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length admiringly "do you want to
know how strong I am for taking a
chance with you? Well, I was on my
way out to flag the next train East,
Just to see Just to see if you still cared,
two pins; to see if you still thought
your game was better than mine."

"Well, you don't have to take any
eastbound train to find that out," she
cried gaily. Tm here to tell you I
care a lot more than any number of
pins. Oh, Tve learned a lot In the last
six months. Bill. I had to hurt my-
self, and you, too. I had to get a joltto jar me out of my self-center- little
orbit. I got it, and it did me good,
And it's funny. I came back here be-
cause I thought I ought to, because it
was our home, but rather dreading It.
And I've been quite contented and
happy only hungry, oh, so dreadfully
hungry, for you."

Bill kissed her.
"I didn't make any mistake in you,

after all," he said. "You're a real
partner. You're the right stuff. I
love you more than ever. If you made
a mistake you paid for it, like a dead-gam- e

sport. What's a few months?
We've all our life before us, and It's
plain sailing now we've got our bear-
ings again."

"Amen!" she whispered. "I but,
say, man of mine, you've been on the
trail, and I know, what the trail is.
You must be hungry. I've got all
kinds of goodies cooked in the kitchen.
Take off your clothes, and I'll get you
something to eat."

"IH go you," he said. "I am hungry.
Made a long mush to get here for the
night. I got six huskies running loose
outside, so if you hear 'em scuffling
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A GREAT SUCCESS

Commissioner of Mediation and Condi
UtioB Board Tries EATONIC, the

Wonderful Stomach Remedy,and Endorses It.
Jodre William X.. Cham

bers, who nses KATONIO saa remedy tor loss ot appe-
tite and indigestion, is a
Commissioner of the TJ. 8.
Board of Mediation and
Conciliation. It is natural
for htm to express himself

J m guarded lanffuagre, yet
jMajrl there is nc 111 HI,

X. ft pronouncement regardingvslae of EATONIC.
VS-'- Written from Washington.to the Estonia Bern

all I edy 60.. He says.
'KATONIO promotes appetite and

aids digestion. I have used it with
beneficial results."

OfBce workers and others who sit ranch are
martyra to dyspepsia, belching, bad breath,heartburn, poor appetite, bloat, and impair-ment ot general health. Are yon, yourself, a
sufferer? EATON IO will relieve you Just as
surely as it has benefited Judge Chambers and
thousands of others.
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25, Ointment 25 and 50. Adv.

KIND TO PRISONERS GUILTY

German Women Warned That They
Will Be Punished for "Lack

of ."

Women, even the miraculous Ger-
man superwomen, are incorrigible,
observes a writer In the Literary Di-

gest. The German government has
just discovered ta its horror that
Gretchen, in . common with all the
daughters of Eve, Is not insensible
to the charms of a well favored man,
and, if given the opportunity, even
site is disposed to flirt. The Franken-furt- er

Zeitung indignantly writes:
"Female Inhabitants of houses ad-

jacent to camps of officer prisoners
of war have repeatedly attempted to
enter into communication with the
Imprisoned officers, and even throw
them things. Thanks, however, to the
sharp lookout kept by the authorities,
the attempts In each case were frus-
trated. The guilty persons, who be-

long to all classes of society and are
of various ages, were discovered.

"While the police authorities have
hitherto considered sharp reprimands
as sufficient warnings, in the belief
that such unconsidered acts were due
to a foolish desire for sensation. In
future such conduct will be visited
by very severe legal penalties and
public exposure. These penalties will
furthermore be imposed without dis-

crimination on all who may render
themselves guilty of such lack of self-respec- t."
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goods In a weather-beate- n old log
house which sprawled a hundred feet
back from the street Thirty years,
he told her, he had kept that store in
Fort George- - She guessed that Bill
had selected him because he was a
fixture.

