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SYNOPSIS |

CHAPTER 1.—Introducinc some ot |
the people of the pretty li French- |
Canadian village of Peribo partie-
ularly the Crippled Lady 1 af the
simple Inhabitants, and hel Wt an |
eplc destined to live long i ! \rll—i|

lage anna.s.

CHAPTER 11.—How the romance !
Molly Brant, sister of the great 1!
dian chief, Joseph Brant, and Sir wil- |

liam Johnson, in p e-Revolutionary .
days, comes down 10 today with the
birth nf a son, Paul, to Molly Kirke. |

York financier.

wife of a powerful New |
aul is thirteen
e

and her. death when P
years old. Molly Kirke was & de- |
scendant of Molly Brant, and her boy |
has many of the Indian characteristics |
thirty-two Paul marries Clalre {
purand, daughter of his fathers busl-
s In charge of an

NS —
James—
Oliver

roo'n Carla wafted, and witbout turns
ing her head gave him her hand. It
‘was a cold, lifeless little hand, with no
spark left of the warmth and thrill
which he had felt Tn it a few hours
before. e closed bhls own over it
tightly, for the hand, more than Carla’s .
face and eyes, struck the truth to his
heart. They went In. Mrs Haldan
lay in her bed. Her face was lighted
with peace, her lips were gently smil-
ing. She was very white and very
still. Paul knew she was dead.

Carla drew him nearer. When they
were bheside her motner she Iporked
up at him Her eyes, flooded with
thelr pain, were starry bright, almost
with pride, almost with glory.

“Beautiful,” she whispered. the word

| preaking in her throut.

faul bowed his head. “Yes, she Is
peautiful,” he said, fighting to keep

went down to, tng
stced where they

lashing water ,

‘erihonka. ‘They
dver's edfe and
would see the birds |
ywer themselves on the sandhars.
fhey saw the dumps little twicen
veek boat from across the lake un-
oading goods for (he villngers and
aabitants at its dilapidated wharf.
'n the opposite shore, close to the
vsile. was a shrire.  They could
from where they
m on it

\.
we
vith the sun

When they
elt as If he
n PPeribonka,
Jarla’s
1is heart.

s eross atoodd,

sl ng
were ready to go Paul
were leaving- something
just as the warmth of
hand had left something In
Carla, PPeribonka, the little

I‘I_g:eg::m:;'g"‘l::r”m work "on the | Jot of ground —they would be as un
Mistassin! river, near Peribonka, which | 'orgettable nas Alrs.  Hlaldan’s  mem
i e, ainer han SIOGGUKED |ries. e thought wi thie we (e
struciion of the wilderness. L3 nis | ode back’ threngh the aflternoon He
L}:\f:m::l: atrhse n(]“:r::'m{:-rd {‘:l'rlrjﬂ)__l_li:;:f::n—-r hought of It Iater w.aen he stood in
his work. o - ‘ g office again, and losked down upon
CHAPTER 111.—Paul's wife 18 in | he sn.m;-:h and grind of mschinery in
Europe, she having no {nelination to he pit. It troubled him and made
live In “those hr‘\rrlitﬂed ‘T:”rt'mdt:: nl'”: um restless and uneasy. This day
::nmt::!‘rl“fl?rp:nr!:n(I‘:1'\r:izr:ntg. with her |wurned deeply into lils life, seemedd
devotion to her invalid inother and | \nefal now that it was over. 1t was
Been: nis of educating the Sod o ‘:a if an experience had turned into a
) " iream, a thing of a few minutes In

