Octobet 5, 1916,

God's Country and the Woman

(Continued from page 16.)
Purposely he gave her the chance me 50 that I way watch her. I under-

* to seise upon this explanation. The stand.
.o:blu breath came to her lips “She might rest easfer with you—
agaln.

It you can arrange i," he agreed.
"I guessa—it must have been—that," “Your fither worries over her now.
she sald, drawing her hands from him, It will not do to let him know this.”
“I was going out—to—the baby.  She nodded.
Thank you, Philip, I—I will 80 to my _ "I will bring her to my room, Philip.
room now." will tell my father that I am
Sha left him, and not until her door nervous and cannot sleep, And I will
bad closed behind hor did he move. say nothing to her of what has hap-
Had she spoken the truth? Had she pened. 1 will go as soon as you have
in those few moments been tempor. returned to your room.”
arily irresponsible because of griev.  He went to the door, and there for
ing over the baby's death? Some In. a moment she stood close to him, gaz-
ner consclousness answered him - in Ing up into his face. Still he did not
the negative. It was not that. And put his hands to her. Tonight—in
yot—what more could there be? H: her own room-—it seemed to him
remembered Jean's words, his insist- something like sacrilege to touch her.
ent warnings. Resolutely he moved And then suddenly, she raised h
towards Josephine's room, and knock- two arms up through her shimmering
' od softly upon her door. He was hair to his shoulders, and held her
surprised at the promptness with lips to him
which her volee answered. When he “Good nizht, Philip.”
spoke his name, and told her it was He ¢ \ught her to him, Her arms
importast for him to see her, she tightened about his shoulders. For
opened the door. She had unbound a moment he felt the thrill of her

her hair. Put she was still dressed, warm lips Then she drew back,
and Philip knew that she had sitting whispering again
alome In the darkness of her room. “Good-nizht, Philip!*

e looked at him strangely and The door closed softly, and he re-
exnectantly. It seemed to Phillp as tnrned his room. Again the song
it she had been waiting for news of life ! love, of hope that pic-

\ which *sha dreaded, and which she tured but one glorious end filled his
ferred that he was bringing her. soul to overflowing. A little later and
\

“May 1 come in?" he whispered
"Or would vou prefer to go into the
her room?*

ou may come in, Philip,” she re-

he knew that Adare’s wife had gone
with Josophine to her room. He went
to hed.  And slpep came to him riow,
filled with dreams in which he lived

4 ID you ever notice how much you find to worry about?
week there's something to try the patience of a saint;

where you will, you can't keep from thinking about it. T
week, something else comes up and it seems far worse than th. ‘ouble
of last week. You wonder how you could have Iot a little thing like last

: week's trouble bother you sol Some day you will smile at to-day's

This
and, go

trouble and call it small. Such s the y of life—the bitter is mingled
e L with the sweet. But as you near the sunset hour and look back over
(9 the days' trials, | think you can say that the blessings have far out.
w numbered the sorrows, and can

see that without some trials you
m never could have appreciated the blessings.-Farm Journal.

plied, letting him take her hand. “I with J
am still dressed. 1 have been 50 lagghin
dreadfully mervous to-night that 1
haven't thougkt of going to bed. And
the moon is so beautiful through my

ephine always at his side,
and singing with him, and
glving him her lips to kiss in their
Joyous paradise,

& window. It has been my company.” CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
- Then she asked: “What have you to

tell me, Philip? UT of these dreams he was awak-
nd She had stepped Into the light that O ened by a sound that had slow.
nd flooded through the window. It trans. Iy

0 persistently become a
part of his mental consclousness, It

Wwas a tap, tap, tap at his window. At
the warm glow of the stars. He made last ho

formed her hair into a lustrous man-
tle of deep gold; into her eyes It put

At up and lstened. It was
e & movement, a8 M to put his arms in the ey gloom of dawn. Again
the about her, but he caught himself, and the sound was repeated: tap, tap, tap
and 4 little Joyous breath came to Jose- on the pahe of glass.

phine's lips. It was her room, where He elipped out of bed, his hand
o 8 she slept—and he had come at a seeking the automatic under his pil-
strange iour. Bhe understood the low. e hag slept with the window

Wil movement, his desire to take her in partly open Covering it with his pls-
the his arms, and his big, clean thoughts tol, he called:

ox of her as he drew a step back. It “Who |5 there?”

Ly, sent o flush of pleasure and still deep-  “A runner from Jean Crolsset,”

e trust into her cheoks.

came back a cautious voice. “I have
“You have something to tell me?"

& written message for you, M'sieur.”

she asked. He saw an arm thrust through the
the “Yes—about your mother.” window, in the hand a bit of paper.
e Her hand had touched his arm, and He advanced cautiously until he could
wing be folt her start. Briefly he told her see tho face that was peering in. Tt
e what had happened, Josephine's face was a thin, dark, fur-hooded face, with

s so white that it startled him when eyes hlack and narrow like Jean's, a
g (0 2 had finished. half-breed. He selzed the paper, and,
ould “She siid—she was moing to the still watching the face and arm, light-
n baby!" ahe breathed, as If whispering od o Iamp. Not until he had read the
Pt the words to herself, “And she was note d1q his suspicion leave him.
utes, 1 her bare feef, with her hair down,  “This i3 Plerre Langlois, my friend
vi‘“ And her xown open to the snow and of the Pipestone. If anything should
on I

vind! - Oh my Ged!™ + happen that you need me quickly et
“Perhavs she was in her sleop” hur him come nfter mé. You may trust
ted Philip. “Tt  might !l'. been him. e will put up his tepee in the
hat, Josephine” thick timber close to the dog pit. Wa
“No, she wasn't In her sleep,” re- have fonrht together. IL'Ange saved
4‘1 Josephine, meetink his eyes. his wite from the smallpox. I am
ou know that, Philip. She was going westward. Jean.”
Awike. And you have comie to tell (Continued next week.)
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