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(Osprright by MeOlure, Fhillips & ©o)
O say the least, Mma. Bayther's
ecareer In Dawson was metearic.
e fihe arrived In the spring, with
dog sleds and French-Canadian
voyageurs, blased gloriously for & broif

month, and departed.up the river as »so0n
sa It was free of joe. Now womanless
Dawson never guite understood this
hurried departure, and ths local Four
Hundred falt aggrioved and lonely till the

shrouged islunds, dark waters and lce-
soarred rocky ridges—streteched the im-
maculate wilderness. No wsign of hu-
man existence broke the solitude; mno
sound the stiliness, Thers all seemed

bound under the unreality of the 'un-
known, wrapped in the brooding mys-
tary of great spaces

Parhape it was this which made Mra
Bayther nervous; for she changed her
position constantly, mow to look wup
the river, now down, or to scam the
gloomy shores for the half-hidden
mouths of back channels. Aften an
hour or so the bontmen weore sent ashors
to piteh for tha night, but Plerre
remained with his mistress to wateh,

“Au! him come thees fam,” he whis-
pered, after a long silence, his gase bent
up the river to.the head of the island.

A canoe, with a paddis flashing on
either side, was slipping down the our-
rent. In the atern & man's form, and In
the bow a woman's, awung rhythmically
to the work. Mre Sayther had no syes
for the woman till tha canoe drove in

Nome strike was made and old sensa-
tions gave way fo mew. For it had de-
lighted in Mre. Saythor. and received
her wide-armed. She was preity, charm-
Ing and, wm,.: m‘.‘tr be-
whe onoe heal
enunes of Peicial
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closer and her bisarre beauty
torily demanded notice. A
blouse ocoseskin,

peremp-
close-fitting
of m fantasti

cally
beaded, oullined falthfully the well-
rounded lines of her body, while & silken
kerchief, gay of color and
draped, partly

sdvertised the dimmest trace of anclsnt

Moungo! blood, a raversion, after long

santuriea of wandering, to the parent

#tém. This effect was heightenad by
delieately aguiline nose with its
trombling nostrils,

and strong,
rl, in conocert with ths man, suddenly
whirled the tiny craft about against the

current, and brought It gently to the

Another instant and she stood
at the top of the bank heaving vp by
rope, hand er hand, & quarter of
fresh-killed Then the man fol-
lowed her, and together, with a swift
rash, they drew®up the canoe. The dogs
were in 4 whining mass about them, and
a8 the girl girl stooped amongst them
caressingly, the man's gasze fall wpon
Mra., Bayther, who had arisen. He
looked, bruslied his eyes unconsclously
as though his sight were decelving him,
and looked again.

“Karen,” he sald silmpiy, coming for-
ward and extending his hand, “T thought

, | for the moment I was dreaming. T went

snow-bilnd for a time this spring, and
since then my eyes lbave been playing

mak | tricks with me. ™

fell to wondering whe was this David
Payne, and In what way his existence
bors upon Karenm Cayther's But that
very day, ns Plerre Fontalne had msald,
Mre. Sayther and her barbarie crew of
voyugeurs towed up the east bank to
Kiondike City, shot across to the wesl
bank to escape the bluffs and aum
peared amid the mase of falands to
One,

mouth.

“Oul, madame, thees Is de place.

b Lo pd. bhelow 8 oL,
Thees t'ree inland.

A= he spoke, FPlerre Fontaine drove
hi= pole agninst the bank and held the
stern of the boat against the curreat.
This thrust the bow in, till a nimble
baif-breed olimbed ashore with the
painter amd made fast
“One leel tam, madame, T go look
noc."”

A chorus of doges marked his disap-
pearante over the efdge of the bank, but
a minute later he was back agnin.

