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C rip p le d
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SYNOPSIS

t o , tne*

some of
F re n c h -

I p a rt lc -
1 of the  

of an 
t i e  v l l -

room Cana waited, and w itnout tu rn / 
(ng her head gave him her hand. I t  
was a cold, lifeless lit t le  hand, w ith  no 
spark le ft o f the warm th and th r il l  
which he had fe lt In  It a few hour» 
before. He closed his own over It 
tigh tly , fo r the hand, more than Carla ’» 
face and eyes, struck the tru th  to hl» 
hea rt They went In. Mrs. Hnldan 
lay In her bed. Her face was lighted 
w ith  pence, her lips were gently sm il­
ing. She was very w hite and very 
s till. Paul knew she was dead.

Carla drew him nearer. When they 
were beside her mother she b*»ked 
up nt him Her eyes, flooded w ith  
the ir pain, were s ta rry  bright, almost 
w ith  pride, almost w ith  glory. ..

“ Beautifu l,”  she whispered, the word 
breaking in her throut.

Paul bowed his head. "Yes, she 1» 
beautifu l,”  he said, fighting to keep 
his voice even.

The hand which was not holding 
Carla’s he* placed on her mother’s 

For a few moments 
way. Then the 

hlch had druwn Ills 
boyish lips to his mother s cold face

the great house. It» emptiness. R» com- 
ness, and how only her p rs
ence could bring it back to Ilfs. . t o -  
•pirationally He made, a ■uggestlon. 
I f  »be would come back and spend 
only a little while with him upon the 

, Mistassini, he would take her any- 
; where she might want to go when the 
i Job was off his bands—around the

during these autumn days, and once *  
week he had dowers sent to him from 
Roberval for Mrs. Ilaldan’a grave. 
Carla knew of his visits to the little  
cemetery, and Paul made' no effort to 
conceal them from her. He never

Capri, wnere ane was spending tne 
winter, painting. Claire had sent her 
» little sketch of the vineyardh and 
the picturesque houses on their rock 
cliffs. These letter», Carla said, would 
always remain brightly In her mem­
ories. they were «o friendly and cheers

went on Sunday, which was Carla’» l ,ng ghe ha<1 aOswered them, and had 
day with her mother. When she tried t0 tell c ialre a little about her
to express to him the depth of her Qwn work> an(1 of  the glory and beautyJ 7  7. 77 . —  „ ia nip««« her It to express to mm own work> ana 0I Uie BUU «■<

world, If that would please . gratltude, he talked as If It were the f (h ent forests and mighty rivers 
would be rather w<r d e rfd  <  » d n t  | g ^  of Hie gr^
It? Around tb ,  w o rld -)“«  » 7 he t00k flowere Perl. Wg wl(e po>MW.d.
He asked tb .  question »Hb .Imoet ; he M(Uog >« .  >(lfiqnatelJ dewrlbe
boyish hop. u d  rived the tru th  from her. and w a. ra ther , bem

. l e d  when the day srnveu of a Mtlsfa<.,,„n for Cor„ . ,
him to know that Carla was conscious .................

It made

C H A P T E R  1 — I n t r ??“ C1’ " C’| 
the people o f the P re tty  ln  ’
C an ad ian  v il la g e  o f P«Ob<.< 
u la r ly  th e  C rip p led  Lady. ' 
sim ple In h a b ita n ts , and h e i- 
epic destined to  liv e  long  
lag «  annais.

CHAPTER ”  - Hr° ^ f thtt er°|[Veate in- 
Molly B ra n t, ° fnt ha n d S ir W ll -
d lan  ch ie f, Joseph B r^.nt; R e v o lu tio n a ry  
lla m  Johnson, In  P e n e  |he
days, cornea dow n to  tod V K ) r ue
b ir th  of a Bon- P , a “ ’ - Y o rk  fin an cier, 
w ife  o f a p o w e rfu l N ew  T o rk  "  , „
and her death * he"  Pb\ ul

old. M o lly  K ir k eic 7 n ’ ,n t*ao f M o lly

A t tn lr t y - iv io  .« th e r »  b u *l-D u ran d . d a u g h te r  o f hl» fa th e r  of 
ness p a rtn e r . H e ,n _ .„ rk  K on the  
Im m ense e n g in e e rin g  w o r w h ich
M is tass in i r iv e r  near P^ ' b" nnj e r ta k e n  
his m illio n a ire  fa th e r  »>»" « 7 . the d e ­
but his In d ia n  blood deplores  
s tru c tlo n  o f the w .Id e r n e « .  
th o u g h ts  are  m ore o f C a r la  m a f 
not then the C rip p led  L a d y — tna  
hia w o rk .
„ . f / o W V i?  h,. ,v’ i « P*o“c! ’ . " r ^ l i »  Io

ce n tra l E urop ean  , y r  Bnrtdevotion  to  her n v a lid  m o th er an  
h e r w o rk  o f  ed uca ’ lng the vlU ftge cn 
dren . hia Ideal of w om anhood.

