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Joan landls. elghteen years
old, wifo 4f Plorre, is the daugh-
ter of John Carver, who mur-
dered her mother for adultery.
Her ionely lite, with her futher,
In m Wyoming cabin, unbenrable,
Joan lenves him to work in a
hotel In & nearby town, Joan
meatn Plarre, nrg) the two, mutu-
ally attracted, ure married. Cary-

or tells Plerre story of Joan's
mother. Plarre forges & oattle
brand. Frank Holliwell, young

ministar, presents bhooks to Joan
Plarre forbids her te read them.

CHAPTER V—Continued.
—4--

“There's poetry this time,” he sald.
“Get Plerre to read it wloud to you.”

The suggestion wns met by a rude
laugh from Plerra.

“I wouldn't be wastin' my time,” he
Jeerad.

It was the first rift In his cour-
tesy. Holliwell looked up In sharp
sarprise. He saw a flash of the truth, n
Nttle wriggle of the green serpent In
Plerre’'s ayes hefore they fell. He
flushed and glanced at Joun. She
wore an almost timorous alr, accepted
his remarks In sllonce, shot doubtful
looks nt Plorre before slie answered
questions, wag an entlrely different
Joan.  Now Holllwell was angry and
he stiffened toward Lils host and host-
ess, dropped oll his talk about the
books and smoked haughtily, Ile was
young und oversensitive, no more
master of himself In thils Instance than
Plerre and Jonn, But before he loft
after supner, refusing a bed, though
Plerre conquered his dislike suffielent.
Iy to urge It, Holllwell had a moment
with Joan. It was very touching. He
would tell about it afterward. but
for a long time he ecould not bear (o
remember It,

She tried to return his hooks, com-
Ing with her arma full of them and
lifting up eyes that were nlmost
tragle with renunclation,

“T can't be faklng time to rend
them, Mr. Folllwell,” she gald, that
extraordinary, over-expresslve volee of
hers ranning an octave of regret: *an’
somewny Plerre don't like that T
shonld spend my evenin's on them,
Beems lke he thinks T was settin' my-
gelf up to be knowln' more than him."
She laughed ruefully, “Me—knowin'
more'n Plerre! It's Inughable. Dut
anyways I don't want him to be think-
In' that. So take the books, plense,
I ke them." S8he paused, "I love
them,” she sald hungrily, and blink-
Ing, thrust them Into his hands.

He put them down en the tahle.
*“You're wrong, Joan,” he sald quickly,
“You muetn’t give In to such a foollsh
Idea. Yom have rights of your own, n
life of your own. Plerre mustn't stand
in the way of your learning. You
musin't let him. TI'll speak to him."

“Oh, no!" Some Intultion warned
her of the danger In his doing this,

“Well, then, keep your hooks and
talk to Plerre ahout them. Try to per.
suade him to read aloud to yeun. I
shan't be back now till spring, but 1
want you to read this winter, read
all the stuff that's there, Come, Joun,
to please me” and he smiled coax-
ingly.

“I nin't afrald of Plerre,” sald John

slowly. Her pride was stung by the
suggestion.  “I'll keep the bhooks"
Biye sighed. "“Goodby. When 1 see

you In the spring, Tl be a right
learned sehoolmarm,”

She held ont her hand and he took
and held It, pressing It In his own,
He felt troubled about her, unwilling
to ltuve her In the snowbound wilder.
neas with that young savage of the
smoldering oves,

“Good-by," eald Plerre hehind him.
His soft volee had a ellck,

Holllwell turned to him. “Good-hy,
Landis. I shan't soe either of you till
the spring. | wish yon a good winter

and T hope—" He broke off and held
out his hand. “Well,” gald he, “vou're
pretty far out of everyhody's way
here. Be good to each other™

“D—n your interference!” sald
Plerre's eyes, but he took the hand
and even escorted Holllwell to his
horse.

Snow came early and deep that win-
ter. Plerre had cut and stacked his
winter wood; he had sent his cows to
a richer man's ranch for winter feed-
ing. There was very little for him to
de. After he had brought In two
buckets of water from the well and
had eut for the day's consumption a
plece of meat from his elk hanging
outside ngailnst the wall, be had only
to sit snd smoke, to read old maga-
vlnes and papers and to wateh Joan
Then the polsonous roots of his Jeul
ousy struck deep. Always his brain,
falsely Interpreting her wistful stlence
~—she was thinkiug of the parson, hun
gry to read his books, longing for the
open season and his coming uguin to
the ranch,

