CHAPTER X.
On the Two Sides of the Door.

The cabin contained a large and a
small room. In the wall between
‘them there was a doorway closed by
;an ordinary batten door with a wood-
len latch and no lock. Closed it served
to hide the occupant of ome room
from the view of the other, otherwise
it was but a feeble protection. Even
‘had it possessed a lock, a vigorous
.man could have burst it through in a
Jmoment.

These thoughts did not come very
«clearly to Enid Maitland. Few
thoughts of any kind came Yo her.'!
{Where she lay she could see plainly
ithe dancing light of the glorious fire.
'‘She was warm, the deftly wrapped
bandage, the healing lotion upon her
foot, had greatly relieved the pain in
that wounded member. The bed was
hard but comfortable, much more so
‘than the sleeping bags to which of
late she had been accustomed.

Few women had gone through such
‘experiences, mental and physical, as
had befallen her within the last few
{hours and lived to tell the story. Had
!it not been for the exhaustive strains

body and“spirit to which she had
{been subjected, her mental facuilties
fwould have been on the alert and the
f of her iq! position
‘would have made her so nervous that
she could not have slept. |
; For the time being, however, the
physical demands upon her entity
{were paramount; she was dry, she
‘'was warm, she was fed, she was free
from anxiety and she was absolutely
llmut.terably weary. Her thoughts
'were vague, inchoate, unconcentrated.
The fire wavered before her eyes, she
‘closed them in a few moments and
did not open them.

‘Without a thought, without a care,
she fell asleep. Her repose was com-
plete, not a dream even disturbed the
profound slumber into which she
sank. Pretty picture she made; her
‘head thrown backward, her golden
'bair roughly dried and quickly plait- |
ed in long braids, one of which fell |
along the pillow while. the other
icurled lovingly around her neck. Her !
face in the natural light would have
ylooked pallid from what she had gone
through, but the fire cast red glows
upon it; the fitful light flickered
'‘across her countenance and some-
times deep shadows unrelieved ac-
‘centuated the paleness born of her
lnuﬂerlnn.

There is no light that plays so
many tricks with the imagination, or
that so stimulates the fancy as the
light of an open fire. In its suddén
outbursts it sometimes seems to add
life touches to the sleeping and the
dead. Had there been any eye to see
fthis girl, she would have made a de-
Jightful picture in the warm glow.
from the stone hearth. There were
no eyes to look, however, save those
which belonged to the man on the
wother side of the door.

On the hither side of that door in
the room where the fire burned on the
Jhearth, there was rest in the heart of
the occupant; on the farther side
where the fire only burned in the
heart, there was tumult. Not outward
and visible, but inward and spiritual,
and yet there was no lack of apparent
manifestation of the turmoil in the
;man’s soul.

Albeit the room was smaller than
‘the other, it was still of a good size.
He walked nervously up and down
from one end to the other as cease-
lessly as a wild animal impatient of
captivity stalks the narrow limits of
his contracted cage. The even tenor

str

©of hig life had suddenly been diverted. |

The ordinary sequence of his days
had been abruptly changed. The pri-
vacy of five years which he had hoped
‘and dreamed might exist as long as
ihe, had been rudely broken in upon.
{Humanity, which he bhad avolded,
{from which he had fled, which he had
|cast away forever, had found him.
Ablit, excessit, evasit, erupit! And, lo,
his departures were all in vain! The
fworld with all its grandeur and its in-
significance, with all its powers and
lits weaknesses, with all its opportu-
mities and its obligations, with all its
Joys and its sorrows, had knocked at
his door; and that the knocking hand
‘was that of a woman, but added to
his perplexity and to his dismay.
He had cherished a dream that he
live to himself alone with but &
to bear him company, and
that gream he had been thune
derously awakened. Everything was
. What had once been easy
now become fimpossible. He
send her away, But though he
her to secrecy she would have l

tell her story and something of his;
e world would learn some of it and

{sgek him out with insatiable curlos- fft

o know the rest.