to  his 
th ou ghC H A P T E R  IV .— P a u l w rite »

w ife , u rg in g  her / o  Join h im .
C a rla  ,a the  In s p ira tio n  J h.? J  
L a te r  th a t even in g , passing  the r 
J in  home. h .  h e a r .  F y ' .  - r . l n ,  Ions  
en ters  th e  co ttag e . M .r ,  ’pouVa e f- 
a hopeless In v a lid . Is  dead. P a u l •  «t 
fo rt»  to  co m fo rt C a r la , he feels, b rin g  
th em  c loser to g e th e r

CHAPTER IV

The next day was Sutuul \
Paul started fo r Perlbonkn eaii> 
the morning w ith  Carla. Bad weaii.» 
had given way nt last to gloilou 

-au tum nal sunshine and warmth. He 
was glad the rain soaked sand and 

■ clay made a horse and buggy neees 
gary. Carla was different, had grown 
different overn igh t The beauty which 
had come Into her face when he was 
w ith  her mother had not disappeared 

leave It so tense and strained 
nga.u. She seemed nearer to him, in 
fin ite ly  more dependent than jes te r 
day. and h a p fX e r- lf tLere could be 
such a thing ns that emotion left In 
her life .

They crossed the great blueherrj 
••burns.”  w ith  m iles and miles of flat 
w ild  country about them, reaching 
toward the lake on one side nnd the 
timbered wilderness on the other 
Only at wide Intervals was there n 
habitant’s home, and they met no one 
on the sticky road Even this barren 
fleas Paul Kfvecl.» l ie  talked to Carla 
about the country. A ll nature, no 
m atter how de»dute it  might appear 
to others, was beautifu l to him, he 
said. Nature could not make a deso 
lation that was not beautifu l, and 
never was there a Jarring note In Its 
hundlwork. Because most huuian.- 
eould not see the beauty nnd pathos 
pf a fire blackened stub or the en 
chanting mystery of a dormant pond 
was not proof that Nature had mud* 
tn error. It was merely evidence 
that most human eyes were blind 

In a sandy place he got out and 
cut bushes w eighted ' heavily w ith 
plueberrles. and they plucked the 
luscious fru it  from t> e same steins 
tnd ate It us they rode along. 11 was
almost happiness. Only Kr*ra

~ 4# from

to

thing shadowing them kept 
Seing that, nnd even this ’shadow 
seemed to fold Its wings for flashing 
moments. It grew warm. and. w ith 
the < habit of her mother s people, 
Carla hared her head to let the atr 
I t l r  In her hair. Paul looked at It, 
w ith the restless desire In him grow­
ing stronger, it  was always so smooth 
and soft. w ith Its s ilky colls so grace­
fu lly  Ailing tier head, that It seetnqd 
i loss of something precious not to 
.ouch its beauty. He thought of what 
Lucy Belle had to ld her husband—of 
the love story In Carla's life. Some 
nan had loved It. Some man had put 
sis hand upon It. As their road came 
into green tim ber and he listened to 
Carla's voice te lling  him that in her 
jw n heart wus a love for Nature so 
t f e a t  that she would never live In a 
rlty  again, he wondered what It was 
hat had spoiled her romance so that 
•he would never care for any other 
nan or fnarry.

They came to Perlbonkn, and Marla 
Jhupdelnlne set them a luncheon In tire 
>ld-fashioned l it t le  dining room over- 
ooklng her garden, w ith Its luxuriant 
irrn y  of vegetables nnc flowers. She 
idm ired Carla, and brought In a lit t le  
Cirl she had pdopie I ' • s’.-Av her whnt 
ovellness one might come lo  p< '•••' 
f  one lived r ig h t Carla was a bit 
imbarrassed, and Paul delighted, by 
luch ardent and frank ly  spoken np-^ 
>roval. Samuel Chapdelaine. ta ll, 
h in , and the main prop of Peribonka’s 
¡hurch choir, Joined them a< the table 
'or a visit, and a fte r a time Paul took 
llm  aside and explained his mission. 
They went up the street together, nnd 
rhen they returned the business wus 
>ver. The small square of ground
r i th  Its w ild honeysuckle vines be- 
onged to Carla.

