Indians shouted.
This Noki evidently was
frightened, for he looked
back and then darted in
among his fellows.

Iricl’s car appeared,
still containing the same
number.  Marian recog-
nized two of them. e
drove Lo the steps, where he stopped the car
and got oul. Manifestly he was starting for
the window to speak to Marian when one of
the other men called out, “ Hold on, Friel.”

ALTED by the peremptory call, he im-

patiently turned back. The Indianswere
looking now up the avenue. Marian heard
another car coming, Before it came in range
of her sight, four white men came hurrying
along.  Ruhr, the policeman, was the fore-
most, and the last two were Glendon and
Naylor. Marian did not recognize the second
man. They had the mien of angry, excited
men, yel not overbold. Then the second car
hove in sight.  Sum Ween, the interpreter,
was driving it. Morgan stood on the running
board and Blucher stood up inside. 1t was
not s dillicult matter for Marian Lo pereeive
the state of their minds.

When the car stopped Morgan dropped
off and Blucher piled out. *Arest that
Tudian ! hie yelled.

Rulir apparently had the least reluctance
to penetrate the suddenly silent crowd of
Indians, and one of his deputics, the stranger
Marian did not recognize, rather haltingly
followed him.  Glendon and Naylor hung
back, a fact that added to Blucher’s exas-
peration.  Margan, too, edged away Trom
the ominous-looking Tront line of Indians.
Presently that line was broken to emit Rubr
dragging an Indian behind him, the Noki
that had hidden. Blucher ran inand shackled
hin.

“What'il you put irons on him for, vou
blockhead ?” called Morgan. “Tnelians hate
irons.  And T told you they were in bad
mood.  Some of them drunk !

“AWhe's doing this?”" hoarsely called the
agent.

The younger wnd probably maore intoxi
cated Indians suddenly appeared to move in
unison and to spread round Blucher and his
men. They closed in, shouting.

“het that Indian go!™ yelled Morgan
with all his might.

LUCHER shouted o profane refusal.

Then the crowd hecame noisy, violent
and decidedly threatening.  Marian lost sight
of the white men in the meélée.  She felt her
pulses beat in excitement and fear. Surcly
the Indians were in no mood to trifle. How
dark and wild their upturmed faces! They
surged into a knot.  That, 1oo, broke as be-
fore, only more rudely; and it let out the
white men, disheveled, pale and thoroughly
frightencd. The Indians had forced Blucher
to unshackle the Noki he had arrested. They
jeered at bim.

Bottles Mashed aloft, held by dark sinewy
hands.  Blucher was forced back toward the
side of the trading post, as it chanced near
the window where Marian crouched.

{Continued on Page 226)
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Dye Garments or Draperies

Like New for 15¢

Dresses Waists
Skirts Kimonos
Coats Sweaters

[Lach package of “Diamond Dyes”
contains directions so simple any
woman can dye or tint her old,
worn, faded things new, cven if
she has never dyed belore. Buy
“Diamond Dyes” — noother kind

then perfect home dyeing is guar-

Curtains Ginghams

Coverings Stockings

Draperies Everything
anteed.  Just tell your druggist

whether the material you wish to
dye is wool or silk, or whether it
is linen, cotton, or any mixed
coods. “Diamond Dyes” never
streals, spot, fade, or run. Ask to
see “Diamond Dyes” Color Card.

pattern complete.

mercerized, for larger boys
and girls and soft long
hose for the baby.

If your dealer hasn't them,
send us his name and ask
for Bookler A, :
Trade Mark on Every Pair
RANDOLPH MILLS %% *;
PHILADELPHIA j
B b Townaend & Cln

Selling Agents
Mew York Clity

Randolph Cuties are dainty in appearance but sturdy in wear.
Double-top, roll-top or plain-top—and all mod-
erately priced.  Also  three-quarter  length,
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NEW DOUBLE-TOP |

© SOX FOR TOTS |

There’s a new vogue in children’s socks — *l

the Randolph Cuties double-top sock, which preserves the i:
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FAULTLESS

REG.U.S. PAT,. OFF.

RUBBER GOODS

No. 40 “Wearever” Water Bottle is as
good a water bottle as you can buy any-
where for any price.  Moulded-in-one-piece
without seams or bindings, it will not leak.
It will give the utmost in satisfaction and
length of service. Sold by good dealers gen-
crally. If not obtainable conveniently, write
us and we will tell you where you can get it.
The Faultless Rubber Co., Dept. 2014, Ashland,Ohio

ALL-RUBBER
Work Aprons

Faultless No, 1T Work A prons
(see illustration) are just
\\']]ﬂ' (.'.\'('I"" woman ||l'l,‘(‘5 il‘
her housework, They are
servicealble, extra strong,
longwearing and generous in
size. Made of all-rubber in
blue or green body, with
white binding, or gray body
with gray binding. Price,
$1.25 each. Sold by good
denlers generally. 1f not ob-
tainable conveniently, write
us and we will tell you where
you can get them.

The Faultless Rubber Co.,
Dept. 2014, Ashland, Ohio

L

“WEAREVER”
PRACTICE GOLF BALL
Will Not Cut

The new and improved "Wearever” Practice Golf Ball
is rruly a wonderful ball. It lowers the high cost of
golf—retnils for 200 each. Sizeand weight are standard,
Iron or wood clubs will not cut it It drives true 1nd
rutts well, Expert golfers all over the country praise
it hichly.

Sold by good dealers generally, I not

phrainable conveniently, we will supply the first dozen
from the factory at $2,40 per dozen (postpaid).

The Faultless Rubber Co., Dept. 201 4,_4"\_8_h|_:l:|_d_,_(_)h o

PRHCTIC(-’[L
HAIR CURLERS

As flexible as fairy fingers—will curl
the hair, long or bobbed, while you
are dressing, or can be kept on all
night comfortably.

Mot the slightest danger of injuring
the finest hair.

Sold at notion counters. If your
dealer does not carry them, write

ASTENARE
62 BROADWAY
NEW YORK

Yes! Some of our men and women
agents make even more; just tak-
ing orders for our wonderful bargainsin

Guaranteerd Flosi ] Unilerwenr. The most com
plete line in A . R, Kinport, of Wyoming,
cleared $14 commissions in two hours! Mrs, Bosworth,
i a crippled old Lady of 71, made 826 in twao
o v you can do as much or more.
Malloch-Knit goods are worn all over the worlid,
They eell themselves,

Send for Free Sample Offer!

You will be delighted with our free sample outfit and
our enre sales plan. We pay all express aned goarantee
prompt delivery,  Appoint sub-agents and make exira
money ! Don't et someone in vour neighborhood get
ahead of von! Write Taday! Just say * Send me yvour
free sample offer and money making plan.”™

R P o ey e ey g+

Invitations, Announcements, Ete.
100 in seript fettering. including two

634 Grant Street

Malloch Kmllmg Ml“s Grand Rapids, Mich.
L]

e n sote of envelopes, $3.50, 100 Visit-

ing Cards, $1.00. Write for samples,

L. OTT ENGRAVING CO., 1044 Chestnut 3., Philadelphia, Pa.
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(Continued from Page 225)

“Skin stretched over stick!” velled a
Noki who could speak good English. Then
hoth Nokis and Nopahs took up that slogan,
each in his own tongue.

But older, sober Indians in the crowd
dragged the violent ones back and away from
the trading post. Still, plainly it was no casy
task. Cooler heads prevailed, however, and
it seemed that Blucher and Morgan had nar-
rowly excaped violence,

“What'd T tell your”
hoarsely. '

Blucher vouchsafed no reply. Ilis pale
face scemed Lo have fixed in an expression
of furious trance.  Marian had a good look
at him as he passed the window to go to his
car. Ile might have been walking in a
nightmare.  Indians were naught to him.
1lis strident orders and violent movements
had heen merely the explosion of an un-
abiatable and terrible passion. Stolid, heavy,
immovable German that he was, he had
heard news Lo unseat his reason for this hour.