“Oul, madame, thess I d¢ cabin. 1
mak Investigation. No can find mans
at home. Rut him no go valre far, vaire
long, or him no leave doga. Him come
queek, you bet!™

“Help me oul, Plerre. I'm tired all
over from the boat. You might have
made it softef, you know."™

From a nest.of furs amidships, Karen
Sayther rose Lo her full height of slen-
der falrpess. But If she looked Iﬂ‘;
frail in Her elemental environment,
was belled by the grip she put upon
Plorre's hand, by the knotting of her
woman's bicepa as it took the welght
_of her body, vy the splendid effort of
her Hmbs as they held her out from the
perpendicular bank while she made the
ascent. ‘Though shapely flesh clothed
delicate frame, her body was & seat of
strength,

Btill, for all the ecareless ease with
which she had made the landing. there
wns A warmer color than usual to her
fare, and a perceptibly extra beat to
her heart. But then, alwo, 1t was with
a certnln reverent curinusnesn that she
approachel the cabin, while the flush on
her chesk showed a yet riper mellow-
nenm.

“Look, ses!" Plerre pointed to
sont ohips By the woodplle,
fresh—two, t'ree day, no more.”

Mra. Sayther nodded. Bhe tried to
peer through the small window, huy 11
was made of grepssd parchment, which
admitied light while it blocked viston.
Falling this. ahe want round to the door,
half lifted the rude Ilatch to enter, But
ohanged her . mind and Jet 1t fall back
into place. Then she suddenly dropped
o one knee and kissed the rough-hewn |
thrashold,  1f Plerre Fontaine saw, he |
giye no rign And the memory In the |
time to come was never shared But|
the next instant, one of the boatmen, |

¥ lwl.:’.hll pe, was startied
In his eap-

You make'm

“Him

ﬁme

bear akin: plenty blanket

wan soon after disrupted

'y : tossed up to the
whers Mra

the "

Mm. Bayther, whose flush had deep-
ensd and whose heart was surging pain-
fully, had been prepared for almost
anything save this coolly extended hand;
but she tactfully curbed herself and
grasped it heartily with her own,

“You know, Dave, 1 threatened often
to come, Aand I would have, too, only—

“Ouly 1 dida’'t give the word" Da-
vid Payne laughed and watched the In-
dian girl dlsappearing Into the cabin.

“Ob, I understand, Dave, and had 1

been in your place I'd mont probably.issd..
Wtbf&ﬁi"!ﬁ%t 1 have come—

now."

“Then come a little bit farther, into
the cabin and get something to eat,”
be said genlally, Ignoring or missing
the feminine suggestion of appeal in her
voice, “And you must be tired, too,
Which way are you travellhg? Up?
Then you wintered In Dawson, or came
In on the lce. Your camp? He glanced
at the voyageurs circled about the fire
In the open, and held back ‘the door for
her fofenter

“L came¢ up on the lee from Circle
City Jant winter,” he continued, “and met-
tled down here for a while, Am pros-
peoting mome on Henderson creek, und,
if that fails, have been thinking of
:‘nlnc my hand this fall up the Stewart

ver.™

"You aren’t changed much, are you?”
she asked Irrelovantly, striving to throw
the conyersation upon a more personal
basls, r

“A little leas ﬂ-z, perhaps, and =
lttle morea musele. How did you mean?”

Butl she shrugged her shoulders and
peered through the dim light at the In-
dian girl, who had . Jighted the fire and
was frying grest chunks of moose meat,
alternated with thin Flbbons of bacon.

“Did you stop in Dawson long?™ The
man was whittling a stave of birchwood
inte' & rude ax hamndle, and nsked the
question withoyt relwmg his head.
—-Oh, & few days,’ she answered, fol-
jlowing the girl with her eyes, and handly
hearing. “What were you saying? In
Dawson? A month, In fact, and glad to
gl away. The Arctic male Is elemenial,
you know, and somewhat strenucds in
bls feelings."

“Bound to be when he gets right down
to the soll. He leaves convention with
the spring bed at home. But you ware
wise In your cholee pf time for leaving.
You'll be out of the country before
mosquito season, which Is a bleasing
your lack of experience will not parmit
you  to apprecista”

“l suppose not. But tell me about
yourself, about your ife. What kind of
neighbors have you? Or have you any ™

While she quéried, she watohed the!

girl grinding coffee in the ecdrner of
n flower wack upon the hearthstone
With & wteadinesg and skill, which pre-
dicted nervey ns primitive an the meskod,
she crushed the imprisonsd berries with
& heavy ent of quarts. David
Payne noted his visitor's gase, and the
shadow of a smille Arifted over his lips.