wi(f‘:laupr':{;f; 111:..*-—'2111;'1'1“1‘;!'2:‘-. lt:nllhuh \:l":”i of hours.
Carla Is the Inspiration of the letter The friendly, faiutly smiling gaze
Faiet thatevening puslng the W8 |ig by wite followed bin about the
enters the cottage. Mra. Haldan, long | pom. Lle answered her letter that
?nr‘n,p:h”:"n:f‘;,l:-!tm("nl:laé';: fele‘i";_”:nr:.ré S!\'vmn:. and In his pages to her his
them - closer together reshly roused emotions found their
-' rolce. He told about the tragedy In
CHAPTER v |Tur1n's life, of their journey Lo I'erl
o |mnkn, and of the littla plot of ground
The next day wus Nutuid |n the cemetery. \Writing in his office,
Paul started for I'eribonka e with his wife's face looking at him,
the morning with Carla; Dad wea t was not difficult for him to let the
had given way at 1ast to glorious loods pour out, Just ns he had un
autumnal sunshine and warmth. e eashed them once or twice hefore In

was glad the rain gouked sand and
clay made a horse aud buggy neces
sary. Carla was different, had grown
different overnight. The beauty which
had come into her fuce when he was
with her mother had not disappenred
‘to leave it so tense and strained
aga:a. She seemed ncarer to him, in
finitely more dependent than yester

ied life with her
e

wint

yis six years of marr
He was a4 man, wanling a woman
wanted hLis wife. e did not

ser in Europe or Egypt or walting for
Alm In a palace ot home. He wanied

her with him. “He told her this as
tenderly as a min could write to n
woman. It was a letter of love, of

wrisen hope, of visionings—to his wife

day, and happler—if tlLere could be
sych a thing os that emotion left in
her life.

They crossed the great blueherry
spurns,” with miles and miles of flat
wild country about them, reaching
toward the lake on one sgide and the
timbered . wilderness on the other
Only at wide intervals was there a
hablitant’s home, and they met no one
on the sticky road IXven this barren
fdess P'aul ldved.r e talked to Carla
about the country. All nature, nc
matter how dewlate it might appear
to others, was beautiful to him, be
sald. Nature could not muke a deso
lation that was not  beautiful, and
never vas there A farring note In its
handiwork. Decause humans
could not see the benuty and pathos
pf a fire-blackened stub or the en
chanting mystery of a dormant pond
was not proof that Nature had made
AN error. It was merely vidence
that most human eycs were blind

most

©

In a sandy place he got oul and
cut bushes welghteds beavily with
plueberries, and they plucked the
msclous frult from the sume xlems
and ate it as they rode alonz. [ was
almost happiness.  Only Lhe grim
‘hing shadowing them I.-.a-i\l‘ﬂla from
peing that, and even this “shadow

seemed to fold its wings for Nashing
moments. It grew and, with
the - habit of her mother's people,
(Carla bared her head to let the alr
stir in her halr.  Paul looked at it
with the restless desire in him grow-
mg stronger. It was always so smooth
aind soft, with Its silky colls so grace
tully fitting her head. that it seemed

wuarin,

Darla was the inspiration of it.

He sealed and addressed the letter
and put it In the company's mail
What a glory life would be If his wife
would come at last! e had painted
v picture for her in the letter—her
golden beauly a part of the blue of
pen skles, a thing near and wonder
tul for him to have. Dut when he
went out Into the night nne
at the row of lighted cottages on the
Alll he thought of Carla. and a yearn

ook ed

Ing to be near her possessed  him
agaln.

This 1mpul.~:a'hm\ihh-rmi him, He
went to his bachelor quarters anid
tried to rend. (ine b one the houses
grew dark. Still he endeavored to

make his books and nagazines inter

pst him. Never had his nerves hoen
| more sleeplessly alert, and their ob,
stinacy persisted after he had un

Something
acessant strenm

dressed and gone to bed
kept him awake—an
pf things passing mind
getached, lloglenl, and
plways bringing him back in one way

hiough his

nnrensonable,

or another to Carla and her mother,
He got up and dressed. It was after
midnight. Over the pit hungZ an il

gsky like the glow from & voleano.
He turned down the cinder path and
was soon among tha men. No one
was on the job who did not know him
even In the night shifts. Many of
them spoke to him toalght, but thelr

disquiet of mind which had compelled
him to get out of bed e looked at
his watch and found It was one
o'clock when he reached the far end

