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er! Put her on the 
le hall, KuV4e. John, 

to bring the hot-water 
Rhoda dear, drink

ree, with LI 
hovering in the background, 

the girl. Then a* they 
saw her stupor change to a natural 
sleep, Katherine gave a sigh that was 
almost a sob.

"Not at all,'* returned Cartwell. "®,e''■ *J1
He plucked the stocking and slipper 11 you

from the yucca and dropped them Into ment, 
his pocket. Then he stopped and 
lifted Rhoda across his broad chest.
This roused her.

"Why, you can't do this!" (toe cried, out of tobacco 
struggling to -free herself. thou

Cartwell merely tightened his hold ae8P 
and swung out at a pace that wai The three were on tm 
half run, half walk. The young man In flannels,

"Close your eyes so the sun won't said little but had obeyed ord« 
hurt them," he said peremptorily plicltly eyed Cartwell curiously.

Dizzily and confusedly, Rhoda drop- "You're Newman's engineer, aren't 
her head bark on the broad shoul- you?" he asked. "My name's DeWltt. 
and closed her eyes, with a feeling You’ve put us all under great obllga- 

of security .that later on was to ap- tlons, this 
pall her. Long after she was to recall Car
the confidence of this moment with "Well, you know," he said carefully, 

nbellef and horror. Nor did she “g scorpion sting may or may not be 
earn how many weary days and serious. People have died of them 

hours she was one day to pass with Mrs. Jack here makes no more of 
this same brazen sky over her, this ttiem than of a mosquito bite, while 
same broad shoulder under her head. Jack goes about like a drunken sailor 

looked down at the dell- with one for a day, then forget 
lying against his breast, at Miss Tuttle will be all right v 
ellow hair massed against she wakes up I'm off till dinner time, 

Into his black eyes came Mrs. Jack. Jack will think I've re- 
t was passionately tender, verted!

out for a didn't

tell Li 
hot

tie. I just wentRhoda Tuti 
walk and t

ing

"Huh!" grunted yo 
go on to the house an 
In the boiling sun!"

"Would you mind hurrying?" asked

here 

ties. Here,
hen—"

Her voice trailed 
uld only 
1th both han

OUR FARM HOMES Into nothingness 
steady her away- 

ds against the

ung Cartwell. "I Chung 
d leave you here worked

For half hour Uie th

I'i
.f: " t!" she said. "O 

dn't come at that mo-
rlgh
hadIIIy. Cartwell slioek his head.

turn/* "It might have gone hard with her, 
ehe's so delicate. Oee, I’m glad I ran 

his morning and 
across the

the porch now. 
, who had 
orders ex-

in f
mlhivcii, live well; how long or short ght a two-mile bramp 

rt for It worth while!"OR love thy life, nor hate; but what thou 
permit to heaven.—Milton
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never mind that!" she said, 

f you will go 
se for me

-r-w HODA hobbled through the sand send the buckboard I'll be very grate- 
K to tne nearest rock. On thia fui. 1-1 feel dizzy, you know." 
At- she sank with a groan, clasped “de whls!" exclaimed the young 
her slender foot with both hands and man. "There's no time for me to run 
looked about her helplessly. about the desert If you ha’

8he felt very small, very much Ion sting In your foot I’ 
alone. The Infinite wastes of yellow "Is a scorpion sting dangerous?
desert danced In heat waves against asked Rhoda. Then she added,

bronze-blue sky. The girl saw no languidly. "Not that I mind if It is " 
ng thing save a buzzard The young man gave her a curious 

ept lazily across the zenith, glance. Then he pulled a small case
She turned dizzily from contemplating from his pocket, knelt In the sand and
the vast emptiness about her 
to a close scrutiny of her In
jured foot. She drew off her 
thin satin house slipper pain
fully and dropped It unheed- 
Ingly Into a bunch of 
that crowded agalns 
rock. Her silk stockl 

wed. Then she sat

I

21CHAPTER 1. New man morning." 
twell took the extended hand.

The Valley of the Pecoe. them toranch hou

dr
ve a scorp- slcal

»
defile

Mori

Ca rtwell 
face 1

the -soft y 
hie sleeve, 
a look tha

the 
sign of llvl

DeWltt stood for a moment 
watching the tall, lithe figure 
move through the peach- 
trees. He was tom by a 
strange feeling, half of aver 
sion, half of charm for the 
dark young stranger. Then:

lold on, Cartwell," he 
cried. "Ill drive 
In the buckboard."

Katherine Newm 
ing after the two. 
eyebrows, ebook 
then smiled and went 
to Rhoda.

It was mld-a

I

eying her blue-

'hi»
you back

nan, look- 
raised her 
her head, 

back

less mise 
veined foo

In spite of her 
valldism,

I. .oplngly on 
ing from her f 
lavender line of the mesas. 
A tiny, Impotent atom of life, 
she sat as If the eternal why 
which the desert hurls 
overwhelmed her.