1 did have some.” he replied, “Mis-
sourian chaps, and s couple of Cornish-
men, but they went down to Eldorado te
work at wages for & grubstake.”

Mrs. Sayther cast & look of spoculntive
regard upon the mirl.  "But, of course,
there are pleaty of Indians about ™

*“Bvery mother’s son of them down ta
Dawson loug dgb. Not a pative In the

- i1

whole couniry, barring Winapie here, and
sha's & Kookuk lass—comes from =
thousand miles or so down the river.”

Mra. Bayther feit guddenly faint; and,
though the smile of interest in no wise
waned, the face of the man ssamed:-to
draw away o a telescople distange, and
the tiered logs of the cabin to whirl
drunkenly about. But she was bidden
draw up to the table, and during the
mea] discoversd time and space in
to find herself. She talked lttle, and
that p about the land and
weather, while the man wandered off
into n long description of the difference
between the shallow summer
of the lower country and the desp win-
ter diggings of the upper country.

“You do not ask why I came north?
she asked. *“Surely, you kpow,” They
had moved back from the table, and
David Payne had returned to his ax
handle. “Did you get my letter?

“A last one? No, I don't think so,
Most probably it's tralling around the
Birch creek couniry or lying Im some
trader's shack on the lower river. The
way they run the malls in here Is shame-
ful. No order, no system, no—"

“Don‘t be wooden, Dave! Help mel!™
Bhe spoke sharply now, with an assump-
tion of authority which rested upon the
past. “Why don't you ask me about my-
self? About those we knew in the old
times? Have you no longer any Inter-
est in the world? Do you know that my
husband is dead ™

“Indeed, I am sorry, How long"—

“David!" Bhe was ready to ery with
vexation, but the reproach she threw
nto her voloce eased her.

“Did you get any of my lettars? You
must have got some of them, though
you never answered."”

“Well, I didn't get the last ona, an-
noupcing, evidently, the death of your
husband, snd most llkaly others went
astray; but 1 did get some. I—eor—read
them alood to Winaple as & warning—
that is, you know, (o Impress upon her
the wickedness of her white sisters.

I—at—ihink she

Don't you™

She disregarded the sting., and went
on. "In the last letter, which you did
not recelye, I told, as you have guessed,
of Colons! Bayther's death. That was
R yoar ago. I also said that, if you did
not oome ocut to me, 1 would go In to
you. And, as I had often promised, I
came."

“T know of no promise.”

“In tha carller letters?”

“Yes, you promised, but as I neither
asked nor answered, H was unratified
Bo 1 do not know of any such promise.
But I do know of another, which you,
too, may remember. It was very long
ago." He droppsd the ax handls te the
floor and raised his head. “It was so
very long ago, yot 1 remember it dis-
tinotly, tha auy, the tima, every de-
tall, We weére In & rose garden, you
and I—your mother's rose garden, All
things were budding, blossoming. and
the sap of spring was ingour blood
And T drew you over—it the first
—and kissed you full on the lips. Don‘t
you remember?”

“Don't go over It, Dave, don't! 1
know every shameful ling of . How
often have I wept! If you only knew
how I have suffered-—"' .