Likewise Marian had a fleeting glimpse of
Morgan's face. Did she cateh a lurking sar-
donic gleam, a malignant flash of eyes? Or
had her sensitive imagination conjured up
iHusive justifications of her opinion of this
man? She marveled at him. As a woman she
seemed to shrink from her enormous con-
ception of him.  Was she right or wrong?
She would have wagered her all that his
mind was a dark abyss and that his =oul was
a wilderness.

shouted Morgan

FTMHEN these two men, at once so infini-

tesimally little in her conception of life
and so monstrously powerful to rouse the
drumbeat of her passions, slowly passed out
of her sight.

December came, bleak and raw, hut hold-
ing off on the inclement weather that made
the desert an inhospitable place for white
peaple.  Influenza was reported by the au-
thoritics on widely separated parts of the
desert. No effort was made to check the
disease or to minister to any Indians except
the school children. But it was not consid-
cred serious,

Marian awoke one day to a realization
that ghe had found favor with the Nokis,
Long before she expected it she was welcome
in the sechuded homes of these strange desert
people.  After all they were very humai,
very susceptible to kindness and goodness.
They would accept charity and

presents, but a material gift "

was no sure way to their
hearts.  Marian r
not discover this until
after she had won them.
Then it became clear
to her that she had /
been under as intelli-
gent and carclul a
serutiny as she had
bent upon them.  She
was judged by what
she said and did, and
by developments that
verified the appear-
ance of her actions,

H"]'I’, R Marian had
acquainted her-
self with the actual
conditions of these
Indians she set to
work in her own way T
to help them. There e
were habies and old
men going blind from
trachoma; there were children with congen-
ital hip discase; there were always injured
horsemen and sick housckeepers; Tast of all,
thewhole village was poor 'mtlpm\:ﬂg]}nmﬁ

The war might be over, but its aftermath
had just begun. There were signs that more
than warranted the gloomy [orebodings of
Withers.

Marian never saw the school doctor waste
a ride down to Copenwashie. She hrought a
phy ician from Flagerstown. And his several

visits, followed by her own ministrations, al-
leviated considerable distress.  When the
skeptical Nokis saw there was no aftermath
from this, no obligation, nothing but the
kindness of Benow di Cleash, they subtly
and almost imperceptibly changed. The old

Nokis learned to relax their somber faces in
ht smile; the children grew glad to see
Marian, more for her presence than for gifts.

It was very hard for her to remain even
half an hour inside the little houses because
of the acrid smoke from the open fires. This
severely affected her eyes and even her
throat. When she got out into the cold,
cutting, desert wind she was always relieved.
So she did the best that she could, grateful
indeed that her efforts were not futile.

I'axton went out of his routine to help her.
Fiekersall, in his rough, uncouth way, left no
stone unturned in her behall. Between the
two of them Marian seldom had to walk the
windswept two-mile stretch up the mesa.
She did not come into contact with Blucher
or Morgan and, so far as she could tell, they
were not pn_\'im.: any attention to her affairs.
Thiz apparent fact, however, did not blind
Marian to their [)llRRIhI]Il!(‘.R. They were
like moles, burrowing in the dark.

RTEL had again pressed his amatory ad-

vances, which Marian had met with some
rither Dlunt speech: “Mr. Friel, you may
blinel  yourself with egotistic convictions.
There's no limit to mental aberration. But
1 think you are a liar. And I'm not exactly
flattered with your presumption that I'd
marry yvou and live on the land you stole
from the Indians.”

I'ricl never again made fun of her or at-
tempted to make love to her.

Naturally Marian's increasingly close re-
lation to some of the Nokis resulted in their
confidences. By the middle of December
most of the little tribe who owned horses or
cattle, and especially all of the freighters, were
hard pressed for feed for their stock. Marian
lent money to some of the neediest. But the
situation was not to he met by the little
money she could spare. So she took up the
matter with Eckersall,

“Reckon T seen it comin’ all along,” was
Fckersall's reply. “The Nokis are in for a
bad winter, miss.  I'll tell you what T'll do:
T'll go to the agent an” make a strong talk
for the Nokis.”

“Thank vou, Eckersall. That's good of
vou, Mayhe we can do something.”

Several days elapsed before Marian again
saw Fckersall. ““Wal, me an’ you are on the
wrong side of the fence,” he complained
rucfully, in reply to her eager query.

“How sor"

“We have a hankerin’ for these
poor Indians. Miss, T went
to our German agent an’ I
made the speech of my

life. I painted the woe
of the Nokis an’ the suf-
ferin’ of the horses as
it was never done he-
fore. I told him that
he made the Nokis
freight supplies from
town; that he didn’t
pay them enough;
that these freighters
had no other way to
make alivin’. 1le said
he hadn’t any hay to
spare at twenty dol-
lars the ton. Wal, T
went to Friel an’
talked with him. An’
he said forty dollars

a ton! The Nokis
- can't pay that. So [

== went back to Blucher

an’ railed at him
aain, e snapped at me: ‘11 the white men
want forty dollars a ton for their hay, then
the Indians will have to pay forty dollars.””

O long after that Marian met one of the

freight wagons at the foot of the mesa
grade. The wagon was packed full of boxes
and bales, making a prodigious load to haul
thraugh sand and up the desert hills, Three
teams of mustangs were hitched to it. Six
little horses! ‘They were skin and bones.
How dejected and weary and hungry they
appeared ! Their ribs showed like fence pick-
cts. Raw sores had been worn by the make-
shilt harness.

(Continued on Page 227)

See the Bran

in every flake

In Pettijohn's each lus-
cious flake hides 259 of bran.
In eating these delicious
morsels, one forgets the
bran.

Pettijohn's is soft rolled wheat
—a special wheat, the most fla-
vory wheat that grows. It sup-
plies whole wheat, plus bran—
two essentials in a diet. And they
come in a luxury dish which

everybody welcomes. 1t will de-
light you. Try it.

Fettijohns

Rolled Wheat— 259, Bran
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Suggestions aplenty for the
Children’s Party!

OW TO DECORATE the table, how to make the favors
—you'll find suggestions aplenty in the new Gala Book—
only 1o cents,  Check below and write for it today.
The*“Making things™ library. Six fascinating books of in-
structions. Just read the titles. At
stationers and department stores
or write to Dennison, Dept. AAg,
Framingham, Massachusctts, 10
cents cach, 6o cents the ser,

Gala Book

Tables and Favors

Sealing Wax Art {

Paper Costumes {
(
(

Crepe Paper Flowers
Paper Rope Weaving
Halls, Booths and Autos

j

AMAZING! The many uses
of this little stove. Use it for
cooking, light ironing, heat-
ing water quickly, warming
baby's milk, in emergencies,
in the sick room. Hundreds
of other uses. Always ready
to give you heat in a
moment. Be sure to get
this

Sterno |
Canned Heat Folding'-
Stove

qr‘lhia:l and 1o to Sterno Corp.,g E. 37th |
N.Y. C., Dept. LH, for sample stove

A

f Safe
Milk
and Malt
Grain Ext.’
4 M1 in powder, makes
) ) The Food-Drink
f for All Ages
<5~ Avoid Imitations—Substitutes

£
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AN ANTISEPTIC LIQUID

i

?

e e

HIS old, reliable, time-

tried perspiration remedy
—a pure, unscented, antisep-
tic liquid, ecasily and quickly
applied—used only twice a
week, will free you from all
perspiration trowbles—dis-
comfort, embarrassment,
ruined gowns, etc.

e

-;%i
i

Keeps the underarms dry and

e s

odorless.

|

L Physicians and nurses

\ E endorse it—women

f q‘im for everywhere have used

: Z‘qul‘; it for years.

| dan i ’
{l. Ip&‘ Try it once—you will

i Send 4¢ for  mever be without it
4 :
ﬂ'. sample sufficient S0c {several months' !
A o "‘*""_‘""" supply) at all lead- I
ij test—alia infor- ing toilet and drug 1§
7 maiion on what counters, or by mail i
u medical author- (postpaid).
{ ities say about

The Nonspi Co. J
2624 Walnut Street }
LY

excessive  arm-
pit perspiraiion,
Kansas City, Mo.