1 loss of something precious not to
He thought of what
Lucy-Belle had told her hushand—of
‘he lave story in Carla's life.
nan had loved it. Some man had put
ais hand upon it.  As thelr rond came
‘nto green timber and he listened to
Cafla’'s volce telling him that in her

ouch its heauty

sSome

swn heart was a love for Nuture so |

great that she would never live in a
ity agufn. he wondered what it wag
hat had spoiled her romance so that
she would never care for any other
nan or marry-

They came to Peribonka, and Maria
Shapdelaine set them au lun heon in the
sld-fashioned little dining room over
ooking her garden, with Its luxuriant
wurray of vegetables anc flowers She
wWmired Carla, and breught in a little
tirl she had pdopte! w her whnt
ovellness one might come o g»
£ one lived right. Carla was a

bt

smbarrassed, and Paul delighted, by
juch ardent and fraunkly spoken ap--
yroval. Samuel Chapdelaine, tall,

hin, and the maln prop of Peribonka’s
shurch ehoir, joined them a. the tahle
‘or a visit, and after a time Paul took
yim aside and explained hls mission.
[hey went up the street together, and
shen they returned the business was
yver. The small square of ground
xith its wild honeysuckle vines be-
onged to Carla.

He took her to see it after they sald
good-by to the Chapdelaines, and when
they stood over it, looking down at the
4ver, he saw tears in Carin's eyes
‘or the first time since he had known
wer. She made no movement to hide
hem or wipe them away when she
imiled her gratitude at him He held
»ut his band, and she guve bim her
ywn. He held It for a few moments,
und neither broke the siience which
fell between them u8 they walked
jown the footworn path and through
he picket gate.

An impulse which nelther attempted
o volce beld them for a time io

of the workings. A gravel-made rond

be took this road out of the pit
After o little he came to the row
of cottages. There was a light in the
tHaldan home, and he found himself
wondering what Carla did with the

the coming of death. Was It possible
for to sleep? Or did she sit
alone through dragging hours wateh
Ing ber mother, praying for the day?
He stopped at the gate to the pleket
fence whiteh enclosed her flower gar
dens, and his ears caught a sountl
which did not come from the pit. It
was like a cry. Lle opened the. gale
guietly and went in. A window wns
open somewhere, and he could hear
clearly a volce that was sobbing. It
| was Carla' No one else In the cot-
tnee eounld be crying like that—surely
ol Carla’s mother. His heart thumped
agalnst his ribs.  His breath came &
little ghort  He went to the door and
knocked against it gently. Then more
loudly, Some one came, and the door
opened. He entered and stood heside
Carlas She had not heen in bed, hnd
not undressed. She _was ns he had
jeft her hours before. except that her
face and eyes were stricken with a
grief that terrified him. Then, in the
dim light, a miracle tappened. She
smiled at him through tears. “1 was
hoping for you,” she rald.

“1 wns p:msiu:.:---hn-urd you crying ~'

He sald no more, becnuse he had
guessed only half the truth. He wns
careful to speak so that his volce
| would not awaken Carlu's mother, if
!ﬂhP were asleep. s mind was not
| working he -was bewildered
' and frightened by the agony in Carla’s
| fnce, the way turned and want
| ahead of him into the big room with
Mrs. Haldan's empty chalr- near the
| window, and from that to another
| room_that was full of light, and from
which the sobbing must have come at

{he Eale. In the open door of this

her

quickly,

she

lumination which reached up Into the |

friendliness failed to wipe away the |

led to the forest trall higher up, and |

long nights In which she walted for |

his voice even.

The hand which was not
Carla’'s he placed on
white forehead.

holding
her mother's
For a few moments
they stood Ip this way. Then the
game Impulse which had drawn his
boyish lips to his mother’s cold fuce
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It Was Carla! No One Else In the Cot- 1
tage Could Be Crying Like That. |

-—

{hie greal honss, its empriness, 1ts colu-
ness, and how only ber gol pres-
ence could bring It back to life. In-
spirationally “he made, a suggestion.
If she would come back and spend
only a little while with him upon the
Mistassinl, he would take her any-
where she might want to go when the

was off his hands—around the
world, 1f that would please her. It
would be rather wo' derful, wouldn't
I1t? Around the world—Jjust they two!
He asked the question with almost
boyish hope and earnestness.