In December a man came In on
snowshoes bringlng “the mall"—one
letter for Plerre, a  communication

which brought heat to his fuce, The
Forest service threatened him with
lose of land; It polnted to some Aaw
In his title; purt of his property, the
most valuahle part, had not yet heen
surveyed, Plerre looked up
with set inws, evory fighting Instipnet
sharpened to hald what was his own.
I hev put In two years' hard work
on them acres” he told his visitor
“an' I'm not plannin’ to glve them over
to the first fool favored by the Serv
fee, My title Is as cleun as my hand
It'1l take more'n thlevery an' more's
spite to take It away from me."
“You better go to Robinson." ad

. .

et after them fellers too soon, It's
i country where yoll can ensy come
by whnt you want, hut where it ain't
g0 eany to hold onto ft, If It aln't
yer Iand It's yer hosses; If It ain’t
yer liosses It's yer wife,” He looked
at Jonn and laugbed,

Ulerre went white and dumb; the
chanee shot hnd Influmed his wound.

He strapped on Lis snowshoes and
hade a grim good-by to Joan, after
the man had left. “Don't yon he
waustin® oll while I'm away,” he told
her shinrply, atanding In the doorway,
his head level with the steep wall of
snow hehind him, and he gnve her a
threatening look o thnt
ness In her heart was frozen,

After he hnd gone, “Plerre, say a
renl good-by, may good-hy,'" she whis-
pered.  Her face eramped and tears
cnme,

Hhe heard Ws steps lightly eruneh-
Ing mcross the hard, bright surfnce of
the snow; they entered Into the ter-
rible frozen sllence. Then she turned
from the door, dricd her eyes with her
sleeve Hke a Httle villoge girl, and
rin across the room to a certaln shielf,
Plerre would be gone n week., She
would not waste oll, but she wonld
rend. It was with the appetite of n
starved creature that she fell upon
her books,

CHAPTER VI
Pierre Takes Steps to Prescrve His
Property.

A log fell forward and Joun 1fted
her hiead. She had not come to nn end
of Isabella's tragedy nor of her own
memorfes, but something other than
the falling log had startled hier; a
light, erunching step upon the snow,

She looked toward the window, For
an Instant the room was almost durk
and the white night peered In at ler,
its  glgantle  snow-penks pressing
ngalnst the long, horlzonial window
punes, and In that Instant she saw o
face. Joan came to her feet wlih
pounding pulses. It had been 'lerre's
face, but at the same time the face
of a wtranger. He had come back
five duys too soon and something tor.
rible had happened. Surely hls chane
Ing to see her with her book wonld
not mnke him look ke thnt. Besldes,
ghe wns not wasting oll.  She had
stood up, but at first she wns {neapahle
of moving forward, For the flrst tine
In her lfe she knew the paralysis of
unrensoning  fear.  Then the door
opened and Plerre eame In out of the
crystal nlght,

“What brought you back so &oon?"
asked Joun,

“Too soon for you, eh?" He strodoe
over to the hearth where she hoad lnin,
took up the book, struck it with his

8he Turned Her Head, All That She
Could Turn.

hand as though It had been a hated
face, and flung it Into the fire. T
seen you through the window,” he sald,
“So you been happy readin’ while 1
been away?"

“I'll got you supper.
lamp,"” Joan stammered.

Plerre's face was pale, his hlark halr
lay in wet streaks on his temples. e
must have traveled at furious speoed
through the hitter eoldl to he In sueh
n sweat., There was a mystemMous,
controlled disorder In his look nnd
thiere arose from him the odor of
strong drink. Dut he was steudy and
sure In all his movements and his
evey were deadly und  reason
able—only It was the reasonnhleness

I'll lght the

of ineanity, reasonableness hasedl nn
the widlest premizes of unreason

“1 don't want no SUpper, nor nn
Hght" he sald.  “Firellght’'s enovel

fer you to read parsong' hooks hy o 11«
enongh fer me to do what 1 onghter
done long nfore tonight "

She In the middle of the
smiall, log-walled room, arrested in the
act of lighting & mateh, and stared g
him with rreonblod eves,  She wis nn
lomger afvald,  After all, strapee a8 e
looked, more strungely as he tolliod,
he was her Plarere, her man, 1'he o

stoind

n

Lot 1thnes of feree, possess!ye tender
Ness, she was
propercty ; at thils 1aw eonnt'ne
rite herself. A sane mon

Jury to his own possessions

hiz VR wWarnn
i ghe

I TAI N |
And!

s

vised the bearer of the letter; “can't

He was

Plerre, of courze, was sune,

the tender- 9

her lgnorance, her Inexperience led
her to put Hitle smphosia en the ef
fects of the polson sold at the town
suloon.  When he waus warm und fed
and rested he would be quite hirself
nenin.  She went about
meunl In spite of hls words.