BURTON'’S TISSUE

TRADE MARK
The Best Tissue Made

The label on the end of
every piece guarantees the
genuine,

WOVEN OF THE FINEST
COTTON GROWN, WITH
ABSOLUTELY FAST COL-
ORED YARNS, IN THE
VERY LATEST DESIGNS.

WILL BE WORN BY
SMART WOMEN EVERY -
WHERE.

The usual retail selling
price, 75¢, is a great advan-
tage.

For sale by all department
stores.

e
Have added beauty to thousands
of American Homes. This year we offer
4 Matchless Novelties
I Chinese Woolflower, Radiant Crimson, pki. ey
Giant Kochia, Famous decorative plant, pkt. 20c;
Blue Lace Flower, Like Queen Anne Lace, pkt. 15¢;
Jerusalem Cherry, Festive Red or Gold Berries, pkt. 15¢.
One packet each of the 4
(70c value) postpaid for 250-
Big Colorplate Cat alog—FREE
Offers everything for the garden and includes SPECIAL
PREMIURM Officr. When writing mention this magazine.

JOHN LEWIS CHILDS, Inc., Floral Park, N. Y.
Plan Your Garden

The Vanishing American
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The drivers, both young Nokis, were walk-
ing. One held the long reins; the other led
at the head of the fivst team. They were as
tired as their horses. They had walked from
Ilagerstown, the whole distance of near
cighty miles, to spare their teams. Marian
questioned them, and though they grinned,
their replies were
significant  of de-
pression.

Winter came at
last, biting, icy, and
the desert became
an open waste Lo
dread. Day after
day dark clouds
rose, threatening
storm. Privation
followed hard on
the cold heels of
winter, and many s
of the Noki fam-
ilies began to suf-
fer. What with L

plentiful addition of Nopihs, Marian’s eyes
gladdened at sight of the tall, graceful, pic-
turesque Nopah riders, blanketed as they
were. Manifestly there was something in the
wind. The crowd was walking and riding to-
ward the school. Marian followed. It was
some distance, and all the way new riders fell
in with the delega-
tion. What sur-
prised Marian and
added to her excite-
ment was the ap-
parent fact that the
Nopahs were going
to take part in this
protest. But Lo
Marian it looked
more ominous than
o formal stating of
objections.  The
Nokis meant to
stop the preaching
that they consid-

lack of food for man

and beast the out-

look was discouraging indeed. Marian bought
stores of supplies from Paxton, who charged
exactly what they had cost him, but these
did not go far nor long.

SNHEN came the incident that heaped fuel
on the fires of Noki resentment: Leamon
had made a hurried trip to Flagerstown, where
he learned that flour had gone up two dol-
lars a hundredweight. It so happened that
on his return trip he passed several Noki
wagons going into Copenwashic to buy flour.
Therefore, in possession of this information,
he hurriedly drove to the trading posts at
Copenwashie and Mesa and bought all the
flour the traders had, some two thousand
pounds, at the old price.

Leamon, before this incident, had won a
universal dislike for himsell. Tt then fell out
that he was to go beyond the endurance of
even these stoical Nokis.

He got permission from the agent to ad-
dress the school children after they had as-
sembled in the schoolroom each day. So he
chose the first hour of the morning session.
The Nokis objected to Leamon’s Luking the
time from the school work, and they com-
plained to the agent. Nothing was done.
The Nokis grew more resentiul. They roused
dissension. Their activities caused reports to
be made to the Government, and an inspec:
tor was sent out. He ruled that Leamon’s
activities be discontinued. But after he had
gone, Leamon was seen Lo get audience with
Morgan and Blucher, with the result that he
went on as before.

The Nokis held a council over this turn of
affairs and absolute usurpation of their
rights.  The chief himself came to Marian
and asked her to read to him the ruling of
the inspector. She did so, in Nopah and in
English, both of which languages he under-
stood. “Benow di Cleash, don’t you think we
ought to kill him?” asked the Noki.

Marian was shocked and told him with all
the force she could command that murder
would only add to their troubles.

“STH\ON'T you think we ought to kill him? ™
the chief kept repeating to everything
Marian said.

“No, no, you must not,” she protested.
“Try sending a delegation to face Leamon.
Show him the inspector’s ruling and tell him
you have had white people read it.”

“Pon’t you think we ought to kill him?”
was all the chief said.

But the next day, while Leamon was in
the school, this delegation suggested by
Marian assembled in front of the village.

It was a cold, lowering day with wind
sweeping down across the desert. The vil-
lage had been swept clear of snow, except in
the protected corners of stone walls. Marian
had anticipated some untoward event, and
she had borrowed a horse to ride down carly.
That trip had required something of forti-
tude. When she neared the village she saw
Nokis riding in from the Red Sandy trail.
And when she reached the dip of mesa rim
she had further cause for excitement.

The delegation contained all the male
Nokis, and some of the other sex, with a

cred an imposition
on the time and at-
tention of the
“Leamon, come out!”

children,
shouted o clear voice in good Linglish.

school

It rang in Marian’s cars. Unmistakably
Indian; but was it Noki?  Marian had to
restrain i strange agitation, She convineed
herself she was nervous and overinclined to
imaginings. But she felt that she could trust
to her eyes, and she rode farther, to within
one hundred feet of the school.

Leamon did not appear promptly enough
to please the Nokis. They began to shout.
Someone pounded on the door. Then again
the clear, high Indian voice pealed above the
others, silencing them.

STEAMON, come out or we'll come in.”’

The door opened and Leamon ap-
peared.  His face was red.  His figure, which
resembled Morgan's, seemed instinet with in-
tolerant authority. Yetin spite of this he was
not at case. “What do you want?” he de-
manded.

“Get out!” replied the leader, and from
the crowd came shouts confirming his order.

“T won't!” yelled Leamon furiously.
“Blucher gave me permission.”

“Read the order from Washington.”

Leamon waved aside the paper held out to
him. It appeared to be in the hands of a
short Noki beside whom stood a tall Nopah.
He wore a wide sombrero pulled down over
his face. The crowd of Indians rode and
pressed closer. A low hubbub of voices began
Lo rise.

“Come. Go to Blucher. Let us hear what
he says. Let us have understanding.”

“No,” exclaimed Leamon hotly; * 1 won't
zo to Blucher.”

One of the mounted Nokis cast a lasso, the
noose of which circled Leamon’s neck. The
crowd shouted wildly.

“Haul him out,” called the leader.

Then the mounted Noki rode away from
the school, drawing the lasso taut, and drag-
ging Leamon out through the crowd. His
face was not now red. Both his hands
clutehed at the noose round his neck. Mani-
festly the intention had been merely to rope
him and drag him into the presence of the
agent. But a wild young Noki, mounted on a
spirited horse, pulled it up until its front
hoofs pawed the air.

“Hang him!” this Indian yelled in Noki,

ROAR broke from the crowd. Tn a twin-

kling the somber spirit broke to let out
the devil. The time was evil.  Long had the
war appression and passion heen dammed in
the breasts of these Indians. Their wrongs
burned for revenge. But one of this crowd
recognized the peril to Leamon and chose to
divert it. He shouted piercingly and split the
cordon of Indians closing around the man.

That picrcing cry not only silenced the
angry Nokis; it gave Marian the most
starlling shock of her life.  She recognized
that voice.

The tall Nopah reached Leamon’s side
and his long arms grasped the taut lasso.
With one powerful lunge he jerked the Noki
from his horse.

(Continiced on Page 228)

‘seventy years
the high ideals

of the creators

of Fiskhatshave

been expressed
in the slogan —

“Style and
Quality Assured’

See the new models
at the better
stores and shops

Dutch Colonial Home

Twelve Rooms

You can buy all the materials for a com-
plete home direct from the manufacturer
at big savings on the lumber, millwork,
hardware and labor.

ALADDIN Houses Not Portable

Al lumbier eut to fit by Aladdin System (not portablie).
dings of over 187, waste n Tumber and up to
« on labor. Aladdin Llomes built every-

sfaction or money back.