She sat down at his counter and
wrote her 'message. Just a few terse
lines. And when she had delivered it
to Courvolseur she went back to the
hotel. There was nothing now to do
but wait. And with the message un-

der way she found herself Impatient
to reach the cabin, to spend the wait-
ing days where she had first found
happiness. She could set her house in
order against her man's coming. And
if the days dragged, and the great,
lone land seemed to close in and press
inexorably upon her, she would have
to be patient, very patient.

Jake was held up, waiting for sup-
plies. Fort George suffered a sugar
famine. Two days later the belated
freight arrived. He loaded his wagon,
a ton of goods for himself, a 'like
weight of, Hazel's supplies and be-

longings. A goodly load, but he drove
out of Fort George with four strap-
ping bays arching their powerful
necks, and champing on the bit.

"Four days ve vill make It by der
ranch," Jake chuckled. "Mit der mule
und Gretchen, der cow, von veek It
take me, mit half der loat"

Four altogether pleasant and satis-
fying days they were to Hazel. The
worst of the fly pests were vanished
for the season. A crisp touch of frost
sharpened the night winds. Indian
summer hung its mellow haze over the
land. The clean, pungent air that sift-
ed through the forests seemed doubly
sweet after the vitiated atmosphere of
town. Fresh from a gridiron of dusty
streets and stone pavements, and but
stepped, as one might say, from days
of imprisonment in the narrow con-
fines of a railway coach, she drank the
winey air In hungry gulps, and joyed
In the soft yielding of the turf be-
neath her feet, the fern and peavine
carpet of the forest floor.

It was her pleasure at night to sleep
as she and Bill had slept, with her face
bared to the stars. She would draw
her bed a little aside from the camp-fir- e

and from the low seclusion of a
thicket lie watching the nimble flames
at their merry dance, smiling lazily at
the grotesque shadows cast by Jake
and his frau as they moved about the
blaze. And she would wake in the
morning clear-heade-d, alert, grateful
for the pleasant woodland smells
arising wholesomely from the fecund
bosom of the earth.

Lauer pulled up before his own cab-I- n

at mid-afterno- of the fourth day,
unloaded his own stuff, and drove to
his neighbor's with the rest.

'Til walk back after a little," Hazel
told him, when he had piled her goods
in one corner of the kitchen.

The rattle of the wagon died away.
She was alone at home. Her eyes"

filled as she roved restlessly from
kitchen to living-roo- m and on into the
bedroom at the end. Bill had un-

packed. The rugs were down, the
books stowed in familiar disarray up-
on their shelves, the bedding pread in
semi-disord- where he had last slept
and gone away without troubling to
smooth it out in housewifely fashion.

She came back to the living-roo- m

and seated herself in the big chair.
She had expected to be lonely, very
lonely. But she was not. Perhaps
that would come later. For the pres-
ent it seemed as if she had reached
the end of something, as if she were
verytired, and had gratefully come to

Walked Away Through the Woods.

a welcome resting place. She turned
her gase out the open door where the
forest fell, away in vast undulations
to a range of snow-cappe-d mountains
purple in the autumn haze, and a verse
that Bill had once quoted came back
to her:

Oh, to feel ths wind stow strong;
Wher the trail laap down.

I could never leaxn tHe way
And wisdom of the town.

She blinked. The town It seemed
to have grown remote, a fantasy in
which she had played a puppet part.
But she was home again. If only the
gladness of it endure! strong enough
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I am pleased to 1761001116 yon back
to Gott's country, Mrs. Vagstan, he
said. "Und let me carry dot said case
alretty."

They walked two blocks to the
King's hotel, where Lauer's family
was housed. He was in for supplies,
he told her, and, of course, his wife
and children accompanied him.

"Not dat Gredda Iss afraid. She iss
so goot a man as I on der ranch ven I
am gone, he explained. But for dem
if iss a change. Und I bring by der
town a valgonloat off bobadoes. By
cosh, dem bobadoes iss sell high."