He did not geem to notice this, He
hind tnken his eyes from her at last
and was busy with the fire. She, too,
husy and reassured by the familiar
occupntion, censed to watch him. Her
pulses were quiet now, She was even
beginning to be glad of his return.
Why had she been so frightened? Of

alone In the hittor cold, he would look
wtrange, Her father, when he came
back smelllng of liquor, had alwaye
heen more than uvsunlly morose and
unllke his every-day self. He wouald

story of hils erime. They were hor
rible home.comings, horrible evenings,
but the next morning they would seem
ke dreams. Tomorrow this strange
ness of Plerre's would be mistiike and
unrenl,

“l seen your sin-buster in town”
sald Plerre. He was squatting on his
heels over the fire which he had hullt

spoke In a queer
through hls teeth.
you renl kind,

sing-song  tone
“He asked nftor
He wanted to know

tion he's ben handin® out to you, 1
tell him that you waa right satisfied
with me an' my ways an' hed quit his
hooks, T didn't know a8 you wWas
hevin' such a good time durln' my
ahsence”

Jonn was eruelly hurt,
seemed to fall heavlly npon her heart.
"I wasn't hevin' a good time, 1 was
missin® you, Plerre,” sald she In a
low tremolo of grieving musle. “Them
books, they seemed like they wag all
the company I hed.”

"You looked lke you was missin’
me,"” he sneered. “The sin-buster an'
I had worda about you, Jonn, Ye«'mn,
he give me qulte a line of preachin’
about you, Joan, ns how you hed
oughter develop yer own life in yer
own way—along the lines Iald out hy
him. T told him ns how I knowed
best what was right an' fittin’ fer
my own wife; as how, with a mother
lke yvour'n you needed watchin® more'n
learnin'; ng how you belonged to mae
an' not to him, An', says he, ‘She
don’t belong to any man, Plerre Luan-
dls,' he sald, ‘nelther to you nor to

me,  She helongs to her own self'
T'Il see that she helongs to me,' 1
sild. *I'l fix her so she'll know it an'

every other feller will'"™
At thuat he turned from the fire and
stralghtened to his feet,

Joan moved backward slowly to the
door, Ile had made no threatening
slgn or movement, but her fear had
come overwhelmingly upon her and
every Instinet urged her to flizht. But
before she touched the handle of the
door, he Aung himeelf with dendly,
swift force and sllence neross the
room and took her in his arms. With
all her wonderful strength, Yoan cotld
not hreak awny from him, He dragged
her back to the hearth, tled her el-
hows behind her with the searf from
his neck, that very scarf he hod worn
when the dawn had shed n wistful
beauty upon him, walting for her on
a morning not so very long ago. Joan
went wenk,

are yvou a-goin' to do to me?

He roped her to the heavy post of
n set of shelves hullt agalnst the wall,
Then he stood away, breathing fast,

“Now whose gel are yon, Joan
Carver? he asked her,

“You know I'm yours, Pierre,” she
sobbed. “You got no need to tle me
to make me say that"

“I got to tie you to make vou do
more'n gny it, 1 got to inake sure yon
nre it. H-1-fire won't take the sure-
ness ont of me after this'

She turned her head, all that she
conld turn,

He was bending over the fira, and
when he straightened she saw that he
held something In his hand :
a long bar of metal, white at the

shaped end, At once her memory
showed her a broad glow of sunset
folling over Plerre at work. “There'l)

be stock all over the country murked
with them two bars” % had sald.
“The Two-Bar brana, don't
git g1
It now.

She shut her syes, 1le stepped close
to her and Jerked her blouse down
from her shoulder,
from him, silent in her rage und fear
and fighting dumbly. She made no
appenl, At that moment her heart
wus 80 full of hatred that it was hard-
ened to pride. He lifted hils brund
and set it agalnst the bare flesh of
her shoulder,

She was not llkely to forget

pressed her forchead against the sharp
wilgee of the ahelf, she drove her nalls

I Ndence of her hourt had nor boen s
ously shaken by hig eoldness amil Wis
mand& during this winte: There had |

his |

Into bor hands, nnd at Intervals she
writhed  from Lead 1o (oot Clreles
of patln snremd from the doep burn on
hor shiilder, spread and shirunk, ‘The
bhones of her shimlder amd nrm pehed
tereihiy s fire sl seemed to he ent
Ing Into her flesh, The ale was fall
mell of searched skin so that
tastodd 1t horself, And hotter than