5-Room Houses—$538
Prices quoted include all lnmber cut to fir, windows,
doors, woodwork, glass, paints, hasdwine, nails,
and  roofing. Complete drawings and instructions.
Many styles to choose from,  Highest grade lumber for
alli ior woodwork, siding and ontside finish,  Send
today for money-saving Aladdin Catalog No, 501,
BAY CITY,
The ALADDIN CO., michicAn
Also Mills and Offices at Wilmington, North
Carolina; Portland, Oregon; Toronlo
and Winnipeg, Canada

KEEPS SHOES SHAPELY
HIDES LARGE JOINTS

ot ¥ =
Affords instant relief for bunions and large joints,
hides irregularities of foot form. Worn in any shoc;
no larger size required,  Owver one-half million in u
Ask your shoe dealer or druggist. Write tod
special free trial offer,  No puy if no reliel.  State size
of shoes and if for right or left foot.

The Fischer Manufacturing Co.

First Natlonal Bank Bldg., Dept, 40, Milwaukee, Wis.
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AVEN"T vou often wished that you could

earn some extra money, instead of just
spending 1t? Money which you could obtain
in an easy, pleasant way, and which would be
vour very own? Mrs. Florence Dexheimer of
Wisconsin, though an exceedingly busy house-
keeper and club woman, earns much of her
spending money by our plan. Miss Elsie Kirk
of Ilinois has also earned more than $3.00
extra in a single day.
spare time work is cery casy.

Up to $1.50 an Hour

Mrs. Dexheimer and Miss Kirk care for our pres
ent subscribers in their respective localities, and
send us new subscriptions as well, for The Ladies’
Home Jowrnal, The Saturdav Feening Post and
The Country Gentleman.
workers vou, too, may carn up to $1.50 an hour—
and without any previous sales experience.  If
vou are interested in this dignified way of increas-
ing vour income, simply send us the coupon which
is included below

The Curtis Publishing Company

224 Independence Square, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

Gentlemen: Your offer certainly sounds good, Though | assuime no
obligation in asking please rell me all about it
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To girls
entering
1 business

@ This entertaining booklet,"Find-
ing a Profession instead of a Job”
explains how you can quickly rise
above the mass of indifferent girls
who are satisfied to merely “hold
a job.” There are always splendid
opportunities for trained young
women in the profession of filing.
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€ Qur attractive, simple and thor-
ough home study course brings this
training to you in your spare time.
Fill out now and mail the coupon
below for free booklet which ex-
% plains in detail.
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American Institute of Filing
§ 214 West Monroe St., Chicago, Ill.

Owned and managed by Library Bureau
Please send me your free booklet, “Find-
ing a profession instead of a job.”
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You can complete this
simplified High School
: Course at home inside
arg. Mesta all requirements for entrance tocollegeand
the leading professione, This and thirty-six other practical
courses are described in our Free Bulletin, Send for it TODAY,

AMERICAN SCHOOL
Dept. H 453 Drexel Ave. & 58th 8t., CHICAGO

Make Delicious Cake the First Lesson

—a sure way to delight your family or to
Earn Extra Money
People will be glad to pay a good price Fn_r vour real
home-made cake. The simple instructions of the

SWANS DOWN CAKE COURSE
enable you to make perfect cake cocry time. For nearly
d0vearswe have heen making the Famous Swans Down
Cake Flour. Our method iz simple, guick, and swre.
With the first lessan you hegin to make delicions cake,

Tear off coupon belfow awd il
to ns for full pariicnlars

Swans Down School of Cake Making, Evansville, Ind.

Swans Down School of Cake Making,
2204 First Avenue, Evansville, Ind.
Please send, withowt obligation 1o me. full particulars se-
garding the Swane Down Cike Courrer,
Name

Strect Address —

Town

MAKES DRESSMAKING EASY
Perfect fitting dresscy cacily gmd quickly re.
produced, Makes dressmaking & pleas

and satisfaction. As necessary for fitting as 8
the sewing machine for sewing.
DUPLICATES YOUR EXACT FIGURE

By setting " each section of form™ it gurickly
and independently adjusts Neck, Shonlders
Bust, Waist, Hips and Skirt to exactly repro.
duce any wontan's stxle, size or figure,

EASY PAYMENT TERMS
Remit $3 and we will eend our guaranteed
$15 Acme Collapsible, Adjustable For
Pay the balance of $12 at therate of $3 a
month, TenDays' Trial. Il unsatisfactory.re-

tirn form and wewill gladiy refund your $3.

Order an “Aeme" Form today or wrile for Fre

Hliustrated Catalogue with detailed information
Z%m ACME SALES CO., Dept. 4-F

380 Throop Avenuc, Brooklyn, M. Y.

Transformat io:s.'Fientuges.les ond
Latest Coiffures GUIARANTEED
Combings, Renovations like
EFdiices |
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(Continited from Page 227)

That tall form! That action! Mlarian
thought she had lost her mind. Then the
Nopah, in recovering from his exertion, rose
to expose his face.

Nophaie! Marian tried to scream the
name, but no sound left her lips. She reeled
in her saddle. She clutched the pommel.
A terrible uplift of her heart seemed to end
in bursting gush of blood all over her.

One sweep of long arms sent the noose
flving from Leamon’s neck. How ghastly
ancd livid his face! e fell against the Indian,
cither in collapse or feigning faint. The In-
dian braced Leamon, shook him hard, hauled
and pushed him through the crowd, and
released him at the door of the school. Lea-
mon staggered in out of sight. When the In-
dian turned to face the crowd, tall, lithe, with
singularly free stride, Marian assuredly rec-
ognized Nophaie. He began to push back
members of that mob, once again pressing
toward the schoolhouse.  Other Indians,
guided by his example, fell in line to averl
further violence, and at length the whole
mass, sullen and gesticulating, was forced
hack into the village.

It was aflternoon and Marian waited in
Paxton’s sitting room for Nophaic.

HT had met Withers at the post. He had

come to Mesa with Nophate to take her
hack to Kaidab. They needed her there.
Outside, the dark day had grown colder and
graver. A snow flurry whitened the ground.
The wind mourned. Withers had said No-
phaie looked well enough. No one could tell.
He had reached the reservation from a point
on the railroad east of Flagerstown, Two
whole days—forty-eight hours—he had been
on the desert without her knowledge!

Would Nophaie never come? Withers had
cone 1o fetch him back. But Marian could
nol wait. 1f she could only see him, feel him,
make sure this was not the madness of a
dream, then she could be calm, unutterably
thankful, strong o stand any shock.

Suddenly she heard a step—the soft, quick,
padded sound of an Indian moccasin. Her
heart almost stopped beating.

Nophaie entered. “ Benow di Cleash,” he
said in a voice that was rich and happy.

She raised both arms and lips before
strength left her. Then as he enveloped her
she needed nothing but to feel. One woman's
flagh of sight—the keen, dark Indian face,
thinner, finer, softening in its bronze; then
she conld see no more. But she felt rippling
af muscles that clasped and set round her like
iron bands.  Pressed against his wide breast
she felt its heave and pound.  And his lips!

“Oh, vou seem welll  Are vou well?”
Marian was sayving later, for what seemed
the hundredth time.

“Well, ves; but I'll never again climb the
north wall of Nothsis Ahn,” he replied with a
sad smile.

“Nophaie! Oh, T am not quite myvself,”
she whispered. “ You feel strong; you look
the same. No, there's a strange change.
Your eyes! Nophaie, your mouth! They
twitch.”

“That's only shell-shack," he said. Tt will
pass away. Really T am pretty well, con-
sidering. The gas left me liable to consump-
tion, but T haven't it yet. And my old sage
uplands will cure me,”

ARTIAN could scarcely believe her eyes,

She had expected to see him maimed,

hroken, aged, wrecked, but he was none of

these. Slowly she realized. Then she espied

a medal on the dark velveteen shirt he wore.

His ). 5.! How did he win that? Was she
nol a woman?