He was glad when the day arrived
tor him to leave for the Mistassini, for
there seemed to be something of home-
ness about the pit for him now. The
company boat met him at Roberval,
across the lake. When he first caught
the gleam of sunlight on the white,
bure walls of the monastery at the
mouth of the Peribonka, he felt as if
a soothing and friendly influence had
come to possess him.

A press of business awalted him at
his office, and not untll the day after
Iis return did he see Carla. She was
among her children, fn the closing
hour of school in the afternoon. The
tragic strain which he had observed
in her face hefore her mother's death
had disappeared. A deeper and more
permanent thing bad daken its place
and though it was less polgnant, it
stirred him for a moment with a sen
sation of uneasiness, as (f he had
pe=sonally lost something. He could
pot tell just what It was, then or
afterward. She seemed older, as if he
had been away (wo Years instead of
two weeks, apd he felt, in an unac
countable way, as If a distance as
wide as the pit itself bad come be
tween them, Even the little tremble
of gladness In her volce when she

| greeted him did not dispel this effect.

He walked with her to the cortage,

| and she gave him flowers for his

ottice, .and when he returned with
them and put them on his desk, he
wns oppressed stlll more by the sense
of having missed an important and
necessary thing which be had expected
to find when he came back to the pit.

He was sure that Carla had been glad

| to see him. But she was not the same

(arla he had taken over the blue-
berry plains to Peribonka. He doubted

| if she would personally come to his
| office with flowers again.

In this he was mistaken. She came

| on Saturday morning with an armful

when her soul was gone maae hun |
bend over and kiss the smooth, white

brow where his hand had Iain. A
little cry tore Itself from Carla's
breast, and freeing her hand fromn

Puul's she sank down upon her knees
and pressed her face closely agalnst
her mother. For an eternity, It scemed
to him, he stood over her—an eterpity
In which he eould find no words for
his lips to sy, nothing which might
help a little to ease the grief which
had come so suddenly and crushingly
upon her

Slowly he a hand until it
rested  on lead. Then he
gently stroked her hair, and after a
little the went out of
Carla’s body, and she seemed to be
sleeping bheside her mother—sleeping
with wide-open, misty eyes, which
I'aul could not see, while through the
partly open winidow came to them the
drone and grind and distant tumult of
| the pit.

put out
Carla’s

tenseness

CHAPTER V
|  On Tuesdny they went to Perl-
bonka.
l For thirty minutes there was silence
in. the pit, the first time In three
years, The pit demanded It. It cared

| nothing for James Kirke, on whose
millions it fed, but for Carla Haldan
it held a warm affection. Out of the
' pit came tributes of fluwers which
gsmothered the little cottage on the
| hill, and when Carla and her mother
| went to Peribonka the soul of the pit
vant with them. For the first time
'aul looked down upon it and almost
loved It.

The next day Carla was among her
children In the school. This was the
frnust amazing part of her fortitude.

Two days later Paul was called un-
| expectedly to New York.
| The new life which submerged him
| for a fortnight, Its passionate business
| detalls, Its conferences, the talk of
still more milllons, and of greater
. activities, was like a plunge Into &
maelstrom. His father and Durand
had perfected a fresh scheme for
bringing In another hundred million
dollars of other people’'s money. Each
day they were struggling to reach &
| little farther. Thelr buge new office
" building, with its appalling efficlency
| and ceaseless rush of living creatures,

oppressed and dismayed bim, and be
| was startled by its unexpected effect
gpon him. It was worse than the pit,
for the pit had Iits redeeming edge
of wilderness and ita buman forces
"at work with thelr paked hands in