He took her to see It- a fte r they suhl 
jood-by to the Chandelaines, nnd when 

v  they stood over It, looking down at the 
Tver, be saw tears In Carla's eyes 
’or the firs t time since he had known 
»er. She made no m ivement to hide 
¡hem or wipe them away when she 
imiled her gratitude at him. He held 
>ut his hand, and she gave him her 
>wn. He held It fo r a few moments, 
ind neither broke the silence which 
fell between them ts  they walked 
lown the footworn path nnd through 
¡he picket gate.

An Impulse which neither attempted

•iver's e«i*e an‘d r steed where they
rould see the birds f la s h in g  w a te r , w h ile  ¡oreh<’ d- J g  
,ver themselves on the snndbnrs. they stood In th is  
They saw the dumpy lit t le  tw ice a same Impulse w hit 
veek boat from across the lake un­
ending goods fo r the villagers and , 
sabitnnts at its dilapidated wharf. '
>n the opposite shoie. close to the 
vuvslde, was a shrive. They could 

Its cross from where they stood, 
v ith  the sun sinning on it.

When they were rtutl.v to go Paul 
e lt ns If he were leaving-something . 
n Perlbonkn. Just as the warmth of 
A r ia ’s hand had left something In 
ds heart. Carla. Perilmnka. the lit t le  
dot o f g ro u n d -th e y  would he as un 
¡orgettnble ns Mrs. Haldan’s mem 
irles. l ie  thought <d th is  as they 
-ode back’ through the afternoon, l ie  i 
hought o f it later w aen lie stood In 
ds office again, and looked down upon 
he smash nnd grind of machinery in 
he pit. It troubled him and made < 
dm restless and uneasy. This day. >
»urned deeply Into Ids life, seemed 
inrSal now that it was over. It was , 
ts If an experience had turned Into a 
lream, a thing of a few mlnuies In , 
lend of hours.

The friend ly, fa in tly  sm iling gaze 
if his w ife  followed him about the 
«oom. He answered tier le tter that 
•venlng, and In his pages to her his 
reshly roused emotions found the ir ; 
rolce. He told about the tragedy in 
"aria 's life , of the ir Journey to I ’erl- 
lonka. and of the l it t le  plot of ground 
n the cemetery. W riting  In his office, 
with his w ife's face looking at him, 
t  was not difficult for him to let the 
loods pour out. Just as lie had un 
eashed them once or twice before in 
>is six years of m arrhd  life  w ith  her 
tie was a man, warning a woman He
wanted his » lie . He did not wan, 
le r In Europe or Egypt or w aiting fo r 
him In a palact ut home. He wanted 
tier w ith  him. He ’ old her th is as 
tenderly ns a man could w rite  to a 
soman. It was a le tter of love, of 
»risen hope, of visioning»— to his w ife 
> r la  was the Inspiration o f it.

He sealed and addressed the le tter 
»nd put It In the company's mail 
tV'hnt a glory life  would he If his w ife 
jvould come a, la s t! He had painted 
k p icture fo r her in the le tte r—her 
{olden beauty a par, of the blue o, 
jpen skies, a th ing near and wonder 
ful fo r  him to have. But when he 
went out Into the nigh, ami looked 
at the row of lighted cottages on the 
Mil he thought o f Carla, and a yearn 
lug to be near her possessed 
igaln.

This Impulse "bewildered him. 
went to his bachelor quarters 
tried to read. One by one the Imuses | 
grew dark. S till lie endeavore-l to i 
mnke his hooks and magazines In ier 
est him. Never had Ids nerves been 

.more sleeplessly alert, and the ir oh.
»tinacy persisted a fte r tie had un 
dressed nnd gone to bed Something j 
kept him awake—an incessant stream 
Of things passing th iough his mind 
detached. Illogical, unieasonahle. and 
always bringing Idm hack lu one way
or another to Carla and her mother.