It flashed Into Hazel's mind that
here was a heaven-sen- t opportunity to
reach the cabin without facing that
hundred miles in the company of
chance-hire- d strangers. But she did
not broach the subject at once. In-

stead she asked eagerly of BilL. Lauer
told her that Bill had tarried a few
days at the cabin, and then struck out
alone for the mines. And he had not
said when he would be back.

Mrs. Lauer, unchanged from a year
earlier, welcomed her with pleased
friendliness. And Jake left the two
of them and the chubby kiddies in the
King's office while he betook himself
about his business. Hazel haled his
wife and the children to her room as
soon as one was assigned to her. And
there, almost before she knew It, she
was murmuring brokenly her story in-

to an ear that listened with sympathy
and understanding. Only a woman
can grasp some of a woman's needs.
Gretta Lauer patted Hazel's shoulder
with a motherly hand, and bade her
cheer up.

"Home's the place for you, dear,"
she said, smilingly. "You just come
right along with us. Tour man will
come quick enough when he gets
word. And we'll take good care of you
in the meantime. La, I'm all excited
over it. It's the finest thing could hap-
pen for you both. Take it from me,
dearie, I know. We've had our trou-

bles, Jake and L And, seeing I'm only
six months short of being a graduate
nurse, you needn't fear. Well, well !"

"I'll need to have food hauled in,
Hazel reflected. "And some things I
brought with me. I wish Bill were
here. I'm afraid I'll be a lot of both-
er. Won't you be heavily loaded, as it
is?"

She recalled swiftly the odd,' make-
shift team that Lauer depended on
the mule, lop-ear- and solemn, "und
Gretchen, der cow." She had cash
and drafts for over three thousand dol-

lars on her person. She wondered if
It would offend the sturdy independ-
ence of these simple, kindly neighbors,
if she offered to supply a four-hors- e

team and wagon for their mutual use?
But she had been forestalled there, she
learned in the next breath.

"Oh, bother nothing," Mrs. Laner de-
clared. "Why, we'fl be ashamed if we
couldn't help a little. And far's the
load goes, you ought to see the four
'beautiful horses your husband "let
Jake have. You don't know how much
Jake appreciates it, nor what a fine
man he thinks your husband is. We
needed horses so bad, and didn't have
the money to buy. So Mr. Wagstaff
didn't say a thing but got the team for
us, and Jake's paying for them in
clearing and plowing and making Im-

provements on your land. Honest,
they could pull twice the load we'll
have. There's a good wagon road
most of the way now. Quite a lot of
settlers, too, as much as fifty or sixty
miles out. And we've at the finest
.garden you ever saw. Vegetables
enough- to feed four families all win-
ter. Oh, your old cities ! I never want
to live in one again. Never a day have
the kiddies been sick. Suppose it is a
bit out of the world? You're all the
more pleased when somebody does
happen, along. Folks is so different in
a new country like this. There's plen-
ty for everybody and everybody
helps, like neighbors ought to.J

Lauer came up after x a time, and
Hazel found herself unequivocally in
their bands. With the matter of trans-
porting herself . and supplies thus'
solved, she set out to find Felix Cour-voise- ur

who would know how to get;
word to BilL He might come back to
the cabin in a month' or so ; he might
not come back at all unless he heard
from her. She was smitten with a
great fear that he might give her up
as lost to him, and plunge deeper into
the wilderness in some mood" of reck-
lessness. -- And she wanted him, longed
for him. if only so that she could make
amends.

She easily found Courvolseur. a tall
spare Frenchman, past middle age.
Ye, he could deliver a message to Bill
Wagstaff; that Is. he could send a
man. Bill Wagstaff was in the Klap-pa- n

range.
"But if he should have left there?"

Hazel suggested uneasily.
'E weel leave weeth Wttey Lewees

word of w'ere e go," Courvolseur reas-
sured her. "An my man, w'ich ees
my brozzer-law-, w'ich I can mos' fully
trus', e weel follow "eem. So Beel'e
ees arrange. E ees say mos partee- -
cular if madame ees come or weesh
for forward message, geet heem to me
queeck. Oui." Long tarn Beel ees
know me. I am for depend always."

rvtnrvoiseur kept a trader's stock of

to carry her through whatever black
days might come to her there alone.