“Benow di Cleash, my dearest, I've not
heen to pink teas, like the ones you used (o
drag me to at Cape May,” he replied with a
laugh that signalized the acuteness of herfjoy.,

“You fought! Oh, T've heard,” she cried
out.  “The Withers boy wrote home. Ie
had met a soldier who knew vou—told him
all about you—NMunson.”

“Yes. We met over there. But soldiers
are apl to be quiet about themselves and to
praise the other fellow.”

“Nophaie, forgive me—something in me
demands to know,"” she said, unable to re-
press her strange emotion. “I—I think
loving vou and living out here has marde

me—a little more American than I was—
more Indian! Did you play football with
any Germans? ™

He laughed, but not the same way. Tor
an instant he seemed no longer Nophaie.
“Benow di Cleash, I did—yves. I gotinto a
field of Germans—scattered, running like
:hc old foothall players—only I had ‘a
AT A 7P
bayonet. YIX

MODERATION of the severe January
weather attended Marian's arrival at
Kaidah.

Withers had said to her: “We're a pretty
discouraged outfit, and we need a little of
vour sunshine. We all had the flu except
Colman.  Mrs. Withers isn’t her old self
vet. That's the worst of this queer sickness.
It Jeaves hall its victims with some infirmity.
We're going to need you, and I reckon you'll
be better off and shore happier at Kaidah.
And if it’s work you're looking for among
these poor Indians—ha! 1 reckon vou'll
have enough, for this winter has started in a
way Lo scare us.”

The son was still in France, safe now, at
least from the Germans.

Nophaic had no home now, except the
open, and Withers forced him to accept room
and hoard in his house. Marian was sure
that one of the trader’s needs of her was to
help him keep Nophaie {rom going back to
the hogans of his people, to do which in
midwinter would be fatal for him.

The alternoon of Marian’s arrival at
Kaidab was not without something of
pleasure and happiness. The dark cloud
hovered at the horizon of the mind. She her-
self brought cheer and gayety, for she felt
she certainly owed them that. Besides the
proximity of Nophaie made her more light-
headed than she would have cared to confess.

‘“Marian, you should see Nophaie in the
uniform he wore when he got here,” said
Mrs. Withers.

“His service uniform? 7 responded Marian
eagerly.

“Yes, and it sure showed service.”

Whereupon Marian conceived an irresisti-
ble desire to see Nophaie in the garb of a
soldier. Sosheasked him to putiton. Here-
fused. Sheimportuned him, only to be again
refused.  Nophaie scemed a little strange
about the matter. But Marian did not care
and, persisting, she followed him into the long
hall of the Indian decorations and there she
waylaid him.

“Please, Nophaie, put your uniform on
for me,” she begged. “It’s only a girl's
sentimental whim. But I don’t care what
it is. That girl loves you.”

“Benow di Cleash, T hate the sight of that
uniform now,” he said.

“Oh, why?"

“I don’t know. I didn’t hate it until I
got back here—on the desert—home.”

= H! WILL, you need never put it on
again afler this time. Just once for
me. I want to take your picture. Think!
I have pictures of you in football suit, base-
ball suit, Indian suit, and now I want one of
vou asan American soldier. Why not?” And
she was not above lending her arms and lips
to persuasion, which quite vanquished him.
“Yon'reawhite girl all right,”” he laughed.
“White? Certainly, and your white girl.”
Somehow she seemed to want to be un-
utterably tender and loving to him, as if to
make up for what she owed him. But when
she saw him stride out in his uniform, she
quite lost her teasing and affectionate mood.
It was almost as if sight of him had struck
her dumb.  The slouchy loose garb of an
Indian had never done justice to Nophaie.
As a soldier he seemed magnificent, She
dragged him out in the sunlight and photo-
graphed him to her satisfaction. Then all
the rest of the afternoon, which they spent
in the living room hefore the big open fire-
place, she was very quict and watched him,
After dinner he went to his room and re-
turned in velveteen and corduroy, with his
silver-buckled belt and moccasins. Nophaie
again!
Marian felt glad. That soldier uniform had
absessed her. s meaning was so staggering.

(Cantinyed on Page 231)
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(Continued from Page 228)

Withers seemed to throw off cares of the
present and forebodings of the future. lIle
teased Marian, and he kept coaxing Nophaie
to tell something about the war. Marian
added her entreaties to those of the trader.
But Nophaie would not speak of himself.
He told about the deaths of four of his
Wopahs, all in action at the Front, and each
story had for Marian a singular tragic sig-
nificance. Then he told about Shoie, who
had turned out to Le more than a bear
trapper of Germans. American officers dis-
covered, late, Shoic’s remarkable gift for
seeing or picking out weaknesses in the Ger-
man front line when they were driving.
Nophaic said it was simply the Nopah's
wonderful eyesight. At any rate Shoie wus
sent out on scout duty by both day and
night. He could hide himself on apparently
level bare ground. He needed no more cover
than a jack rabbit. e had the Indian’s in-
stinct of stealthiness,

ROM one of his scouting trips Shoie did

not return. e was reported among the
missing. But some time during the fourth
night of his absence he crawled back to his
own trenches. A sentry stumbled over him,
Shoie could not talk, and appeared covered
with Dlood, probably seriously wounded.
Examination proved that he had been spiked
to a wall through hands and feet, and his
tongue had been cut out. As Shoie could
ot write his own language or understand
much of the white man’s it was dilficult to
find out what had happened to him. In-
dians of his own kind at length pieced out
the probable truth of his story. Ie had
ventured too far and had been captured.
The Germans had tried to force him to talk,
or to make signs in regard to his regiment
and trenches. They did not understand an
Indian. Shoie made faces at them. They
drove spikes through his hands and feet
and left him to hang for a day. Then they
tried again to make him tell what they
wanted to know. Shoie stuck out his tongue
at Lhe intolerant Germans. They ordered
his tongue cut out. And still they left him
to hang. That night Shoie worked the spikes
through his hands, then pulled out those
that held his feet. And he crawled across
No Man’s Land to
his own trenches.

went towar, what was henow? Marian could
only feel little, humble, adoring, before this
strange composite of a man. Ior Marian
he was now more of a lover than he had ever
been. Marian trembled alittle, fearful even
in her hour of bliss. Why had he let down
his Indian reserve? What did he know that
she did not? If he had gotten rid of the
scourge of his soul—his unbelief—he would
have told her. But she would have divined
that. Nophaic was at once closer to her
than ever, yet farther away. All she could
do was to grasp at the skirts of the happy
and thrilling and thought-provoking hour.

AD news arrived the next day, along with

more raw, cloudy weather, Both white
travelers and Nopah couricrs reported in-
creasing illness in the sections of desert they
had traversed.

“1ps come,” grated out Withers, somber
as an Indian.

That night the desert wind mourned under
the eaves of the house. Marian could not
sleep for a long while. How mournful! 1t
wailed low and rose to a shriek and lulled
again, It made Marian shiver, It had an
unearthly sound. Its portent was storm,
cold, evil, plague, death, desolation,

At dawn a blizzard was blowing, Snow
and sleet and dust sheeted across the bleak
levels, obscuring the mesas.  IL lasted two
days, and broke to raw rain that melted most
of the snow—then slect again, followed by
Litter cold. The sun did not show. At night
the moon and stars were hidden. A dark
leaden rolling canopy obscured the heavens,

Nophaie rode the ranges. Neither Withers
nor Marian could keep him in. And the con-
cluding weeks of that month brought the
catastrophe Withers had predicted.

The Indians were caught like rats in a
trap. Their hogans were no places to fight
influenza. Three months of growing pov-
erty had suddenly culminated in a terrible
situation.  These Indians had saved no
money. They had only horses, sheep and
corn.  The price of wool fell to nothing.
Withers managed to hold the best of the
blanket weavers working at a loss to him-
self. e kept these families. And no Indian
was turned away empty-handed from the

store.  Meal and
corn were about

He recovered from
his injuries.
““0Oh, mon-
sters!” cried out
Marian. “Could
they not have
killed him?”
“Benow di
Cleash, the Huns
werelike Blucher,”
replicd Nophaie.