He go, up and dressed. I t  was a fte r 
m idnight. Over the p it hung an I l­
lum ination which reached up Into the 
sky like the glow from a volcano.
He turned down the cinder path and 
was soon among the men. No one 
was on the Job who flirt not know him. 
even In the night sh ifts. Many of 
them spoke to him to jig h t, bu, the ir 
friendliness failed to wipe away the

He was glad when 
for him to leave for the Mistassini, for 
there seemed to be something of borne­
ness about tb s  pit for him now Ths 
company boat met him at Roberval. 
across the l a t e  When he first caught 
the gleam of »unlight on the white, 
bare wall» of the monastery »» 
mouth of the Peribonka, he felt ns ir 
a soothing and friendly Influence bad 
come to posse»» him.

of h’s thoughts about her. 
his fight easier, g^ve It a certain 
thrill, which comes td a man when he 
1» Aware that some one he cares for 
Is watching him. And the knowledge 
of It could not harm Carla. In wljose 
life another love had fastened Itself 
so securely that no comer of her 
heart could be filled with an emotion

x> voice held them

him

He
anti

OR Ç. L. POLEY
P h ysic ian  and  S urgeon  

Gras» V a lley , O regon

People can reach me from  Mora 
u t n ight from  the long distance 
booth a t  Hotel Moro by ringing 
The Dalles.

A press o f b u s ie s t awaited h « regponslve to his own. They made no
his office, and not until the aay an er each m her exce|>| thnf
his return did he see Carla. She w d|d not take her to peribonka and
.   "e r  «•»'»«;“ • '»  .he  did not com . to h l.
hour o f school In the a f t®r" ° ° “  roore< and one day when they were
trag ic  s tra in  which be had together he asked her frank ly  why
In her face hefore her m others idea marry. No sooner were
had disappeared. A deeper an« ™ J  the worda gp(,ken than he wus sorry

It Was Carla! No One Else in the Cot­
tage Could Be Crying Like That.

when her soul was gone mane h im  
bend over and kiss the smooth, white 
brow where his hand had lain. A 
lit t le  cry tore Itse lf from  Carla s 
breast, and freeing her hand from 
Buul’s she sank down upon her knees 
nnd pressed her faee closely agulnst 
her mother. For an etern ity. I, seemed1 
to him, he stood over her—an etern ity 
In which he could find no words for 
his lips to Mry. nothing which might 
help a lit t le  to ease the g rie f which 
had come so suddenly ami crushingly 
upon her.

Slowly he put out a hand un til I,
1 rested on Carla ’s head. Then he 

gently stroked her hair, und a fte r a 
l it t le  the tenseness went out of 
Carla ’s body, and she seemed to be 
sleeping beside her m other—sleeping 
w ith  wide-open, m isty eyes, which 
Paul could no, see, while through the 
partly open window came to them the 
drone ami grind and distant tum ult of 

i the pit-

CHAPTER V

I On Tuesday they went to Peri­
bonka.

For th ir ty  minutes there was silence
In the pit, the first time In three 
years. The pit demanded It. I t  cared 
nothing fo r James K irke, on whose 
m illions It fed. but fo» Carla Haldan 
it held u warm affection. Out o f the 
pi, came tributes of flowers which 
smothered the lit t le  cottage on the 
h ill, and when Carla and her mother 
went to Peribonka the soul of the pit 
went w ith them. For the firs t time 
I'uul looked down upon It and almost 
loved It.

The next day Carla was among her 
children In the school. This was the 
most nmazing part of her fo rtitude. 
Two days la ter Paul wus called un­
expectedly to New York.

The new life  which submerged him 
for a fo rtn igh t, Its passionate business 
details. Its conferences, the ta lk  of 
s till more m illions, and of greater

disquiet of mind which had compelled activ ities, was like  a plunge Into a 
him to get ottt o f bed He looked a, i maelstrom. I l ls  fa ther and Durand
his watch and found it  was one ' hud perfected a fresh scheme fo r 

bringing In another hundred m illion  
dollars of other people’s money. Each

o’clock when he reached the fa t end 
of the workings. A gravel made road 
led to the forest tra il higher up. and 
he took this road out o f the p i t  