“You promised me then—ay, and a
thousand times in the swet days that
followed. Each look of your eyon, sach
touch of ygpur hand, sach syllabla that
fell from your lips, was & promise. And
then—how shall I say?—there came o
man. He was old—old enough to have
begotten you—and not nice to look up-
on, but, as the world goes, clean. He
had done no wrong, followed the letter
af the law, was respactahbls. Further,
and to the-polnt. he possessed some
saveral paltry mines—a sdore; It does
not matter; and he owned a few miles
of lands, and engineered deals, and
clipped coupons, He—"

“But there were other things,” she
interrupted, “I told you. [Pressurs—
money  MmAtters—want-—my -
troubls. You understood the whals sor-
did_situatian, 1 could not RNelp it It
was hot my will, 1 was sacrifiosd, ar
1 sacrificed, have it a8 you wish. Hat,
my God! Dave, I gave you up! You
paver d4id me justice. Think what 1
huve gone throogh!™ - s

“It was mnot your wili7 Pressure?
Under high heaven there was nothing
to will you to this man's bed or that”

“But 1 eared for you all the tima"
she pleaded. “I was unused to your
wiy of measuring love. T am still un-
used. 1 do not understand.*™

“"Wa were speaking of this man you
saw fit to marry. What manner of man
wiaa ‘he? Whereln 444 he charm your
noul? ' What potent virtuss ware his?
True, he had a golden gri n el
mighty goiden: mrip. He knew the
odds. Ta was veried In cent per ocent.
He bad a narrow wit and excellent

byt

of the rose gparden, -:n't was he®™

“Remember, he Iy dead.”

“The fact s not altersd thereby.
What , was he? A great gross material
creature, deaf to blind to beauty,
dead to the wpirit was fat with

loginess, and flabby. and “the
round of his belly ww his glut-
tony"'— '

“But he Is dead. It 1s we who are
now—now!
you say,
have sinned,
you, too, cry peccavi? If T have broken
promises, have not you't Your love of
the rose garden was of all time, or so
you sald, Where ia 1t nowt”

“It Is here! now!" he ecried, wiriking
his breast pessionately with clenched
band. “It has always been"

“And your love was a great love;
thers was nonas greater” she continued;
“or so you said in the rose garden. Yet
it 1= not enough, large enough, to for-
glve me here, crying at your fest?"

The man hesitated. His mouth opened;
words shaped vainly on his lps.  She
had foreed him to bare his heart and
speak truths which he had hidden
himself, And she was good to
upon, standing there in & glory of
slon, calling back old assoclations
warmer life. He turned away his
that he might not ses, but she passed
around end fronted him.

“Look at me, Dave! Look at me!
am the same after all, And so are you,
If you would but see. We are not
changed.” A

Her hand rested on his shoulder, and

ftartied him to himaslf. Winapie, alien
to the scene, was lighting the slow wick
of the slush lamp. Bhe appeared to
start out agninst a background of utter
black, and the flame, flaring suddenly
up, lighted her bronse beauty to roya)
gold,

“¥ou msee, it in impossible,” he groanad,
thrusting the falr-haired woman gently
from him. "It is impossible” he re-
peated. "It is impossible.*

“I am not a girl, Dave, with a girl's
Musions,” she sald softly, though not
daring to come back to him, *It is as
& woman that T understand. Men are
men. A common custom of the country.
1 am not shocked, ' I divined It from tha
rirst. Bul—ahl—it la only & marriage
of the ¢ouptry-——not & real marriage.”

“We 40 not ask such questions  in
Alaska,” he interposed feebly,

“T know, but"—

“Well, then, It I» only & marriage of
the country—nothing slse.™

":nd there are no chlldreat

“No."

"“Noe!'— ! :

“No, no; nothing: but ls is impos-
sibla™

“But it is not.” Hhe was at his side
again, her hand touching Llghtly, ca.
ressingly, the sunburned back of his.
“I know the custom of the land too well
Men do it every day. They do not care
to remaln here, shut out from the world,
for all their days. 80 they give an order
on the P. C. C. company for a year's
proviglons, some money In hand, and tha
girl is content. By the end of that time,
R man"— §fhe shrugged her shoulders.
“And ®mo with the girl here We will
give her an opder on the eompany, not
for m year, but for life. What was shd
when you found her? A raw, meat-sat-
ing savage, fiah Ih summer, moose In
winter, feasting in plenty, starving In
famine, But for you that is what she
would - have rematned.  For your com-
ing she was Bappler; for your going,
surely with & life of comparstive splen-
dor assured, she will ba happler than if
you had never been.”

) he protested. "It
right.”