rock and clay. Here his mind seemed
ll.]ll“('d. his wits blunted, his senses
overwhelmed by the magnitude of the
things which he knew were happen-
ing without the physical use of hands
and bodies, without the flesh and
blood vigor—the strain of brawn and
muscle—which had mnade the pit en-
durable for him. He made no great
effort to enter Into it or to under-
stand It. The house where his mother
had lived seemed no longer even the
husk of a home, It was filled with a

of asters. Another night or twe of
frost and they would all be gone,
she sald. She asked about Clalre,
and they talked for a few minutes of
his visit to the city. She did not
speak of her mother, or Peribonka,
or anything that had to do with her-
self—except her flowers and her
school. As she arranged the flowers
ghe bent over his desk s0 that the

silky head which he und strohed w.

his hand was very neur him, and snd

denly he felt himself overwhelmed by

a flame that left no part of hiio un

touched. When Carla's deft Hngers

finlshed their task, she found [I'nul
looking at her with a face that was
wholly Indlan once more. He thanked
her as he might have thanked her »
year ago. His hand touched hers for
just a moment, and a swifl throh
came In Carla's throat. Thelr eyes
met, Carla's faultlessly clear and pure
. and filled with a shining light—1'nul’s
| with a somber, settled grimness far
:l back In them.
{ At his door they paused another
moment. Then Carla left him.

It was her last visit to his oflice.

Within an hour after she had gone
Paul was driving to Peribonka alone.
The roads had hardened, and he made
it quickly in his car. The asters and
a bunch of roses which had come to
him from Roberval he placed on Birs.
Haldan's grave. Carla had been there,
for the grave was well cared for and
covered with flowers from her gar
den, most of them faded and shriveled
| by the frosta. These he gathered Ip a
cluster and placed In a pot by them
selves, near hils roses. He remem
bered that Carla loved flowers even
when thelr color and life were gone

He made mo effort to blind himself
to the fact which had leaped upon him
8o Irresistibly when he had looked at
Carla’'s head bent over his desk. The
futility of such evasion struck him
with almost equal force. He wanted
Carla, and that want was as much a
part of him as his vision or his sense
of the obligations of life. [t wus she
who had brought him back to the
Mistassini with a feeling that he was
on his way home. Hls regard for her
was not a sudden lrruption brought
about by a physical or emotional rest
lessness, which might bhave been
stirred by her nearmess and her
beauty. He could look back and see
where It had been growing In him
slowly over a period of three years, 8o
slowly that it bad not been difficult
for him to escape its true significance.
But now there was no longer the pos
sibility of elther avoldance or self.
deception. He knew that Carla meant
more to him than friendship, and thai
only a miracle had held his arms from
taking her into them:

He also belleved that a flash of un
derstanding had come into her eyes
when she looked at him and saw In
his face the grim shadowing of the
fight which from that moment he was
bound to make.

After this Paul was more than ever
filled with the desire to go among the

eathedral stillness, wrupped up, packed
away, moth protected. like a palace
whose occupants had suddenly died, a
plnce guarded by soft-footed and ob-
sequlous servants who made him
shiver. It was a sepulcher of hopes
for him, a place of gavety and langh-
ter and entertainment for Claire. Here
he felt about him a clinging empti-
ness, a great lonellness, a haunting
unrest—and In this same environmant
Claire would find amusement and hap-
piness when she returned. The truth
of the thing added to his heaviness
of heart. A new note had come Into
his thoughts. [e was begiuning to |
ask himself If Claire, with all l'n:l'i.|
wealth and freedom, were really
happy. And If, In auy way, it were
possible for him to mmke her happy.