1hies

sl

tired, nngry. he had been drinking— [

preparing o,

course, after guch a terrible journey |

st over the stove and tell her the |

up to n great bluze and glow and he |

how you wns gettin' on with the edica- |

His words

“Merre," she erled plitifully, “what

vou fers |

She writhed away |

Then terribly ghe screamed, Again,
when he took the metal nway, she
serenmed,  Afterward there wps n
dreadful sllenee,

Joan  had not lost  consciousness.
Her healthy nerves stanehly precelved
the anegulsh and the shoek, nor ald |
she mnke any further outery, She

her hurt her heart buensd, consuming |
I opre stitehed together to form the bug

[t own tenderness and love and trust.
(IO BE CONTINUED)
Great So'dier's Weaknegs,

The great duke of Wellington was
i hellever In omens, 'The store Is
tald thut he wounld not offer huttle on
any duy that he met or gaw a yellsw
dog eross his path.

)

|

{_I‘.IWI:\'III{ Informed and purposes
| ful wowen of todny may be, how-

tver husinesslike andd practienl, they
How no disposition to tuen thelr backs
npon the pretty furbelows that 11 s
the privilege of the gentler sox
wear, The more advinced they he
come, the more generylly npprecintive
of the nleetlva of dress they ure; the
more alert and alive to |ts possihilg-
tles The fall senson (® here and has
hronght with it the most eluborate and

FOR THE HANDY NEEDLEWOMAN

diversitled =tyles In all departments of
uress that this generation has seen,

Tuking dress uecessorles niade of
ribbon as an example, we find them in
greater numbers than ever, and of rib-
bon glrdles, sashes and haes it 1s safe
to say that most of thein are made ot
home. Women see them in the shopis
and copy them, and speclal desizners
keep turning ont aew models of these
entiving and beautlful aceessories

A fNlower girdle and two bags are 11-
fstrated  here. Those  forehunded
women who occupy their leisure thne
making zifts a long wav In advance
of the holldays will find inspiration (o
these fine feminine helongings, Two-

toned satin ribbon In peach and vellow
girille—two
together
polnred

is s for
tengths rolled
support three

the |u\|'!_\
nnd  rwisted
flowers, lLiave

ettty Thi

a‘f are m
al Home

ade

these bags and often (helr

which Is run throweh n casing

the shide,

A froek, following the fashlon of
slmpliclty to Its egtremoe, miy con- |
st of Jittle more than one lurge

.\
":.

-

tube-lke affair tor the buly,

[ #madl tubes for sleeves: but if the mne

terial is chosen with cure gnd the
trimming applied with diserimination,
the tinlshied ment has the dignity
and charm that beleng to shinplicity.
A gurment of this ehuracter is shown
it the plaht of the pleture, It 18 of
hroeaded cut In the stralghtline
style, and Is trimmed with plain ik
rutiles at the ulong the
side opening,  SIX larege pear buttons,
and a belt of 1) material, contribute

fep
=il

slk,

slivoves und

the praper finishing touches to this
Ingenlous,  praciicsl  and  becoming
frovk,

The other extrome of the present
fushions i3 (usteated In the frock
shown at the left, This is of midnizht
blue  erepe de chine with a doep
plalted faee bertha ar the neck, The
clreatar skirt (s deaped In ga long
spiral, beginning at the walstline, The

eitffs are of Emplre inspiration and
e annde of dark georgette, edged
with  lnee, and  eaughr up to the
sleeves with flat velvet hows,

The first velvet evening gowns of
the scason have made thelr appearance
and, naturally, they are shown In the
long simple lines that gre favored In
couts aml sults, Muny are sleeveless,
with long waistlines, and Jeweled gir-
dies nbhout the hips.  Underhlonges of
metallle cloth and broende are heautfs

12 s aom e MU
L R

EXTREMES OF THE MODE

pitals nd lotde rose centers made of " fully combined
the ribbon. The girdle fastens with a | eolors in volvet, beading Is stronger |

snup fastener under one of the lowers
und three ends of ribbon, in different
lengths, full from It They are tritmed
on the bins as the ends and the middle
length show the darker slde of the
ribhhon.