A fte r

dav they were struggling to reach a 
lit t le  fu rther. The ir huge new office

a lit t le  he came to the row building, w ith  Its appalling efficiency 
of cottages. There was a light In ,h< ' and ceuseless rush of liv ing  crentures. 
Haldan home, nnd he found himself oppressed and dismayed hlin, andI be 
wondering what Carb, did w ith  the i was startled by Its unexpected effect 
long nights In which she w ulle^ for ! upon him. It was worse than the pit, 
the coming of death. Was It possible fo r the p it had Its redeeming edge 
fo r her to sleep? Or did she si, o f wilderness and Its hurann rorce» 
nh.ne through dragging hours watch at work w ith  the ir naked hands n 
lng her mother, praying fo r the day? rock nnd clay. Here his mind seemed 
He stopped at the gate to the picket .du lled, his w its blunted, his 
fence wb&h enclosed her flower gar J overwhelmed by the magnitude of the 
dens, nnd his ears caught a sound 1 things which he knew were happen- 
which did not come from the pit. It
was like a cry. He opened the gate 
quietly and wen, In. A window was 
open somewhere, and he could ^hear 
clearlv a voice , ha, was sobbing. 1,
was Carla ' No one else In the cot- 
tnee could be crying like  that sure lj 
no, »’a ria ’s mother. H is heart thumped 
against Ids ribs. His breath came a 
lit t le  short He went to the door and 
knocked against it gently. Then more 
loudly. Some one came, and the door 
opened. He entered and stood twaide 
Curla> She had no, been In bed. had 
n<»t undressed. She was as he had 
le ft her hours before, except that her 
face and eyes were stricken w ith a 
g rie f that te rrified  Idin. Then, In the 
dim light, n ndracle hnppened. 
smiled nt him through tears. ’1 
hoping fo r you.”  »he said.

“ I wns passing—heard you cry ing—’ 
He said no more, because he had 

guessed only ha lf the tru th . He was 
careful to speak so that his voice 
would not awaken Carla's mother. If 
ghe were asleep. His mind’ was no, 
working quickly, he*w as bewildered 
and frightened by the agony In Carla's 
face, the wav she turned and w?n,

She
was

lng w ithout the physical use o f hands 
and bodies, w ithout the flesh and 
blood vigor—the s tra in  o f brawn and 
muscle— which had made the p it en­
durable fo r 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 w ith  a 
eathedrnl stillness, wrapped up. packed 
away, moth-protected, like  a palace 
whose occupants had suddenly died,

permanent th ing bad-taken its  place 
und though I t  was less poignant, 1, 
stirred him fo r a moment w ith  a sen 
Button o f uneasiness, as I f  he haid 
personally lost something. He could 
not te ll Just what It was. then or 
ufterw ard. She seemed older, as I f  he 
hud been away tw o years Instead of 
two weeks, and he fe lt, in  an unHC- 
countable way, as I f  a distance as 
wide as the p it Itse lf had come be 
tween them. Even the l it t le  tremble 
of gladness in her voice when she 
greeted him did not dispel th is effect.

He walked w ith  her to the cottage, 
and »he gave him flowers fo r his 
o fficeLand when he - returned w ith  
them 'and  put them on his desk, he 
wus oppressed s t i l l  more by the sense 
of having missed an Im portant and 

I necessary thing which he had expected 
! to find when he came back to the pit.

He was sure that Carla had been glad 
to see him. But she wns not the same
Carla he had taken over the blue - , f  hla
berry plains to Peribonka. He doubted 
I f  »he would personally come to his ~
office with flowers again.

In th is he was mistaken. She came 
on Saturday morning w ith  an arm fu l 
of asters. Another n ight or two of 
frost and they would all be gone, 
she said. She asked about Claire, 
and they talked for a few minutes of 
his v is it to the c ity  She did not 
speak of her mother, or Perlbonkn. 
or anything that had to do w ith  her­
se lf—except her flower» and her 
■chool. As she arranged the flowers 
she bent over his desk so tha t the 
■llky head which he had str.«*uv»t o 
his hand was very near him. and snd 
denly he fel, himself overwhelmed tn
a flame that le ft no part of him un 
touched. When Carla ’» deft fingers 
finished their task, she found Paul 
looking at her w ith  a face that wuh 
wholly Indian once more. He thanke«! 
her as he might have thanked her h 
year ago. His hand touched hers for 
Just a moment, and a aw lf, throb 
came In Carla’s throat. Their eyes 
met. Carla’s faultlessly clear un«t pure 
and filled w ith a shining lig h t— I'nul s 
w ith  a somber, settled grimness far 
back In them.

At his door they paused another 
moment. Then Carla le ft him.

It was her last visit to  his office.
W ithin an hour a fte r she had gone 

Puul wus driving to Perlbonku alone.
The rouds had hardened, aud he made 
It quickly In his car. The asters and 
a bunch of roses which had come to 
him from Roberval he placed on Mrs 
Haldan’s grave. Carla had been there, 
fo r the grave was well cared fo r and 
covered w ith flowers from  her gar­
den, most of them faded and shriveled 
by the frosts. These he guthered In a 
cluster and placed In a pot by them 
selves, near his roses. He remeiu 
bered that Carla loved flowers even 
when their color and life  were gone.