.

“Come, Dave, you must see, She In
not your Kind. There In no race affin-
ity. Bhe Is an aborigine, sprung from
the soll, yet close to the sgll, and Im-
possible to lift from the sell. Born sav-
age, saveage she will dls. But we—you
and I—the dominant, evolved race—thae
walt of the earith and the masters thare-
of! We are made for sach other. The
suprems oall s of Kind, And we Are
of kind, Reason and feeling dictate I
Your very |[ustinct demands It That
Fyou cannot deny. You omnnol escape
the menerations behind youw Yours in
an ancestry which has survived for »

is mot

1-u-m could not nll

his hod half passed, roughly, & t her, |
wmm"ﬂrs"mﬂ‘ﬁ'"#'ﬁ"nn"—l'?'a 3 "2! mm‘“atch

“Dave! Dave!” 8he CTried,
"I Wil Not Give You
Up! I Will Not Give You
Upt”

thousand eenturies, and for a hundred
thousand centuries, and your line must
not stop here. It cannot. Your ances-
try will not permit It Instinot 1Is
sironger than the will. The race Is
mightier than you. Come, Dave, let us
go. We are young yet, and life is
good. Come.”

Winapie, passing out of the cabin to
feead the dogs, caught his attention and
caused him to shake his bead and
w ¥ rellerate. Bul the woman's

d slipped about his neck and her
cheoks pressed to his. His bleak life
rose up and smote hime~the vain
struggle with pitiless foroes; the dreary
yoars of frost and famine; the harsh
and jarring contact with elemental ife;
the aching vold which mere animel
And there, se-
duction by his side, whispering aof
brighter, warmer lands, of music, light
and joy, called the old times buck
again. He visited it unocomsciously.
Faces rushed in upon him; glimpeses of
forgotten scenes, memories of merry
hours; stralng of song and trills of
Isughter—

“Come, Dave, come. I have for both

L E L o mim a
at the bare furnishings of the cablh.
“I have for both. The world is At our
feot, and all joy is ours. Come! come!™

Bhe was in hlg arms, trembling, and
he held her tightly. He rose to his
feat, * * * RBut the psnarling of
hungry dogs and the shrill c¢ries of
Winaple bringing aboul peace betwean
the combatants came muffled to his ear
through fhe heavy logs. And another
noene flashed befo him. A straggle
in the forsst—a " bald-face grizaly,
broken-legged, terrible; the smariing of
the doge and the shrill eries of Winaple
as she urged them to the attack; him-
self-in the midst of the orush, breath-
less, panting, striving to hold off red
death; broken-Backed, entrall-ripped
doge  how in Impotent  an-
guish and 4 ting the mow; the
virgin white ronning soariet with the
blood of man and beast; ths bear, fero-
cloun, irreaistible, crunching, orunching
down'to the core of his Hfe; and
Winaple, at the last, In the thick of the
frightful muddle, Ir flylhg wyea
flaahing, fury Incarnate, passing the
long hynting knife agaln and aguin—
sweat started to his foreohead. He
shook off the clinglng woman and
staggersd back to the wall. And she,
knowing that the moment had comse, but
unable to divine what wds passing with-
in him, felt aill she had gainod slipping
WAy,

“Dave! Dave!” she eried. “1_will not
give you upl I will not give you up!
If you do not wish to come, we wiil
stay. I will stay with you. The world
Is less to mé than you are' 1 will be &'
northland wife to you. T will ¢ook your
food, feed your dogs, break trail for
you, lift a paddie with you, 1 can do
it. Belleve m® L am strofg."

Nor djd he doubt it, looking upon her
and Holding her Off from him: but his
face had grown stern and gray, and the
warmth had died out of his ayes,

“I wil pay off FPlorre and the boat-
men And let them go. And I will stay
with you, priest orf no priest, ministep
or no minister; go with you, now, any-
wherel Davel Dave! Listen to me!
You say I 4id wrong in the past—and
I did—lot me make up for It, let me
atons, If I Ald not rightly measure
love befors, let me show that I can
now." Y

She sank o the floor and threw her
armn. about his knees, sobbing. “And
you do care for me. You do care for me.
Think! The long years 1 have walted,
suffered! You canm never know!"