He had written to her immediately
after the death of Carla’s mother, and
~¢ownrd the end of the fortnight he
gent her another letter. He wanted
her more than ever, and In this last
letter, his third sigre he had heard
trom her, he told of the lgpellness of |

| men and work with his hands, and he

was seldom in his office. Every mus
cle In his body yearned for the stren

, uous activity of work which he saw

plled_ upon others, and he let down
the bars which his position bad com-
pelled him to accept, ontil, at times.
one coming upon him In the pit would
have taken him fér & laborer. He was
skiliful with the ax, and one day late
in October he had finished hewing a
saddle Into a heavy timber when ne
turned about to find Carla standing a
tew feet away, looking at him. She
had come to the far edge of the pit to
find the father of one of her boys, and
for & moment it seemed to Paul that
he caught In her face a look which
bridged In a few seconds the abysmal
gulf which he had felt growing be-
tween them since her mother’s death
Ile went to her, breathing quickiybe
cause of his exertions, and Carla
laughed softly, almost with a little
triumph in her throat, when he showed
her his hands blackened by pine pitch

He went to Peribonka fregquently

during these autumn days, and once ¥ f
week he had ilowers sent to bim from
Roberval for Mrs. Haldan's grave
Carla knew of his visits to the little
cemetery, and Paul made no effort to
conceal them from her. He never
went on Sunday, which was Carla’s
day with her mother. When she tried
to express to him the depth of her

|

gratitude, he talked as if it were the
gpirit of his own mother he was think:
ing of wher he took flowers to Peri-
bonka. But he felt he was not hiding
the truth from her, and was Jrather
glad of it. It was a satisfaction for
him to know that Carla was consclous
of his thoughts about her, It made
his fight easler, ggve it a certaln
thrill, which comes to a man when he
{s iware that some cne he cares for
{s watching him. And the knowledge
of it. could not harm Carla, In wlose
lite another love had fastened itself
so securely that no corner of her
hedrt could be filled with an emotion
responsive to his own. They made no
effort to avold each other, éxcept that
he did not take her to Peribonka and
she did not come te his office any
more, and one day when they were
together. he asked her frankly why
ghe did not marry. No sooner were
the words spoken than he was sorry
He could see the hurt flame up for
an Instant in her eyes, llke a fire
from which a curtain had been snd
denly snaiched away ; and then It died
out, leaving her face a little whiter
pbut emiling at him gently, as if she
were apologizing for letting it affect
her In that way. Theu she told him
It was almost traditional in thelr fam
fy that a woman ghould have but one
love. And she had loved a man, still
loved him, with all her heart and
soul, though he was gone from Her
forever. The love had come Into her '
life a long time ago. She emphasized
this fact, gazing away from him with
her long lashes velling eyes filled with
mystic vision3s,

He war glad he had hearéd the
words from her own lips. It built up
a new comradeship between them and
made him more positive of his triumph
over himself. A letter from Claire
helped him. His wife laughed at him
pleasantly for his whimslcal sugges-

tion of a journey around the world,

and then painted In bher p’.rluwmlm-.

and vivid way the wrture which she
knew such a trip would be for him
“Without ydur forests, your open
skies, your big outdoors, you would
die before we got half around, Paul”
she wrote him. “It would be mercl |
less of me to make you pay ip that |
way for my presence up at the AMis

tassinl. | am coming, and Just hecnuse
| want to come. [ am antielpnting

seeing something very wonderful up |
-there, something which  will
greatly more to you and me than =ix
months or a year ranbling around the
earth. As for such a trip. with
in it"—and then she went on o tell
him more abhout himself than he
thought she had ever known The let
ter thrilled him. [t guvé him a new
vision of Claire, nnd
analyzed him Ir this gentle and un
derstanding way, portraying for him
the life which he loved nas though It
were a part of herself Cut In the
end, after assuring him again that she |
wus coming to him wnd was looking
forward to the time when they would
together, she sald her return to
America might be posiponed until the

ni-nn

you |

who nevel

he

following May or June. Could he
wiit that long?

Carla also recelved a letter from
Claire. It was tilled with a womanly

tenderness and sympathy tor one who
nad suffered a great |08, and was

| Ing.