He made so effort to blind himself 
to the fact which had leaped upon him 
so Irresistibly when he had looked a,
Carla ’s head bent over his desk. The 
fu t il i ty  of such evasion struck him 
w ith  almost equal force. He wanted 
Carla, aud that want was as much a 
part of him as his vision or his sense 
o f the obligations o f life . It was she 
who had brought him back to the 
Mistassini w ith  a feeling that he was 
on his way home. H is regard fo r her 
was not a sudden Irrup tion  brought 
about by a physical or emotional res, 
lessness. which m ight have been 
s tirred by her nearness and her 
beauty. He could look back and see 
where It had been growing In him 
slowly over a period of three years, so 
slowly thut I t  had not been difficult 
fo r him to escape Its true significance.
But now there was no longer the pos 
» ib llity  of e ither avoidance or self 
deception. He knew that Carla mean, 
more to him than friendship, and that 
only a miracle had held his arms from 
taking her Into them.

He also believed that a flush of un 
derstanding had come Into her eyes 
when she looked at him and saw In 
his face ths grim shadowing of the 
fight which from  that moment he wus 
bound to make.

A fte r this Paul was more than ever 
filled w ith the desire to go among the 
men and work w ith  his hands, nnd he 
wns seldom In his office. Every mns 
cle In his body yearned fo r the stren 
uous activ ity  o f work which he saw

He could see the hurt flame up for 
an Instant In her eyes, like  a fire 
from  which a curta in  had been sud 
denly snatched aw ay; and then I, died 
out, leaving her face a lit t le  w hiter 
but’ sm iling at him gently, as I f  she 
were apologizing fo r le ttlng  It affect 
her In that way. Then she to ld him 
It  was almost trad itiona l In the ir fam 
fly  that a woman should have bu, one 
love. And she had loved a man. s till 
loved him. w ith  all her hear, and 
soul, though he was gone from  her 
forever."^ The love had come Into her 
life  a long time ago. She emphasized 
th is  fact, gazing away from  him w ith  
her long lashes veiling eyes filled w ith  
mystic visions

He war glad he had heard the 
words from  her own lips. It bu ilt up 
a new comradeship between them and 
made him more positive of his trium ph 
over himself. A le tter from C laire 
helped him. His w ife  laughed at hhn 

whimsical sugges
tlon  o f a Journey around the world, 
and then painted In her picturesque 
and v iv id  way the to rtu re  which she 
knew such a tr ip  would he for him. 
"W ith o u t your forests, your open 
»kl?s, your big outdoors, you would 
die before we got ha lf around, I ’uul. 
she wrote him. " I ,  would he inercl 
less o f me to make you puy in tb»1’ 
way fo r my presence up at th e ,M is  i 
tnsslnl. I am coming, and lust because 
I wan, to come. I am antlcl|»atlng . 
seeing something very w om lerful up I 

-there, something which w ill m»-un ; 
greatly more to you and me than six 
months or a year rambling annual the 
earth. As fo r such a tr ip  w ith  you 
|n i f ’ —and then she went on m tell 
him more about himself than he 
though, she had ever known. The 1», 
ter th rilled  him. I, gave him a new 
vision of Claire, «ho nnd nevei 
analyzed him If this gentle und un 
derstanding wuy. portraying for him 
the life  which he loved as though I, 
were a par, of herself Bu, In the 
end, a fte r assuring him again tha, she 
was coming to him and was looking 
forward to the time when they would 
he together, she said her return to 
America might be postponed until the 
b illow ing May or June. Could he 

! wait that long?
Carla also received a le tter from

Claire. I, was tilled w ith a womanly 
tenderness and sympathy for one who 
had suffered a great loss, “ n<1 'vns 
tilled w ith , e Intim ate knowledge and

real soul was gone even as she talked 
to him.

His own dragged heavily through 
the w in ter. Spring came, and his 
days at the p it were almost over. 
August would see his work finished 
He did not know what he would do 
then, he to ld Carla. Things were hap 
penlng in South America. He might 
go there. Carla’s fu ture was settled 
fo r unother year. The governmeni 
had offered her a contract to remain 
w ith the children on the Mistassini 

office any ha(J accepted. she hoped
.ha, w ith in  a /e a r or two she mtfch, 
be able to find a place In Peribonka 
near her mother. ,

Late in  May Paul’s w ife sailed from 
Cherbourg and, to his surprise. wn> 
coming », T igh t to Quebec to jo in  hlin 

"T ha t Is wonderful of her," said 
Carla, her eyes shining w ith  the Ugh, 
which was always lo Oiern when she 
was th ink ing  or speaking o f C laire 
"She Is coming d irectly to you I"

The day he le ft fo r Quebec he saw 
her fo r a few momeifts to say good-bj.

hi»<1 you,'"1 wish 1 were a m. 
she said.