HAT was the

only word he
ever said against
the Germans, the
only time he ever
spoke of them.
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Did Your Neawsdealer
Hawve Your Journal (opy
When You sAsked for1t?

“T~O GIVE our readers the best

possible service, we print
enough copies of The Lapies’
Hosme JournaL for an ample
supply for cach news stand up to
the twenticth of the month of

[f any newsdealer was unable

all most of the No-
pahs had to cat,
and the time came
when many of
them did not have
that. Froma pros-
perous people they
fell in six months
1o a starving peo-
ple, at the mercy
of u discase that
seemed fatal to
most. It killed
them quickly.
Those it did not
kill it left blind or
infirm or deaf.
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Books quickly outgrow most bookcases and scatter
Choose a Globe-Wernicke Sectional
Bookcase —it will grow! Just add a section whenever
needed, and yet the bookcase always looks complete.
That gives it extra value. Fine woods are fashioned in-
Glass doors keep out dust and
dampness. And roomy desks add comfort to many.
The Apartment Sectional, low and graceful, is

the period designs, it grows with your library.
Popularly priced, see it almost everywhere!
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Basic Values

“And is Shoie
here?” queried
MMarian.

“Wal, T reckon
s0,” replied With-
ers. “He was in
the store today,
hegging tobacco.
Sure it’s a sight
when he tries to
talk. The Indians
are more scared of
him than ever.
They think he has
offended the evil
spirits who had his
tongue cut out to

punish him for casting spells.  Something
strange about what's

Late that night, after
and others of their household had gone to
bed, Marian sat a while with Nophaie hefore
the glowing embers in the fireplace. This
hour really was the happiest and most
beautiful in its teaching of any she had ever

to scll you this issue when you
wanted it you will help us give
you better service il you will
send us the newsdealer’'s name
and address and the date on
which he was without copies [or
sale. Your name will not be used
in any way.

Tue Lapies’ Home JourNaL
Box 996
Philadclphia, Pennsylvania

happened to Shoiel”
the Withers family

of her disappearance.

spent with him. Much of his bitterness had

vanished., If he had

1 been great before he

I\: THE midst of
this tragic Lime
Withers reccived
word that Gekin
Yashi had fallen
vietim to thedread
malady. Asick In-
dian rode in with
the news, disclos-
ing the where-
abouts of the Lit-
tle Beauty. She
was married to a
Nopah who came
often to the post,
but who had never
given Withers a

hint that might have cleared up the mystery

“Just like a Nopah!” cjaculated  the
trader.  “Well, Gekin Yashi is down with
flu. [ kil her, abmost sure. Maybe we
can get herout in time. Her husband’s name
is Ba ho Zohnie. He'sa jester. Fine Nopah!
Ilis hogan is somewhere up Nugi Canon.

Continued on Page 232)
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THER materials have their merits and 4
make their appeal, but looking at the |3
home-building problem on all sides, no other ¢ |
material approaches Face Brick in the strue- 13
turalandartistic valuesitoffers—permanence, 5|
comfort,safetyfrom fire,economy,andbeauty. 3
e _ Every home-builder will find it worth while 12
W S T toinvestigate Face Brick beforehebuilds. The {7
A.F. B. A. House No. 628 ; 3 T TaE =
e Pask Ridge, Mlinois factsaregivenin TheStoryofBrick.”Foryour  [df
This is one of the ninetysix aurac-— copy, address, American Face Brick Associ- 17
tive designs shown in “Face Brick , o TETE . -
Bungalow and Small House Plans”  ation, 1725 Peoples Life Building, Chicago,Ill. i
_ B
Send for these booklets: 5
“The Story of Brick” is an auractive bookler  entire set for une dollar; any one of the books, ii’q
with beautiful illustrations of modern homes,and 25 cents. o
discusses such matters as Comparative Costs, Basic “The Home of Beauty” contains fifty designs of 1
Requirements in Building, and kindred subjects. Face Brick houses, mostly two stories, represent-
Sent free. ing @ wide varicty of architectural styles and in I
“hu:uBri_rkBlul,gu!ow«m!SmuHHuus::]’hms" terior arrangements.  The houses were selected
embrace 96 designs of Face Brick bungalows and  from 350designs submicced in a nation-wide Archi-
small houses. These houses are distinctive in tectural Competition. Sent for 50 cents, 7|
1 Jesign, cconomical to build, and convenienc in  “'Orienting the House” isan illustrated bookler, |z
! floor plan. The plans are issued in four book- witha sun dial chart and explanation for placing |4
lets, showing 3 to 4-room houses, S-room louses, the house with reference o light and shade. Sene |
6-room houses and 7 to 8-rvom houses. The for 10 cents. ';.
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MONG the things which Miss
Ruth W. Tavlor of West Vir-
ginta wants from day to day are
more money and the little luxuries
it will buy.  Being self-reliant, she
long ago discovered that she could
castly earn it for herself. In a
single month we have paid her
more than $75.00 just for sending
us new and renewal subscriptions
for The Ladies’ Home Fowurnal,
The Saturday FEvening Post and
The C
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In Your Spare Time
I5 want more workers to represent
our publications, locally, Jjust as
Miss Taylor is doing. The work i casy,
pleasant and :Iwmht‘d You do not necd
previous experience to succeed, snd vour
time is vour own. We will pay vou lib-
erally for results whether vou have one or
ten hours to sparce—but if vou want
30,00 this month do not delay.
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HE morning breath of the

dew-drenched blossom—the
delicate fragrance of ZANOL
Perfumes. They are the same,
The soul of the flower—f{resh,
exquisite, delicate. You'll use
no other once you try these famous

ZANOL Perfumes. A fragrance
for every fancy.

ZANOL

PRODUCTS

ZANOL Toilet Preparations,
ZANOL Food Specialties, ZANOL
Household MNecessities—350 Qual-
ity-First Products comprise this
well-known line. Sold at your
door only through our exclusive
ZANOL Distributors, insuring
absolute freshness at lowest cost.

We have good paying, perma-
nent positions openin unoccupied
territory for ambitious men and
women to represent us. Excel-
lent pay. No previous experience
required. Write for full par-
ticulars. Address Dept. 2.

The AMERICAN PRODUCTS CO.
Zanol Bldg., Cincinnati, Ohio
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PORCH SHADES

Make your porch yoursume
mier resort this venr, Live
on iy sleep on ity entertain
there in the cozy cool of
beautiful Acrolux Shades.
Perfect privacy. Air with-
out glare. Duralle, easily
hung, won't flap in wind,
Weather-proof  finish in
harmonious colors,

Sold by leading depariment
stoves and fuminoe dealers,
FREE Mook * ter Porches
shows how Lo ke the Porch o=
weactivie and livalde, Write for i,

The Acroshade Company
23330akland Ave. Wankeshia, Wi,

%% Anyvone can succeed with Conard

“Star Roses—guaranteed to bloom
or your money back. Varieties
SMorevery elimate, cvery purpose, all with
 the durable £ ag to label each rose in

sourgarden. Simpledirectionswithevery rose,

Send now for complete, e dlbes, catalog,
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(Continued from Page 237)

I've sent Indians with horses to the mouth
of the canon. I'll take the car. Maybe I
can drive up to the pass; mayvbe to the
cafion.  Give me medicines.”

He had been talking to Colman and his
wife.  Marian sat beside the fire, startled
and grieved into silence. Suddenly Nophaie
entered, unfolding his blanket. His quirt
hung on his wrist. Snowflakes gleamed on
his sombrero.,

“Ah!  Tlere's Nophaie,” said
“1 was hoping you'd get back.
heard about Gekin Yashi?”

“Yes. We must hurry,
And she has a baby.”

Marian leaped up, stung into action.
“Let me go with vou,” she entreated.

Nophaie showed less willingness to take
her than Withers,  But Marian prevailed
upon both of them, helped by Mrs. Withers,

Withers.
Have you

She is dying.

r‘[‘H['I ride in the car, with a hot stone at
her feet and heavy blankets round her
and over her face, was not much for Marian
to endure. But when she got into the saddle,
headed toward the wind, it was a different
matter.