At the left a flower bng Is shown
mide of two-toned (Black and white)
sutin ribbon,  Lengths of the ribbon

and o Nat rosette is 8et in o bhow of
ribbon on one of [ts sldes.  The center
of the roscette i sprnkled =ith French
knots in white silk tloss, prettlly slmu-
luting stunmens of the tlower,

Two widths ef green and gold bros
cadedd ribbon are stitched together e

with the fashilonable

than ever amd a new developroent |y
beading appears In large, cut beads
that resemble precious stones,

Uk 1023, Wealtern Newspaper Luion. )

A Practical Gown,

make the rich bag ghown at the riglt,
The bag 1s lUyed with stk gathered at
the top and sewed to n meinl bog Loy,
A pood quality of sk or satin lnes
hundles
are mude of the ribhon or of sk cord,
near
the top and out through openings nt

negs

SUFFERED MANY YEARS
WITH FEMALE TROUBLE

PE-RU-NA

LIKE A GIFT FROM HEAVEN

Mrs. Katie Scheffel,
R. F. D. No. 5. Lowell, Ohio

T have been suffering for years
with female trouble, Was operated
on five years ago. It relieved me
gome but I did not regain my
strength, Two years later was
taken sick and bedfast several
months.. I treated a long while
without much relief, I was dis-
couraged, my mind aifected, so
servous I could neither cat or
sleep and unable to do caything.

We tried several doctors bhut

with two |

A frock of erepe de chipe In shady |

Lilege

of or gray made on
lines and finlshed with collar and cufls

stroight |

of eolored Hoen frilled at the edges |

I5 us wsetul ns It Is swart. The sleeves
are horg aad tight

cuc after another gave up my case
a3 hopeless., Finally a good friend
advised me to try Pe-ru-na. I did.
It relieved me almost immediately.
Your medical department said
was suficring from chronic catarrh
of the system, 1 began taking your
medicine in March, 1914, and con-
tinued until Avgust, I took 1ten
bottles of Pe-ru-na and three bot-
tles of Man-a-lin and felt like a
new person. Your medicine secined
like a giit from Heaven, It was
like coming from darkness into
light.

We have used your medicine
since for coughs, colds and grip
with good results. We will always
keep it on hand, I weigh twenty-
five pounds more than I ever did,
cat and sleep well and can do a
pond day's work, Everybody says
1 look fime. Even the doctors are
surprised. I cannot thank- you
enough and will always recommend
Pe-ru--na  to  sufferers from
catarrh.”

MRS, KATIE SCHEFFLL,
R. F. D. No. 5, Lowell, O.

Mrs. Schefie! is only one of
many thousand women in the
world, who owe their present health
to Pe-ru-na. The rccord of this
nedicine is a proud one as Pe-ru-
na has held the confidence of both
sexes for fifty ycars or more.

If your trouble is due to 1
catarrhal inflammation in any or-
gan or part of the body, do like
Mrs. Scheifel, Try Pe-ru-na. Insist
upon having the original and re.
linble, remedy for catarrhal condis
tions. You won't be sorry.

Ask Your Dealer About Thig
Old-Time Tried Remedy

Imported Joke.

He—Why the dence do L seruggla
with this pifling Joh?

Fale Typlst—Don't be disconrnged :
think of the mighty onk=Iit was onece
n nut Hke yon.—Bogton Trangeript.

CHILDREN CRY
FOR “CASTORIA”

Especially Prepared for Infanis
and Children ot All Ages

Mother! Fleteher's Castorla nas
heen In use for over 30 years to relleve
hables and chlldren of Constipation,
Flatuleney, Wind Colle and Diarvhen;
nllaying Feverishness ariging there.
from, and, by regulating the Stomach
nnd Bowels, alds the assimilation of
I"ood; giving natural sleep without
oplates, The genuine bears signature

LT

Still Same Age,

When mother Introduced Dorothy to
the enller she said; “My little girl was
five years old yesterday.”

“And I'm five years old today, ton,”
sialil Dorothy,.—Bogton Transeript,

Baby's Httle dresses will Just simply
duzzle If Red Cross Ball Blue 1 use
in the luundry, Try it and see for your
self, At all good grocers.—Advertise
ment,

Differently Expressed,
“They used to call him o bonehegl®
“That was before he  suceeodol
Now they he is 0 man »f hard,
gallld sense, Baoston Transcript.

suy

"

Twisted,
Thiz question seems to pzzle yon
“Not the question, but the answer.
London Answers

Hall's Catarrh
Medicine ..o

Treatment, both
local and internal, and has been succes
ful In the treatment of Catarth for ove

| forty years. Scld by all druggists,

F. J. CHENEY & CO,, Toledo, Ohio

Clear Baby’s Skin
With Cuticura

Soap and Talcum

Soap 25¢, Omtment 25 and 50c, Talcum 25¢,