She would gladly neve cooked her
supper in the kitchen fireplace, and
laid down to sleep under her own roof.
It seemed the natural thing to do. But
she had not expected to find the cabin
livably arranged, and she had prom-
ised the Lauers to spend the night
with them. So presently she closed the
door and walked away through the
woods.

September and October trooped
past, and as they marched the willow
thickets and poplar groves grew yel-
low and brown, and carpeted the floor
of the woods with fallen leaves. Shrub
and tree bared gaunt limbs to every
autumn wind. Only the spruce and
pine stood forth in their year-roun- d

habiliments of green. The days short-
ened steadily. The nights grew long,
and bitter with frost. Snow fell, blank-
eting softly the dead leaves. Old Win-
ter cracked his whip masterfully over
all the North.

Day by day, between tasks, and
often while she worked. Hazel's eyes
would linger on the edges of the clear-
ing. Often at night she would lift her-
self on elbow at some unexpected
sound, her heart leaping wild with ex-

pectation. And always she would lie
down again, and sometimes press her
clenched hand to her lips to keep back
the despairing cry. Always she ad-

jured herself to be patient, to wait
doggedly as Bill would have waited, to
make due allowance for immensity of
distance, for the manifold delays which
might overtake a messenger faring
across those silent miles or a man hur-

rying to his home. Many things might
hold him back.' But he would come.
It was inconceivable that he might
not come.

Meantime, with only a dim con-

sciousness of the fact, she underwent
a marvelous schooling in adaptation,
self-restrai- She had work of a sort,
tasks such as every housewife finds
self-impos- in her own home. She
was seldom lonely. She marveled at
that. It was unique in her experi-
ence. All her old dread of the pro-
found silence, the pathless forests
which infolded like a prison wall, dis-
tances which seemed impossible of
span, had vanished. In its place had'
fallen over her an abiding sense of
peace, of security. The lusty storm
winds whistling about the cabin sang
a restful lullaby. When the wolves
lifted their weird, melancholy plaint
to the cold, star-jewele- d skies, she lis-

tened without the old shudder. These
things, which were wont to oppress
her, to send her imagination reeling
along morbid ways, seemed but a na-

tural aspect of life, of which she her-
self was a part. -

Often, sitting before her glowing
fireplace, watching a flame kindled
with her own hands with wood she
herself carried from the pile outside,
she pondered this. It defied her pow-
ers of self-analysi-s. She could only
accept It as a fact, and be glad. Gran-
ville and all that Granville stood for
had withdrawn to a more or less re-
mote background. She could look 'over
the frost-spangle- d forests and feel
that she lacked nothing nothing save
her mate. There was no Impression of
transient abiding; no chafing to be
elsewhere, to do otherwise. It was
home, she reflected ; perhaps that was
why.

A simple routine served to fill her
days. She kept her house shining, she
cooked her food, carried in her fuel.
Except on days of forthright storm
she put on her snowshoes, and with
a little rifle in the crook of her arm
prowled at random through the woods

partly because it gave her pleasure
to range sturdily afield, partly for the
physicnl brace of exertion in the crisp
Air. Otherwise she curled comfortably
before the fireplace and sewed, or read
something out of Bill's catholic as-
sortment of books.

It was given her, also, to learn the
true meaning of neighborliness, that
kindliness of spirit which is stifled by
stress in the crowded places, and stim-
ulated by like stress amid surround-
ings where life is noncomplex, direct,
where cause and effect tread on each
other's heels. Every day, if she failed
to drop into their cabin, came one of
her neighbors to see if all were well
with her.