The day waz not far advanced, and the
sky appeared divided into sections of lower-
ing gray pall, broken purple clouds and
steely blue sky. The sun shone fitfully. At
the outset the cold was not bitter, though
the wind cut like a knife.

About five or six miles up the Nugi Cafion
a gray moving feloud, low down, filling
the canon thickly as fog, came swooping
down.” 1t was a snow squall.  Withers led
ofl 1o the left into one of the intersecting
canons. When the snow reached Marian she
had a few moments of exhilaration in the
feathery white pall; and then, as it came
thick and cold, she protected her face and
paid attention only to the trail. Presently the
snow squall lost its vigor, thinned out, and
began to blow away as it had come. Clearer,
more amber grew the light; and soon purple
slopes of sage rose from the stream-bed to
the snowbanks under the cliffs.

The storm swept on, wreathing the rims
aned filling the narrow cafon behind, To the
fore all was clear once more—blue sky,
golden towers gleaming down upon a closed,
notched end of
this canon, It was
a wild, beautiful
place, inclosed by
wet-Taced cliffs,
fringed by black
spruce, sloped i
snow and sage.

\ ITEN With-

ers rode up
a bank and into a
clump of cedars (o
dismount before a
hogan, Marian re-
alized with ashock
that she was at the
end of the ride.
She had forgotien
its portent.  No-
phaie slid off his
horse and, drop-
ping his blanket
from his shoulders,
bent his lofty form
and entered the
hogan, Withers
orvdered the two
Indians he had brought with him to huild
a firc under the cedars. “Get down and ex-
ercise a bit,” he said to Marian. “Thex'll
soon have a fire to warm you.”

“Won't you let me see Gekin Yashi?”
asked Marian with hesitation.

“Yes; but wait,” he replied, and taking
a saddlebag off his saddle he hurried into
the hogun.

Ma had scarcely dismounted before
the trader came out again, with a look on
his face that made Marians halting lips
stilfen.

“Too late,” he ejaculated a little huskily,

Gekin Yashi died in the night.  Ba he
Zohnie's mother must have gone sometime
vesterday, and 2

‘“Someone said there was a—a baby,”
faltered Marian as the trader hesitated.
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“Come here to the fire,” rejoined the
practical Withers, “You look blue. Yes,
there is a baby, and it’s half white, as any-
one could see.  It’s about gone, 100, breath-
ing its last. T cml do anythmg but stay
and bury them.”

““Oh, Withers, let me go into the hogan!”
asked Marian.

“What for?
alone the risk.”

“I'm not afraid of sight or risk. Please.
[ feelit’s a duty. I cared for Gekin Yashi.”

“Reckon that's one reason why 1'd mther
you remembered her as she used to be.”

“1 will never forget the Little Beauty of
the Nopahs,” murmured Marian sorrow-
Tully.

“All right; you can go, but wait,” went
on Withers, “T want to 1(‘” you somclhln;,
Ba ho Zohnie was one of the best of Nopahs.
He had loved Gekin Yashi since shz was a
kid. But she didn't care for him, and Do
Etin wouldn’t make her marry him, Maybe
she ran off from the school at Mesa in her
shame. For Gekin Yashi was as good as she
was pretty. But if she did run off it was
made easy for her. Ba ho Zohnie found
her—his brother who's with us told me
and he took her home and married her. The
half-white haby was welcome too.  Now he's
in there holding on to the poor little dying
beggar as if it were his own.

It's no sight for vou, let

T TOOK courage for Marian to walk up to

that hogan and enter.  The c\snmldcrlm.’,, fire
was almost out. She saw Nophaie sitting
with bowed head beside a young Nopah, the
counterpart of hundreds she had seen, who
;!chl a four or five months’ old baby on his
ap

Nophaie did not look up, neither did the
other Indian. Marian bent over that tiny
bundle and peered into the convulsed face.
How dark the Indian’s hand alongside of the
baby's cheek! Even as Marian gazed, an
indefinable changing reached its culmination
and set.  She believed that had been the
passing instant of life.

Beyond these sitting Indians lay a blan-
keted form close to the hogan wall. It
suggested the inanimate nature of stone.
Snow had drifted in through the open frame-
work of the hogan
upon the folds of
blanket. Behind
Marian on the
other side, next
the wall, lay a
slighter form, not
wholly covered.
Marian saw raven
black hair and
shape of head she
thought she rec-
ognized.

“Nophaie,” she
whispered.
“This—this must
be Gekin Yashi.”

“Yes,” replied
Nophaie, and ris-
ing he stripped
back the blanket
from the dead girl.

he consid-

H" ONCE Mari-
an recognized
Gekin Yashi and
yet did not know
her. Could this be
the face of a sixteen-vear-old girl?  Disease
and death had distorted and blackened it,
but this change was not alone what I\’L.Lrl'm
imagined she saw,  Gekin Yashi's songs and
dreams and ideals had died before her flesh.
She looked a matured, settled Indian wife.

Marian fled out of the hogan, back to the
fire under the cedar. A horror possessed her
of she knew not what., Gekin Yashi had
passed away., It was hetter so.  Bruised,
trampled flower of the desert! Had she not
cried out to Marian: “No one ever tells me
heautiful things!” What was that cry of
the soul?  How great had been the poten-
tinlity of that awakening mind?

Marian’s poignant reflections were inter-
rupted by the voice of Withers inside the

(Continned on Page 234)
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come ont momentarily, crowning the towers
with gold. Iow deeply purple bloomed the
sage !

“Benow di Cleash, you should not have
come,” said Nophaice regretfully.

“I'm glad. It has hurt me—done some-
thing more than that,” she replicd. “I was
sick—sick deep in my soul.  But T'm over
it, I think. And now I want to talk.”

“Why, you're white; you're shaking,”
he exclaimed.

“Isitany wonder? Nophaie, Tlove vou—
and I'm terror-stricken. This awful plague!”

He did not reply, but his hands pressed
hers closely and his eves dilated,

Marian had learned to sense in him the
mystic, the Indian, when it stirred. She
wrenched her hands free and then threw her
arms round his neck. The action liberated
and augmented the storm in her Dreast.
What she had meant to express utterly, in
her frenzy to save Nophaie and make him
take her out of the desert, burst all bounds
of woman’s subtlety and deliberation. What
she said or did in this mad moment of self-
preservation she never realized.  But she
awakened to a terrifying consciousness that
she had inflamed the savage in Nophaie.

He crushed her in his arms and bent to
her face with eves of black fire. Tender-
ness, gentleness, love had no part in this
response Lo her woman’s allurement.  Tlis
mastery was that of the primal man. e bent
her, swung and lifted her.  Like a sack he
threw her across her saddle, head and feet
hanging.

UT Marian, once partially free of his iron

arms, struggled and rose, and got into
better position on her horse.  She recled
againet Nophaie.  She could scarcely see.
But she felt release from his grip.  Some-
thing checked him, and his blurred face
began to grow distinet, to come closer until
it pressed against her hosom.

“White woman, you'll make—an Indian
of me,” he panted huskily.

It pierced Marian, What more strange,
incomprehensible appeal could he have
made?  Yet how deep it struck!  She, who
had loved the nobility of him, to drag him
from the heights! Then came her struggle,
Only the tragedy of this Indian man could
ever have mastered the woman at that mo-
ment,  Gekin Yashi, the poor demented

ple bowed their heads. When spring came,
with its warm sun dissipating the strange
wind of death, the Indians believed that the
cating of horseflesh had saved them.

Slowly the clutch of fear loosed its posses-
sion of Marian’s heart. Slowly the long spell
of gloom yielded to a hope inspired by sun-
shine and a steady decline in the death rate
of Nopahs.  Yet not wholly did her old
spirit return. There was something inerad-
icable, vague, tenacious, inscrutable, some-
thing she felt every time Nophaie smiled at
her.