- Ident In- 

e so little
o help herself. She sat fteraoon when 

Katherine was 
nea- by with her

oda won- 
rlght, af-

sltttng
""“Well!" said Rh 
daringly "I'm all 
ter all!"

Katherine Jumped up and 
oda’s thin little hand

odn woke.
Sh

deprived
her of hope, almost of sensa
tion. There was something 
of nobility In the steadiness 
with which she gazed at the 
melting distances, something of 
pathos in her evident resignation to 
her own helplessness and weakness. 

The girl was quite unconscious of 
t that a young man was tramp- 

e desert behind her. He,

directly 
jw, stand- 

and he swung 
I with an easy 
ance with as- 
he drew near 
hoda’s yellow

quickened his pace, swung round the 
yucca thicket and pulled off his soft 
felt hat.

ng!" he said. "What's

rriHE
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scuffling and two using the hoe.

Rh 
Joyfully. 

"Indeed
brown hand that sup- cried. "Thanks to K 
shoulders trembled. "Thanks to whom .

In an Incredibly short time he was "It was a toll young 
peach orchard that sur- hie name waa Charley 

ranch-house. A young "Yup!" ans
hite flannels Jumped from a ley Cartwell!
In which he had been dos- Kul-le.

Jack,
exclaimed, though

duet Ion

"T wo 
producl 
dlrectlo

producl

lion oni
the* 

In fret;

you are!" khe 
ut-le!" 

asked !

Cartwell." 
rlne. "Char-

hoda’s
lifted Rhoda’s foot In one sien 
strong, bro

"Hold tight a minute!" said the 
young man.

And before Rhoda could protest he 
had punctured the «red center of 
swelling with a Uttle scalpel, had h 
the cut open and had filled it -with a 
white powder that bit. Then «he pulled 
a clean handkerchief from his pocket 
and tore R In taro. With one half he 
bound the ankle above the cut tightly. 
With the other he bandaged the cut

at Rhoda. 
e salehand. The instep 

swollen.badly
ring the swered Kathe 

His oththe fac 
Ing up. th 
however, had spl 
long before Rhoda ha 
rock and had laid hla | 
for her. He waa a tall fello 
Ing well
through the heavy 
stride that covered 
tonlshl

man In w 
hammock

eld "For heav
"Wh 

Rh 
did i
the house.

"that you
Mias Tut

"Are yon A doctor?" aakad Rhoda 
falnt,y- The man In flannels

"Far from It." replied the younf hurried along beside 
man with a chuckle, tightening the broke lnto a 
upper bandage until Rhode's foot was «j>|| telepli

"But I always carry this little doctor and te11 Mre Ne 
with me; rattlers and «worplons He ttgrted on ahead,

are so thick over on the ditch. Some- "Never mind the doctor!" called
body's apt to be hurt anytime. I'm Cartwell "I've attended to the sting. 
Charley Cartwell, Jack Newman's en- Tell yre jack have hot water

hlrn She was a pretty, rosy girl, 
e brown eyes and curly brown hair. 

"Rhoda! Kut-le!" she

ner with 
-looking,

„erdIn to dlnr 
't he goodto-night. Isn

i!"
(Continued on page 14.)

led the white

en's sake!" he 
does this mean?" 

waa too 111 to reply. < 
not stack hla giant stride

at <1 
îoda Cartwellover six feet 

diet THE FIRST INSTALMENTis," he answered grimly, 
folks must be crasy to let 

tie take a walk In clothes 
She's got » scorpion sting

turned pa 
Cartwell. then

ng rapidity. Ae 
i to perceive R

* in this Issue and we feel sure 
that many of our readers have been 
looking forward with Interest to 
Its appearance Just a few days 
ago ws received a letter from a new hubocriber requesting us to 
■tart their aubacrlptlon with the 
first instalment of "The Heart of 
the Desert." This is but an indi
cation that many others have also 
been watching for tt. In a recent 
Issue we allowed our readers to 
take a "weeny oeek" et the plot 
running through this mysterious 
tale of the desert, so we will not 
divulge any more secrets, but will 
allow each reader to seek for him
self We trust that "The Heart 
of the Desert" will be enjoyed 
bj^ every reader of Farm and

enough
head bent above her injured

lc Up

"Oood-mo

hoda started, hastily covered her 
and looked up at the tall khakl- 
flgure. She never had seen the 

n before, but the desert Is

P1'
one to Hold Rock for the 

n"S?foot, 
clad 
young man

"A thing like a little crayflsl 
my foot," she answered: "and 
don't know how It hurts!"

"Ali. but I do!' exclaimed the young 
man. “A scorpion sting! Let me see 
It!" ,h bit

his 
lk ICartwell sprang up the porch 

Mrs Newman ran out to meet 
with

■aid Rhoda understanding^. 
“I'm so dizzy I can't see 
well. This Is very good of you. 
haps now you'd go on and get the 
buckboard. Tell them lt*« /or Rhode,

"Oh!" £
Per
the

poor pr< 
Under 

product!

«
cried. "WhyRhoda flushed.
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