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"W very well” the girl mald
7. and koew be spoke the
There wan la come a day
she would have ample and
proof of that, but it was Just |
well abe could not see abead
Prom Chee wash she rode down
the leveln of the sage to where
debouching eanyon bad given up
pltityl small earavan that day
bad Mr. Batter from the
ool aking away the chilldren |
Oz an lmpulse she turned and |
into this rugged ecut that bi
o the rising land Bhe round
& farin turn and eame npon a
fation,  For & time she satl on
borse and contemplated it—a
agnlnst the can |

vy

hogan sel

e There was Nitle sign of
mperil) No orug bloomed on e
i made loom, the bogan was
t of comforta, the heds on its
* lwlng thin and scant Ex)
Y these Indlana were very

Be 2d not eall or move about,
n her saddle, walling
her paliende Was fe
Ped, Tor & sl step sounded be
I ahe turned to see the
e sguaw, and the littiost
tiful drama In which
ated
Al them, and when
1 amlled, a window of
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fhe Tumlly eame carefully up
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to sew If all la well with
yours” she told the man
.\.I\..ll'u
"t is well with this one” he re
« louching the child, *but “"ti
' this one,” touching the mother. |
It heart runs away s water, and
does not eat® '
AR looking closer Sonya saw in
OBIhed sorrow that It was so In |
The woman who had been |
WP and hale some weeks back,
Bow & scarecrow, her old vel

J

& man can Blware |

l
r

| o

VINGIE
L.ROEK....

e iy

T

“kRYICK
-—ee e e M S S —

r
I '
. f
.
" sald L » " ;
t r t the | el W b
1 g o san? 144 1) T
tell 3 whe o g s fler the
sald the " 114
Bt & w where o §
1} sald Konya onder her
bt “the dirty bwast!*
Aloud ahe sald slowly. “Well yon
tell her to ook up to the east ;r.-‘l.

before mang daye she will pee het

chlldren coming What & your|

name, osteen?” |
The man hesitated, since the nam

Ing of one's own pnatme I8 Dot good

but this was & desperate matter ]

“I am llosteen Nee™ he sald
presently, “and ahe Ia Cactus Flow
o |

“And | am Bonya—Doctor Sonys

~frotm down on the desert beyond |

*| Am Mosteen Nes,” MHe sald Pres

ently, "and Bhe Is Cactus Flow

or ™
| e M y, and I = LY man
w! k 1!} \I_- " L v
wle Ave You tell her eat
and get

1 “ tell her™ o i Hosteen
Noe and his e#yes 1 » 1]

Inte Sonya's that the girl's heart

hurt with thelr probing
“1 will eome agnin” she sald and
tarning Imrkness went back down

the great cut of Riuve Sand eanyon

| as she had come

Serge

talking with
patio

|

That night, f
and Lila in the twilit ..m||
Habs asleep on her lap, she profest l
ol passion niely agninst the treat
ment of the Indlans by the whites
in authority \

Qeres amoked In silance, hin dark
eyes gazing out along the gray sage i
stretches that were turning purple

\

In the miling shadows

KIL™ he sala Presently, “you're
the best little scout ever, but I'm
! afruld that sowe day you're golng
to get reelf Into n peck of troy
ble, messing I where you don't be
(
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ear, 1'll take It and B0 over to the
schonl Bt o this week—taybe
fay after tomorrow, 0 K,
Berge T
“r K., honey, [I'll begin looking |
round for ball In the meantime in |

case you find something you ean
use as an excuse to hop the school
authorities™
Bonya was as good as her word
On Wednesday of that week she
took the disreputable old ear and

| set out across the wild and lonely

land In the general direction of the

| fovernment achool for which Satter

was the gathering agent,

The large rooms were sweetly
ecool In the early summer heat, and
she took off her hat and leaned

| back In her chalr In grateful enjoy-

ment,

Bbe had not long to walt, for
presently the superintendent, a Mr,
Claude Spartow, came In briskly
with extended hand