A radiance wus In her face when he 
left her.

That evening, a, dinner. Lucy Belle 
said to tier husband: "C arla ’» school 
was closed this ufiern«»<»n. Beryl told 
me she dismissed the children beciius« 
she hud a headache We must g< 
over and see her.”

“ 1 have been there.” replied Dei 
went. “ 1 was a hi, w. ri led when on» 
of the boys l».HJ me w lail had hap 
pened. so I wen, over to see If sh. 
needed me, and found her—crying.

"O h !”  exclaimed Lucy Belle. "Nov 
I th ink I understand!”

She w ild nothing more to tier bus 
h ;ird  about Carla Ilahlan.

(Continued Ner.t Week.)
Sugar doesn't always sweeten pol 

Lies.

Dr W . ,N. Morse
P hysician  and Surgeon

T H E  D A LLE S , OREGON

Office at Mid-Columbia Hospital 

’ Phone No. Hospital 841

Nobody so resents control as the 
person v .ltli no self control.

In I lie sclmol of experience you are 
never graduated. You are paroled.

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

When in The Dalles 
HAVE YOUR

Lunch or Dinner 35C
(Full Course) 

at the

W h itt  R e s t a iim t
408 E. 2nd St.

The Dalle», Oregon
We also serve, a t usual prices 
Lunch and Dinner combination» 
th a t are said by our patrons to 
equal Home Cooking.

Phone 35-J 
“ Q U IE T  S E R V IC E  ” 

Lady Assistants
CRANDALL 

Undertaking Company 
THE DALLES, OREGON

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

NOTICE FOR PULICATION— De­
partm ent of the Interior, U. S. Land

Office a t The Dalles, Oregon, Oct. 
22 1929.

Notice is hereby given th a t 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, 1. 
I S  R. 15 E., N E U SW ^k, Sec. 6. 
S E 4 N E % , Sec. 6. NV4NE%, NE%  
N W % , Lots 1, 2, Section 7 Town 
ship 1-South, Range 16-East, W lllrt 
am ette Meridian, has filed notice of I 
intention to make final three 
proof, to establish claim to the land 

described,’ before Register,

B ank H otel
T h . Dalle»’ Newest and Be.t 

Hostelry

Centrally Located
Sherman County Headquarter» 

E D W . B ALL, M A N A G ER  

T H E  D A LLE S , OREGON

aenllmen, which cou.d only ha' e be* "  ^ * 3  s u te s 'Y iin d  O ffice , a t The 
given and Inspired by I ’aul. (a r ia  iet k 8  Oregon> on the 14th day of 
him read It Her ey«-s were strnngeiy , )ecem’beri 1929.
a light, though she bad prepared ner- c la im a n t names as w itnesses: Ja- 
self to show 1, to him. mes A . Claussen o f D u fu r, Oregon

-You told me on. e that Glenn 0 . A lle n  o f The Dalles Oreg^^^
no, buy .e n „n ,en ,." .he  . . I d  E llio tt P Robert,. of The D alle. Orc 

"And m illion» could not bring what gon, George B e tro n  
letter. It Is her | Oregon.

Model Laundry
T H E  D ALLES

Calls for and Delivers 
in Moro Wasco 
and Grass Valley

Mondays and Thursdays
J. W. Donnelly, Registerhaa come It), her 

heart spe»klif& fo  me.”
Curia became so deeply absorbed In 

work outside o f her s»’hool that he did 
not talk w ith her again fo r a week. 
She formed evening classes. In which 
she tnught English to the adults who 
wanted to come to them, and the few 
spare hours o f her afternoons were 
spent among the mothers of her school 
children. W ith the coming of w inter 
Paul burled him self 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, lh e  
strain, i f  it were that, began to show 
Its effect on her, un til Lucy-Belle 
noted It and remonstrated w ith  I ’aul.