Quite as a matter of course Jake
kept steadily replenished for her a
great pile of firewood. Or they would
come, babies and all, bundled in furs
of Jake's trapping. Jingling up of an
evening behind the frisky bays. And
while the bays munched hay in Roar-
ing Bill WagstafTs stable, they would
cluster about the open- - hearth, popping
corn for the children, talking.- - always
with cheerful optimism.

Behind Lauer's mild bine eyes lurk-
ed a mind that burrowed incessantly
to the roots of things. He had lived
and worked and read, and, pondering
It all. he had summed up a few of the
verities. ,

"Life. It iss giffen us, und ve must
off it make der best ve can," he said
once to Hazel, fondling a few books
he had borrowed to read at Nome.
"Life Iss goot. yust der llffing of life, if
only ve go not astray afder der vool-ls- h

dings und If der
struggle vears us not out so dot ve

gannot enjoy being alife. So many
iss struggle und slave under terrible
conditions. Und it iss largely because
off ignorance. Ve know not vot ve can
do und ve shrink vrom der unknown.
Here iss acres by der dousand vree
to der man vot can off it make use
und dousands vot liffs und dies und
neffer hass a home. Here iss goot,
glean air und In der shmoke und
shmells und dirty streets iss a ravage
of tuberculosis. Der balance iss not
true. Und In der. own vay der rich
iss full off drouble drunk mit eggcite-men- t,

veary mit bleasures. Ach, der
voods und mountains und streams,
blenty off food, und a kindly neighbor

Iss not dot enough? Only der ab-
normal vants more as dot. Und I dink
der drouble iss largely dot der modern,
high-bressu- re clfillzation makes for der
abnormal,' vedder a man iss a million-
aire or vorks in der brewery, content-
ment iss a state off der mind and if
der mind vorks mit logic it vill content
find in der simple dings."

It sounded like a pronouncement of
Bill's. But Lauer did not often grow
serious. Mostly he was Jovially cheer-
ful, and his wife likewise. The North
had emancipated them, and they were
loyal to the source of their deliver-
ance. And Hazel understood, because
she herself had found the wild land a
benefactor, kindly in its silence, rest-
ful in its forested peace, a cure for
sickness of soul. Twice now it had
rescued her from herself.

November and December went their
appointed way und still no word of
Bill. If now and then her pillow was
wet she struggled mightily against de-

pression. She was not lonely in the
dire significance of the word but she
longed passionately for him. And
she held fast to her faith that he
would come.

The last of the old year she went
little abroad, ventured seldom beyond
the clearing. And on New Year's eve
Jake Lauer's wife came to the cabin
to stay-- si

Hazel sat up, wide awake, on the in-
stant. There was not the slightest
sound. She had been deep in sleep.
Nevertheless she felt, rather than
knew, that some one was in the living-roo-

Perhaps the sound of the door
opening had filtered through her slum-
ber. She hesitated an instant, not
through fear, because in the months of
living alone fear had utterly forsaken
her ; but .hope had leaped so often,
only to fall sickeningly, that she was
half persuaded it must be a dream.
Still the impression strengthened. She
slipped out of bed. The door of the
bedroom stood slightly ajar.

Bill stood before the fireplace, his
shaggy fur cap pushed far back on his
head, his gauntlets swinging from the
cord about his neck. She had left a
great bed of coals on the hearth, and
the glow shone redly on his frost-scabbe- d

face. But the marks of bitter trail
bucking, the marks of frostbite, the
stubby beard, the tiny Icicles that still
clustered orb his eyebrows; while these
traces of hardship tugged at her heart
they were forgotten when she saw the
expression that overshadowed his face.
Wonder and unbelief and longing were
all mirrored there. She took a shy
step forward to see what riveted his
gaze. And despite the choking sen-
sation in her throat she smiled for
she had taken off her little, beaded
moccasins and left them lying on the
bearskin before the fire, and he was
staring down at hemi like a man fresh-wakene- d

from a dream, unbelieving
and bewildered.

With that she opened the door and
ran to him. He started, as if she had
been a ghost. Then he opened his arms
and drew her close to him.