“Why, Miss Eavarin — Doctor
Ravarin, | should say, though the
austere title don't seem to belong
to a girl like you—this is a pleas-
ure, | assure you! Come right into
my office”™

He led her Into his private office,
a spacions eomfortable place, 1ta
ined with fAling and
pulled up the deepest hig chalr

“There ! 1 “*That's bet-
ter Now pelnn You must be tired”™

Whalle CRNsCS,

take the Hosteen some days to get
here and back wyth his horses to
foteh them, I'd Hke to tnke the chil
dren to them myself, [ will be re
sponsible to you for them.*™

As the gir! talked the man's sharp
eves regarded her with an alertness

of expression that changed te
guardedness as she mentfoned Sat
ter's lapse of memory Now  he

leaned toward her, smiling.
Wy kind of yon, my
Misa Savarin'® he sald

Hew denr

| or's

vomen of this day would take

much trouble for tgnorant Indians
Of course yon muy toke the 1t
o ut wiirs you're not start
Ing haeck toduy? You'll stny witl
| us for the night and get & good
. . t r It 1 have my
"t
“Oohy 1 ' " sald Sonva, "I
FOt On 1Y Wiy  Nuickly as possl
be Wil et | g to get them
rend
I } think I wt
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r . It '
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hnd ked that 4 n t
¥ L
it thy ¢ t
nrealst }
I wl o at 8
11 you, sie™ sl snid
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I} o sk Mr. Sart to
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F ‘fr < If".
Mr, Spartow peturned the smile
" that p il to
the government for a milllon-dollar

lonn 1f she thought It neceasnry
Ennryn Kavarin was
imitahle
i leveln with Jov In her heart and the
hushed lttle Navalos huddled in
| agninst her with Instinetive trust

She was thinking what fun she
would have watehing Cactus Flow
haggard face when she took
them In to the hidden hogan in the
canyon.

Anil presently

Ariving down neross the

CHAPTER V

Deep Things Begin to Glimmer,
HAT lttle matter proved almost
more than she could stand, how.

ever, for the Indian wother, watch-
ing the east continually. since her
previous visit, having taken her ad
vice literally, collapsed at sight of
her children, and Sonya had a brisk
half hour In bringing her round
agnin.

Nut all's well that ends well, and
the girl finally rode away, leading
her extra horse with a sndle on her
lips and the deep light In her eyes

that Rod Blake called fanaticlsm.
Maybe It was but It made her
foolishly happy to see this poor

family onited again. And Hosteen
Nezx had looked over his woman's
head at her exactly as Two Fingers
had and ecalled her Blue South
Woman In the Sun. It was all he
sald, but It was pregnant with deep
things. and Sonya knew It so,

don't just know, 1 shouldn't, by all
| the rules of my life’'s gawe, but I
have. Tell me—If you care to—
where have you been since [ saw
you last? Where do you live?”

He moved in his saddle, laid his
hands on his pommel,

“Miss Savarin,” he sald, *T1 can't
tell you. A lot of places for th' first
questlon—nowhere for th® last one.
1 told you before, 1 wasn't fit to
| talk to. 1 am a drifter, If you like