"Every day she Is growing less like 
the (-'aria we knew before her mother 
died," she told him. "She Is breaking 
under an effort to keep her mind 
away from herself. Yesterday 1 
dropped Into her cottage fo r a mo­
ment when 1 knew she was there, and 
I found her crying. She Is growing 
paler, and It frightens me Jo  see the 
loveliness ’ fading slowly out of her 
face. You must do something, Paul 
make her drop her night classes, send 
her away fo r a vacation,,If you can 
I th ink I am the only one she confides 
In nt a ll. and I should not betray her 
confidence— not even whnt I have 
guessed about her. But something Is 
eating at her life  w hhh Isn’t entire ly 
the Ins» of her mother. She insists 
that her night work Is a pleasure 
says she Is feeling ve il and doesn't 
want to go away. But I know of a 
dream she has always had of visiting

Dr J. R. Morgan
dentist

United States Dental Ex­
aminer for this district

O FFIC E  AT

MORO, OREGON

CALLAWAY’S 
FUNERAL CHAPEL 

F u n e r a l  D ir e c to r s  
a n d  E m b a lm e r »

Union and Third St. 
The Dalles, Ore.

w .  C. B R Y A N T
Attorney - at - Law

O FFIC E  P HO NE M A IN  93

Moro, Oregon

NEW
PERK IN S HOTEL

W ashington a t Fifth S treet, 
PORTLAND, OREGON

Our usual pre-war transien t 
ra tes still prevail.

Special Rates to perm anent Guests

place guarded by j lle ,, up„ „  ’„them , and be le, down
....... . « ho m“<le l,lm the bars which hla poaltlon had con,

pelted hint to  accept, un til, at time», 
one coming npon him 1» the pit would 
have taken him fo r a laborer. He was 
sk illfu l w ith the ax. and one day late 
In October he had finished hewing a 
saddle Into a heavy tim ber when ne 
turned about to find Carla standing n 
few feet away, looking at him. She 
had come to the fa r edge o f the pit to 
find the father o f one o f her boys, and 
fo r a moment I t  seemed to Paul that 
he caught In her face a look which 
bridged In ■ few seconds the abysmal 
gu lf which he had fe lt growing be­
tween them since her mother’s death 
He went to her. breathing qulckl.wQie 
cause of his exertions, and Carla 
laughed so ftly , almost w ith  a lit t le  
trium ph In her throat, when he showed 
her his hands blackened by pine pitch 

He went to  Peribonka frequently

»equlous servants who made 
shiver. It was a sepulcher o f hopes 
fo r him. a place of gavety nnd laugh 
ter und entertainm ent fo r Claire. Here 
he fe lt about him a clinging empti­
ness. a great loneliness, a haunting 
unrest—and In th is  same environment 
C laire would find amusement and hap^ 
pine»» when she returned. The tru th  
o f the th ing added to .his heaviness 
of heart A new note had come Into 
his thoughts. He was beginning to 
ask himself I f  Claire, w ith  a ll her 
wealth nnd freedom, were really 
happy. And If. In any way. It were 
possible fo r him to make her happy.

He had w ritten  to her Immediately 
a fte r the death of Carla’s mother, and

ahead of him into the hlg room w ith , )Wftrd the end of  the fo rtn igh t he
M ra lla h la n ’s empty chair near 
window, nnd from that to another 
roont^that wns fu ll of light, and from 
which the sobbing must hnve come at 

fo r a time Id Ith e  ¿ate. In the open door of thl»

sent her another letter. He wantsd 
her more than ever, and In this last 
letter, his third s iy e  he had heard 
from her, he told of the lopellnee» of Ilqnelr

her mother's country. I f  the company 
could arrange something like tha t—’’

Paul saw Carla the next day. a cold 
Sunday w ith snow on the  ground For 
the first time In manv weekl they had 
a long walk together, and at the be 
ginning of It she settled any sugges 
tlons he might have l ad In his mind 
I t  was ns If  she saw w ritten  In his 
face what Lucy-Belle had said ts him. 
She mentioned Mrs. Derwent’s visit 
and told him what she had said about 
her work, sm iling the other’s fears 
away ns absurd and w ithout reason, 
and adding w ith a very decisive lit t le  
note In her voice that to give up this
work or go away, as Lucy-Belle had 
suggested, was the last thing she 
would th ink o f doing.

She had heard again from I l ls  wife. 
It  was her third letter, aud came from

eye STRAIN
Can only be corrected under the 
proper conditions and by the ust 
of the very best of equipm ent 
We have the Best Equipped Optical

office in Eastern  Oregon. 
OPTICS EXCLUSIVELY

Newhouse Optical Co.
Dr. Geo. F. Newhouse. P roprietor 

320 East Second S tree t
THE DALLES, OREGON

UNDER THE
PERSONAL MANAGEMENT OH

Edward C. Holt
R A T E S

Room with bath privilege, $1. up 
Outside room with private bath,

$1.50 up "
Special rates where more th-in »w. 
persons occupy one room.

Let us show you our ~ ■ 
Accommodations

-rt.

. j.