Caprf, where Ssné was spenaing -.tﬂj
winter, painting. Claire had sent her
a lttle sketch of the vineyards and
the picturesque houseés on their rock
cliffs. These letters, Carla sald, would
always remaln brightly in her mem-
ories, they were so frienaly and chieer-
She had answered them, and had
tried to tell Claire a liitle about her
own work, and of the glory and beauty
of the great forests and mighty rivers
near thern. But she lacked the crea-
tive soul which his wife possessed,
and could not adequately describe
them,

Paul knew that something of Caria’s
real soul was gone even as she talked
to him.

f1is own dragged heavily through
the winter. Spring c¢ame, and his
dnys at the pit were almost over.
August would sée hls work finigshed
Hle did not know what he would do
then. he told Carla. Things were hap
pening in South America. He might
go there. Carla’s future was settled
for another year. The governmen!
had offered her a contract to remaln
with the children on the Mistassini
and she had accepted. She hoped
that within a year or (wo she mﬁ:h!
be ahle to find a place in Peribonka
near her mother. )

Late in May Paul's wife salled from
Cherbourg and, to his surprise, was
coming st night to Quebec to join bim

“That ls wonderful of her,” sald
(Carla, her eyes shining with the light
which was always ln fhem when she
was thinking or speaking of Claire
“She is coming directly to you!”

The day he left for Quebec he saw
her for a few moments to say good-by.

“T wish 1
she sald.

were a man—and yow'

A radinuce was In her face when he
left her,

I'hat evening, at dinner, Lucy-DBelle
siid to her husband: “(arln's school
wins closed this aflternoon, Beryl tole
me she dismissed the children hecns

she had a headache We must g
over und see her.”

“1 have been there” replied Der
went. “I was a bit worried when one
of the boys tokd me wihil had hap
pened, so | went over to see If she
needed me, and found her crying.”

sOh ! exclaimed Lney Belle “Now
1 chiok 1 understand!™ :

She said nothing more to R hus
anrd Haldan

(Continued Neut Week.)
Sorar deesn't always sweeten pol-

yhout Carla

hody so resents control as the
;con v ith no self-control.

v

In the school of experience you are
never gruduated. You are paroled.

Many a professional funny man
| doesn't know how sadly funpy he
really Is.

We often wonder what Necessity,
looking over some of the inventions,
thinks of her children

- ———— e ———

NOTICE FOR PULICATION—De-

partment of the Interior, U. S. Land
Office at The Dalles, Oregon, Oct.
22, 1929.

Notice is hereby given that Peter
Dohm of The Dalles, Oregon, who,
on Sept. 24, 1924 made H. E. 023268
and also H. E. 023339, both under Act
Dec. 29, 1916, for Lot 1, Sec.12, T.
1S, R. 16 E, NE%SW1%, Sec. b,
SE%NE%, Sec. 6, N4NE%, NE %
NW1%, Lots 1, 2, Section 7, Town
ship 1-South, Range 16-East, Will
amette Meridian, has filed notice ©

tilled with t. e intimate knowledge and
sentiment which couid only have been
givea and inspired by Paul Carla let
him rend it Her eyes were strangely
alizht, though she nad prepared her-
gelf to show 1t to him.

“You told me once that millions
could not buy sentiment” she sald.
“And millions could not bring what
hius come In her letter. It is her
heart speakifg to me.”
| (uria hecame so deeply absorbed In
| wort outside of her school that he did

not talk with her again for & week.
| She formed evening classes, In which
she taught English to the adults who
wanied to come to them, and the few
spare hours of her afternoons were
spent among the mothers of her school
children. With the coming of winter
P’aul buried himself mor: passionately
in the actual stress of outdoor labor,
leaving his office routine largely to
others, and the change benefited him.
Carla, on the other hand, seemed to
have assumed too great a burden. The
straln, If it were that, began to show
its effect on her, untll Lucy-Belle
noted It and remonstrated with Paul.