"Bill, Bill, what made you so long?"
she whispered. "I guess it served me
right, but it seemed a never-endin- g

time."
"What made me so long?" he

echoed, bending his rough cheek down
against the warm smoothness of hers.
"Lord, I didn't know you wanted me.
I ain't no telepathist, hon. You never
peeped one little word since I left.
How long you been here?".

"Since last September." She smiled
up at him. "Didn't Conrvoiseur's man
deliver a message from me to the
mine? Didn't you come in answer to
my note?"

"Great Caesar's ghost-r-sin- ce Sep-
tember alone ! You poor little girl 1"
he murmured. "No, if you sent word
to me through Courvolseur 1 never got
it. Maybe something happened to his
man. I left the Klappan with tiie first
snow. Went poking aimlessly over
around the Finlay river with a couple
of trappers. Couldn't settle down.
Never heard a word from you. I'd
given you up. I Just blew in this way
by sheer accident. Girl, girl, you don't
know bow good it is to see you again,
to have this warm body of yours cud-
dled up to me again. And you came
right here and planted yourself to wait
till I turned up?"

"Sure!" She laughed happily. "But
I sent you word, even If you never got
It. Ob, well, it doesn't matter. . Noth-
ing matters now. You're here, and
I'm here, and Oh, Billy-bo- y, I was
an awful pig-head- Idiot. Do you
think you can take ' another chance
with me?

"Say" he held her off at arm's

He Held Her Off at Arm's Length, Ad-

miringly.
around you'll know it's not the wolves.
Say, it was some welcome surprise to
find a fire when I came in. Thought
first somebody traveling through had
put up. Then I saw those slippers ly-
ing there. That was sure making me
take notice when you stepped out."

He chuckled at the recollection.
Hazel lit the lamp, and stirred 'up the
fire, plying it with wood. Then she
slipped a 'heavy bathrobe over her
nightgown and went Into the chilly
kitchen, emerging therefrom presently
with a tray of food and a kettle of wa-
ter to make coffee. This she set on the
fire. Wherever she moved Bill's eyes
followed her with a gleam of joy, tinc-
tured with smiling lncredulousness.
When the kettle was safely bestowed
on the coals, he drew her on his knee.
There for a minute she perched in rich
content. Then she rose.

"Come' very quietly with me. Bill,
she whispered, with a fine air of mys-
tery. "I want to show you something."

"Sure! What is It?" he asked.
"Come and see," she smiled, and

took up the lamp. Bill followed obedi-

ently.
Close up beside her bed stood a

small, square crib. Hazel set the lamp
on a table and, turning to 'the bundle
of blankets which filled this new piece
of furniture, drew back one corner, re-

vealing a round, puckered-u- p infant
face.

"For the love of Mike!" Bill .mut-
tered. "Is it Is it "

"It's our son," she whispered proud-
ly. "Born the tenth of January
thre weeks ago today. Don't, don't
you great bear1 you'll wake him." k

For Bill was bending down to peer
at the tiny morsel of humanity, with a
strange,-abashe- smile on his face, his
big, clumsy fingers touching the soft,
pink cheeks. And when he stood up
he drew a long breath, and laid one
arm across her shoulders.

"Us two and the kid," he said whim-

sically. "It should be the hardest com-
bination in the world to bust. Are you
happy, little person?"

She nodded, clinging to him, word-

lessly happy. And presently she cov-

ered the baby's face, and they went
back to sit before the great fireplace,
where the kettle bubbled cheerfully
and the crackling blaze sent forth Its
challenge to the bevy of frost sprites
that held high revel outside.

And, after a time, the blaze died to
a neap of glowing embers, and the
forerunning wind of a northeast storm
soughed ' and whistled about a hous
deep wrapped in contented slumber, a
house no longer divided against itself

(THE END.)

Daily Thought.
Conversation Is the vent of charactel

as well as of thought. Kmeraor