He mooped and ralsed her to her
foot.

"ooListen!” he commanded, opening the
doar and lUfting hor bodily outalds. It
eannot be. We are not alone to be con-
sidered. You must go. I wish you =
mife Journay. You will find 1t tougher
work when you get up by the Sixty Mile,

world, and will get through all right.
Will you say good-bye"

Though she already had herself in
hand, she looked at him hopeleasly. “If
—if—if Winaple should"— BShe gua-
vered and stoppad.

But he grasped the unspoken thought
and answered, “Yes.” Then struck with
the enormity of it, “It eannot be con-
celved. There is no likelihood. It must
not be sntertalned.”

“Kiss me"” she whisperad, her face
Hghting. Then she turned and went
AWAY.

“Break camp, Plerre,” she sald to tha
boatman, who alone had remalned awake
against her msturn. "“"We must ba go-
ing.”

By ‘the firelight his sharp eyes

Ave oma man I Indian
"Merican - woman, You
u:mﬂudh plenty  men.
blue like the sky, Your
»o BOfL”

y she thrust out a Brown fore-
and pressed the soft cheek of
other woman. And to the etornal
of Karen Bayther, sbe nover
Plerra hesltated and half
forward, but she motioned him
» though har heart welled to him
sooret titude. *Tt'w all right,

| Plerre,” she “Please go away."
He stepped back respeetfully out of
where he stbod, grombling to
himself and measuring the distance in

springa.

“Um white, um doft, lke baby™
wmtmhﬁ the other cheek and
wi her hand. “Bimeby mosquito
come. Bkin get sore in spot; um swell,
oh, so big: um hurt, oh, ®s0 much.
Flenty mosquito; plenty spot. I think
better ‘you go now befors mosquito
come. This way* ting down the
Elream, [ t. Michasl: that

s up, “you go Dyea. Bet-
ter Dyea. Good- p

And which Mre. Sayther then
dAld -cansed Pierre to marvel greatly.
For she threw her armg around ths In-
dian girl, kissed her, and burst Into
tears

“Be good to him," she cried. “Bae
good to him™

Then she slipped half down the face
of the bank, called back "Good-bye'™
and dropped into the boat amidships.
Plerre followed her and cast off. Hae
shoved the steering oar into place and
gave the signal. Le Golre lifted an old
French chanson: the men, 1like a row
of ghosts In the dim starlight, bent
thelr backa to the tow line; the steer-
ing oar out the bisck curremt sharply,
and the bost swept ouk into the night

("An Ingenus of the Sierran™ by
Brot Harte, i next in The Joursal's

soanned the woe In her face, but he re-

banner wseries of phort storiea.)

‘Where Women

=R B=R

N taking tripa on foot through the
mountains of Europe, ladies, to In-
grease their freedom of motion and
minimize the dangers opm DAITOW |
trally, frequently wear coslumes amas-
ingly like those worn the male
giides, The tourist in “Alps mees
nothing conspicuous in this get-up. Once
the walley is reached, however, these

women speedily don thelr skirts
Among the native women, however,
trousers play an entirely different role.
These women work in the flelds to a
great extent. They have long appre-
glated the fact that the length and fulls
peas of A4 woman's skirt forms a de-
clded hindrance to thelr movements
when work hae to be done In deep, dewy
grass, or cattle followaed over ateep
paths, or the necessary dutiea attended
to in closely packed stalls, In the hilly
country distriots of the Canton of Va-
lois, in German Wallls, the women wear
a peculiar kind of knickerbockers to en-
nble them to olimb the mountaine and
go aftar their missing goats, The w»so-
called “tennerin or milkmalds, living
up on the Alps with the cownm, during
the summer, and making cheese, wear
the same habiliment, but only for com-