“Every day she Is growing less llke
the Carla we knew before her mother
died.” she told him. “She s breaking
under an effort to keep her mind
away from herself. Yesterday |
dropped Into her cottage for a mo-
ment when I knew she was there, and
1 found her crying. She Is growing
paler, and it frightens me .to see the
loveliness fading slowly out of her
face. You must do scmething, Paul,
make her drop her nizht clnsses, send
her away for a wacation if you can.
I think I am the only cne she confides
in at all, and I should not betray her
confilence—not even what I have
guessed nbout her. But something I8
eating at her life which Isn’t entirely
the loss of her mother. She insists
that her night work is a pleasure,
says she Is feeling well and doesn’t
want to go away. But I know of a
dream she has always had of visiting
her mother's country. [f the company
could arrange something like that—"

Paul saw Carla the next day, a cold
Sunday with snow on theground. For
the first time in many weeky they had
a long walk together, andfat the be
ginning of it she settled any sugges
tions he might have rad in his mind
It was as if she saw wriften in his |
face what Lucy-Belle had said te him.
She mentioned Mrs. Derwent's visit
and told him what she had sald about
her work, smiling the other's fears
away as absurd and without reason,

intention to make final three year
proof, to establish claim to the land
above dascribed, before Register,
United States Land Office, at The
Dalles, Oregon, on the 14th day of
December; 1929.

Claimant names as witnesses: Ja-
mes A. Claussen of Dufur, Oregon
Glenn O. Allen of The Dalles Oregon
©1liott P. Roberts of The Dalles, Ore-
gon, George Petroff of The Dalles

ke W. Donnelly, Register
Dr J. R. Morgan
DENTIST |

United States Dental Ex-
aminer for this district

OFFICE AT
MORO, OREGON

J

DR C. L. POLEY

Physician and Surgeon

Grass Valley, Oregon

People can reach me from Moro
at night from the long distance
booth at Hotel More by ringing
he Dalles. '

-

T

Dr W. N. Morse

Physician ‘and Surgeon

THE DALLES, OREGON

Office at Mid-Columbia Hospita:

\

Phone No. Hospital 841

When in The Dalles
HAVE YOUR

Lunch or Dinner
(Full Course) 35¢

at the

Werre Restaurant

408 E. 2nd St.
The Dalles, Oregon

We also serve, at usual prices,
Lunch and Dinner combinations
that are said by our patrons to
equal Home Cooking.

Phone 35-J
“ QUIET SERVICE"”
Lady Assistants
CRANDALL
Undertaking Company

THE DALLES, OREGON

-

e e

Bank Hotel

The Dalles’ Newest and Best
Hostelry

Centrally Located
Sherman County Headquarters

EDW. BALL, MANAGER
THE DALLES, OREGON

——

| Model Laundry

THE DALLES

Calls for and Delivers
in Moro Wasco
and Grass Valley

Mondays and Thursdays

CALLAWAY’S
FUNERAL CHAPEL

Funeral Directors
and Embalmers
Union and Third St
The Dalles, Ore.

 cum .

W.C.BRYANT

Attorney - at - Law

OFFICE PHONE MAIN 93
Moro, Oregon

EYE STRAIN

Can only be corrected under the
proper conditions and by the use
of the very best of equipment.
We have the Best Equipped Optical
office in Eastern Oregon.

OPTICS EXCLUSIVELY

and adding with a very decisive little
note In her voice that to give up this
work or go away, as Lucy-Belle hnd
suggested, was the last thing she
would think of deoing. :

She had heard again from his wife.

It was her third letter, and came from

Newhouse Optical Co.

Dr. Geo. F. Newhouse, Proprietor
320 East Second Streel
THE DALLES, OREGON

-

NEW
PERKINS HOTEL

Washington at Fiftl: Street,
PORTLAND, ORRLGON

Our usual pre-war transient
__ rates still prevail.
Special Rates to permanent Guests

UNDER THE
PERSONAL MANAGEMENT OF

Edward C. Holt
o]

RATES
Room with bath privilege, $1.

Outside room with private bath,
$1.60 up

<;w<'1;|] ratcs where more than tw
persons occupy one room

Let us show you our
Accommodations