“"Few 1

| dead

“No sald Sonya, *I'm pot, and 80 she opened her lips and sang
F'm in somewhnt of & hurry, [ve| And then she enme to the eanyon's
' e for the two children of the| mouth and eaught her hreath sharp
InMa H ‘ Ner over In the! 1. for a man sat there on a golden
bg cut bevond Lone Mesa, Just on| horse. He looked like a young god
| the line of the Reseryation. This| With the sunlight on his halr, and |
ense In rather pitiful, Mr "‘.'-"'rf"“.l his eyes as blue as the henvens, and
and I'd Hike to enlist your M,,.,_”,,,,’ the grave look on his handsome
to It. Mr, Satter will remember. 1] face
eame upon hbm °:In ng .?I e h'l_l-'lr:-ln 1 “F. relve me™ he sald qllh'k’_",
nol 80 many wpeeks hack very neat “tor Delne in vour tral) again.”
the end of the terin—and he l':lf. “Why? she .u:n 1 as quickly., "It
| ents are *'wild Indlans They don’t s B .'Im“:!r\ -
understand elther the necessity or | "Yos 1 kne “ tut 1 promised to
the metheds employed in the mat *ey away." :
ter of glving up thelr 1 {.:' “That was from Lone Mesa.®
I begged off the lttlest ik “I'he Intent was everywhere, I
Mr tter The mother had rm meant it. too—was goln'—going 0
herself nearly Into e neg. hiang Ltl‘]' my word, hut |1 seem to come
Ing tl {1 I's t Khe 1s back regardless.”
o i3 " Sonva sat and looked at him
her grief over the : FANCE | cteadily, her sweet face grave, oo
Imwsti’t  eat I 5 Av At He bore her seruting quletly, though |
Mr. Satter had fo : - 3 - ''a muscle twitched In his cheek, and
the Waers come fur ..l"' on there was a seeming of strain In his
aren It Is rather hard, when yo face.
think of it on parents, you know “I've thonght a lot about you”
elther red or white, As It wounld the girl sald presently: “why, 1

Just goln' through th' conntry.”™

“Oh, no, you're not,” sald Bonys,
yoa
and
Don't you

‘the dny you came In the store

nen ir with the place

I know a few things. Wel

P talk r thhar * e il ilindd
g DOW r
I was
sort
lot

just ridin' around for exercise,

of I'n d'Owro., here, needs B
...'.Hu‘

knld

\ \nd

n | ' ties Lhe
ne

folt

her
t. for she knew he had
il t salcd A crosa™

What was this man? What was
ul of him? What strange
ictlons? What savageries
contritions, what sympathies
What conpection did
he have with those awful retribu-
tions across the Border of which
the Servant had hinted? What did
the strange old man know about
him? The henchman of Beelzebub
he had called him—for no other In
all this country answered to the de
scription of the Blue-eyed One with
Bronze-colored Halr. Sonya feilt
cold, as If a wind of portent had
blown across her spirit. And swift
on Its heels a sadness came, the
odd, unaccountable feeling of per-
sonal loss and sorrow which had as
salled her that night at Myra's.

She shook herself, mentally and
actually, and was angry at herself
agaln, and when this man spoke she
listened, forgetting.

“I''n a violent man, Miss Sav-
arin,” he sald strangely, "and wmy
life won't bear th' light—>but a thing
llke that makes my blood beoll
There ain't no manner of use hurt-
ing something that can't fight back,
and a woman an' a child—well,
they're set aside, someway, like a
starvin® kitten, or a dog that no one
wants. No kind of a man would do
them a harm—not an' be & man.”™

“You think that—honestly?" sald

In the »
contrad
1 nhidd
and cruelties?

Sonya. “Right from your heart?
“Why, of course,” he sald sur
prised. *“Don’t you?™

“Yesa, oh yes, 84 woman feels like
that, but men are different. [ just
wondered.”

“Have you been back to Lone
Mesa?" he asked presently,

“No,” sald Sonya, “]1 haven't. I've
been pretty busy. Housecleaning
and sewing. Have you?"

“Twicet. At night. Watched th'
moon come up across th' desert, and
it was wonderful. A man can’$ de
scribe It—Ilike new life comin' to a
world."

1 k " sald Sonya, “I've seen
it from there mysglf.”

“Alone? My G—d, Miss Savarin,
you shouldn’t be goln' around this
cogntry by yourself like that:

“Why not? [I'm perfectly safe

isn’t
otherwise,

Evervone Knows me and there

a Navajo, or

who'd say a word to me.,"
“Not th' Navvys, no, ma'am,” he

sald aln't all

trund
Uruils

painfully, “but thej

there are, you know.™

How well she knew! But she
was sorry the Inference had been
drawn,

“As for being drunk—will you be-
lleve me when | say 1 haven't
touched a glass or a bottle since—
since that day—on th' ¢lif? Every
time I've tried, your face has come

before me pluin as plain—the white

fury of It, the cournge—G—d! 1
choke an’ quit trvin."
(Continued next week.)