venisnoce,

Even In the foothills of the upper
Bavarian mountal otoasional pecu-
liar looking, manly may be seen
busily engaged, proving on nearer In-
spection to be o woman who has donned
trousers for greater eonvenlsnos In
working, though sha has therstiy”thrust
her renss far in ths back-
ground. A fleld worker would, by her
Appesrances, hardly attract the Teast
exneting of men, aithough she may not
nocessarily be ugly, Buch an apparition
will - completely nonplus the olty man
on whose astopished game It bursts for
the first time. Women In this attire
are Alpa met with along the shorea of
the mouniain laken, for work in the
high roads or on swampy ground Is ren-
derid. h edsier by this costume. Vo
the rural adorer her toilel |s :r noé
means repellent;. ska I ovary bit us
attragtive to him in her awkward garb
as In all the glory of her Swias Bunday
best.

To the herdawoman tolling high up in
the Alps trousers have become truly an
Indlapensable article of clothing. Their,
duties are sush thet skirts swould prove
to bea A real obstacle to themi and they
soon learn to feel perfectly 4t home In
hoys' clothes. ‘The Alping visiter, who
s served by an sxesptionally pretty and
youthful - herdwWwoman. is very apt to
have hia ardor dampened If, after o
short absence, she suddenly appears In
this unigue apparel Inntead of the usual
costume of the counmtry in which she
first greeted his syen. Ip Lthe Tyrolean
Alps womeén are oocasionally met with
wha have gone a0 far as to wear the
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Wear Trousers

which-together with the bodics and the
Httle round straw hat, are at times very
becomling.

this 4istriet. Thess are shortaned to
tha knee, while of course wool stock-
ings serve the same purpose as the
trouser legs, This costume has proved
eminently practical for milking. for the
herdswoman who must' do her work
balancing herself on a one-legged stool
with & milk pajl between heor knees haw
in this way assured herself the greatast
onse of movement.

"When the simmeér season has passed
and all work in the fields ceases and the
cattle have been.driven to the wvalleya,
ne mountain girl would dream of show-
ing hersalf in trousers, After the work-
ing time is over she would appear just
as oconapleuous and eqntrary to custom
to the villggers an to us. 1If thoere is any
womgn then who has tha privilage of
going about (n trousers it ja the old mes-
senger, who makes trips from farm to
‘fRrm, from hamlet to hamiet. to supply
the housewives with odds and ends, for
the sake of which it is not worth while
to make the trip to village or elty
merchant. Tor a trifle, which Is con-
siderably lems than sither mail or freight
charges, the messshger oollects the
various articles ordered and then ecarries
them up the mountains In spite of winter
storma and snows. It is mot difficult to
understand that this woman should have
adopted trousers, which she supplements
with thick woolen galiers, for A woman
wading through thick snowdrifta and
eartying a heayy load in addition ean-
not Be bothered holding up her akirt,
especially since sha nesds Both imbralla
and alpenstock—either or both being In
constant use. After all, It must be ad-
mitted that In certain cases the sex Is
entirely justified In wearing trousers as
working clothes; but |deas of emancipa-
tion mre never dreamad of. It never
enters the head of ones of these women
to have her hair ocut like & man's, for
nha has & woman's heart and soul and
has no desire to be or seem anything
elne,

In other placen, too, thare are to he
found women ho Woar costumes for the
convenience of their ealling, even for the
axigeneien of their exiateneon. The strong,
stout, stalwart fisherwoman of the island
of Marken, off the coast of Holland, and
about an hour from Amsterdam, wear
pants. They ake honest, homaly bodies,
and thes will stand and converse with a
male stranger, selling thelr fiah, without
an idea of Impropriety and without the
faintest trace of hesitancy In thelr man-

or.

In Russia there s a fire dn of the
finest and prottiest ladies of the town
who always wear pants when at work at
A fire. In fel, the trousers form an
important part -of “ThalF uniform, and a
usefal part, te judge from the alscrity
with which thdy get to a fAre wunhook «.|]
thelr Jadders, raise them to the bumning

bul you have Lhe best boalmen In- the | loval short trousers of the mountuinedrs,

Sullding and run up and down them.