They all worked to alleviate the sufferings
of the Indians. If the trader had ever saved
any money he lost it all and more that win-
ter.  Marian's means had shrunken to
almost nothing.  Civilization seemed far
away, absorbed in its own problems. The
affairs of the reservation moved on as always,
And the little cirele of white people at Kai-
dab lived true to something the Indians had
inspired in them, forgotten by the outside
world.

March, with its last icy breath of winter,
vielded to April with its sandstorms. The
wind blew a gale one day and the next was
calm, warm, with spring in the air. Only a
few cases of influenza were reported, and
deaths but seldom.

Yet Marian could not quite feel free. The
tentacles of a deep-scated emotion, stranger
than love, and impalpable, still were fastened
in her heart.

Nophaie had ridden to Oljato, and when
he did not return the following day the name-
less thing that was neither thought nor
feeling laid its cold hand on Marian’s soul.
She worked on Withers’ accounts that day;
she wrote long-neglected letters; she busied
hersell for an hour over a sadly depleted and
worn wardrobe; she rode horseback out to
the rocky ridge above Kaidab and strained
her eyes on the trail to Oljato.

BU'[‘ these energics did not allay her nerv-
ousness nor quell the woman's sixth
sense.  She tried the trading post, which of
late had been hard to bear. Hungry, gaunt
Tndiang would ¢ome in and stand around,
staring with great dark eyes until Withers or
Colman gave them something to eat. It was
astarved tribe now.

(Continied on Page 235)
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The Vanishing American

(Continaed from Page 23 J

Marian saw Indians carrying bows and
arrows, i custom long past, which had been
resumed because the hunters had sold their
guns or could not buy ammunition.  Wool
had practically ceased ils use us 4 means of
trade. The Indians would not shear sheep
for the price offercd. A few goatskins and
an occasional blanket were bartered over the
counter, It was distressing to walch an In-
dian woman come in with a blanket, often
a poorly made one that Withers did not
want and could not sell, and haggle over
price which was ruinous for the trader to
offer. In this way Withers kept alive the
Nopahs of his district. They did not thank
him, for none of them understood.

This day Marian encountered Shoie again,
and despite Lhe feeling almost of horror that
he incited she resolutely stood her ground
and watched him. Shoic’s companion was
young Nopah, very dark and wild-looking,
rageed and unkempt, with a crippled fool.
Something about this second Indian im-
pelled Marian’s sensitiveness even more than
Shoie.  He was watching Shoie’s signs and
the contortions of his lacerated lips as he
tried to convey some meaning. Withers ob-
served Marian’s perplexity and gave her his
interpretation,

“rPMIAT crippled Nopah is one of the few
criminals of the tribe. They caught iim
and held his foot in the fire untilit was burned
to a crisp. That was his punishment, and he
is now an outeast, I reckon Shoie is trying
1o say that he'll cast an evil spell over him.”
Marian carned her momentary forgetiul-
ness of self then in contemplation of these
two Indians.  She compared them with Ba
o Zohnie and Nophaie.  But when thought
of Nophaie recurred, she could no longer
stay in the store.

Outside it was growing cool. The sun had
set, and there shone a ruddy elfulgence over
the tilted sections of wall in the west,
Coyotes were wailing. Marian witlked in the
twilight, It seemed an immense andd living
thing, moving up out of the descrt. An op-
pression weighed upon her. Tow dark wnd
lonely the empty
space out beyond !

Nophaic recled.  TTe clasped her shoulders,
held her away from him.

“henow di Cleash, T should have heen
dend hours ago, but I had to see you. T had
to die as a white man.”

Marian shuddered under the clasp of his
hands. They burned through her blouse,

“White woman, savior of Nophaie, go
back to your people.  All—is—well.”

Then he collupsed against her and  was
caught by the trader. They half-carried him
to his room and laid him on the bed. Then
began frantic ministrations in his behalf.
But little could be done for him.  His jaw
was locked. The fire of his face, the marble
pallor, the hurried pulse, the congested
lungs, the laboring heart all proclaimed the
dread plague in its most virulent form.

NCE in the dim lamplight, as Marian

knelt beside the bed in agony, calling
“ Nophaie—Nophaie!” he opened his eves,
somber, terrible, no longer piercing with his
unquenchable spirit; and it seemed 1o her
that a fleeting smile, the old beautiful light,
veiled for an instant his tragic soul aml
blessed her.

The trader took her back to the sitting
room.  There she huddled down before the
live, racked with pungs.  Oh, the futility
of Nophaie's life and of her lovel  Mrs.
Withers came and went, softly stepping,
tender of hand, but she did not speak. The
night wore on. OQutside the wind rose, W
mourn into the dead silence,  The vines
winler the eaves rusthed.

Sometime in the late hours Withers came
o her and touched her gently. = Marian,
his sufferings are over,” e said huskily.

“ Noplaie — he iz — gone?” whispered
Metrian, rising.

“yes,  Unconscious of course. T must
tell you the strangest thing, Many of these
Nopuhs who died ol this plague turned
Black,  Nophaie tumed  white! [
chocked.  TUs as strange as what he sitded
¢ Johing give me w roont to die in!” Darian,
it must mean he wis trae at the last—to the
min, the soul developed in him, Yet his
life here was one
endless struggle to

The stone-walled
confines of the
wastelund flung
their menace at
ler thinking mind.

Withers ap-
peared unusually
quict that night.
His wife talked a
little in her low
voice, grown like
an Indian’s, Ma-
rian sat beside the
hearth, with eyes
on the glowing
white-and-gold
embers.

Suddenly she
was startled out
of her reverius.
CfWhat was
that?” she asked.

“Horse.  Must
be Nophaie,” re-
plied the trader, ws
il relieved.

month.

ARTAN sat

still, listen-
ing. But she heard
only a strange
knocking at her heart. At length the door
opened with o sweep. Nophaie! His eyes
were those of an Indian, but his face scemed
that of & white man. e staggered slightly as
he closed the door behind him and leaned
back aguinst it. is whole body was in vi-
bration, strung, like that of an atblete about
to leap.

Iis piercing guze left Marian’s face to
search the trader’s. “ John, give me a roum
to die in.”

Withers gasped and sank baek limp. His
wife uttered a frightened cry.

“Ps got me,” whispered Nophade,

Marian’s terror voiced its divination of
her nameless instinet. **Oh, Nophaie!” she
cried, and ran to him.
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]\ ARTAN
1 wrapped u

Blanket round her
and went out into
the night. The
cold desert wind
fanned her face
and whipped ber
hair.  Dawn was
not faraway. The
stars were paling
and the blackest
lour was at hand.
Desert and sky,
the shadows, the
mournful wind,
the silence—all
kept their seeret.
But while ife was
here and there,
only w slep away
was death, “All—
is—well!’ No-
phaic’s last words
must be the inspi-
ration of her lile.
What had he
meant by calling her his savior? Iforever
that must be mystery.  But perhaps, in the
grip of death, his unbelicl had been illumined
away.  Her beliel in God must teach her so.
Vet she stood again with Nophaic on the
heights above the Marching Rocks!

The desert wis not to be her home. But
always it must be an irresistible influence
for thought, for good, for memory, for the
clarifying of life. Always limned on her in-
ward vision must be the upland sage ol
purple, the golden-crowned  monuments
asleep in the sunlight, the long green sweep
anel slope, and in the shadow of the silent
walls—the Indian Nophaic.

Pennsylvania

THE END
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Model 630

Of durable pink Coutil, with rubber inserts
top, Gives the fignre st lir supportis
the stomach correctly and holding the back
and Nips tlat and slim, Sizes 23 10 30

(lwo NEw
(omeiican fadl
Models

At $550
Which M::ct Two
Definite Needs

354 on the Pacific Coust

Featured everywhere as twa models
thad fuliill, ava vemarkably moderate
price, every demand of the modern
woman  for practicality, smartness
aned qualicy.

These two models and many more
new Spring styvles are featured now
at vour dealer’s,

Q- —=—R
Model 714

Ravdio Girdle of surgical webibing, pancls
back and front of pink Brocade, flexibly
Loned;  keeps the figure slender and alluws
perfect frecdom,  Sizes 23 to 34
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