] as keen as his would present-
iy wearch and ‘scrutinize the moun-|
talns where he had roamed alone.
“I'hey. would se¢ what he had seen,
what he had found. Mankind,
] would swarm ‘and hive
and fight and love and

Great God!

now of necessity to his

another
pot' dwell *
he

memory
in

'dark and having gained some domi-

{(him who having been blind doth now

| forbid that we should deny it. In the

| an who is born again of love knows it

but in gpiritual significance, and in
one day that house had fallen.. He
'stood amid the wrecked remains of it
trying to recreate it, to endow once
more with the fitted precision of the
past the shapeless broken units of the
fabric of his fond imagination.

While he resented the flerce, sav-
age, passionate intensity the interrup-
tion of this woman into his life.
While he throbbed with equal inten-
sity and almost as much passion at
the thought of her.

Have you ever climbed a mountain
early in the morning while it was yet

nant crest stood staring at the far
horizon, the empurpled east, while the
“‘dawn came up like thunder?” Or
Ibetter still, have you ever stood with-
in the cold, dark recesses of some
Heep valley of river or pass and
watched the clear light spread its
‘bars athwart the heavens like nebu-
lous mighty pinions along the light
‘touched crest of a towering range, un-
til all of a sudden, with a leap almost
of joy, the great sun blazed in the
high horizon? g

You might be born a child of the
dark, and light might sear and burn
your eye balls accustomed to cooler
deeper shades, yet you could no more
turn away from this glory, though you
might hate it, than by mere effort of
will you could cease to breathe the
air. The shock that you might feel,
the sudden surprise, is only faintly sug-
gestive of the emotions in the breast
of this man. A

Once long ago the gentlest and ten-
derest of voices called from the dark
to the light, the blind. And it is given
to modern science and to modern skill
‘sometimes to emulate that godlike
achievement. Perhaps the surprise,
'the amazement, the bewilderment, of

isee, if we can imagine it mot having
been in the case ourselves, will be a bet-
jter guide to the understanding of
jman’s emotion when this woman came
suddenly into his lonely orbit. His
.eyes were opened although he would
not know it. He fought down his new
consciousness and would have none of
it. Yet it was there. He loved her!
With what joy did Selkirk welcome
the savage sharer of his solitude! Sup-
pose she had been a woman of his own
race; had she been old, withered, hid-
eous, he must have loved her on the
instant, much more if she were young
and beautiful. The thing was inev-
itable. Such passions are born. God

busy haunts of men where women are
as plenty as blackberries, to use Fal«
staff’s simile, and where a man may
sometimes choose between a hundred,
‘or a thousand, such loves are born, for-
‘ever.

A voice in the night, a face in the
street, a whispered word, the touch
of a hand, the answering throb of an-
other heart—and behold! two walk to-
gether where before each walked
alone. Sometimes the man or the wom-

not, refuses to admit it, refuses to
recognize it. Some birth pain must
awaken the consciousness of the new
life.

It those things are true and possi-
ble under every day conditions and
to ordinary men and women, how
much more to this solitary. He had
seen this woman, white breasted like
the foam, rising as the ancient god-
dress from the Paphian sea. Over that

ollection, as he was a gentleman

d & Christian, he would fain draw a
purtain, before it erect a wall. He
must not dwell upor’ that fact, he
‘would not linger over that moment.
Yet he could not forget it.

Then he had seen her lying prone,
vet unconsciously graceful in her aban-
donment, on the sward; he had caught
| glimpse of her white face desperate-
y uptossed by the rolling water; he |
ad looked Into the unfathomable |
idepth of her eyes at that moment |
Iwhen she had awakened in his arms
Fnor such a struggle as had taxed his
imanhood and almost broken his heart; |
'he had carried her unconsciously,
ghastly white with her pain-drawn
face, stumbling desperately over the
rocks in the beating rain to this, his
jhome. There he had held that poor,
'bruised slender little foot in his hand,
‘gently, skilfully treating it, when he
longed to press his lips passionately

|jupon it. Last of all he had looked

'into her face, warmed with the red
light of the fire, searched her weary
jeyes almost like blue pools, in whose
idepths there yet lurked life and Mght, |
‘while her golden hair tinged crim- |
son by the blaze lay on the white pil- !
llow—and he loved her. God pity him,

hting against fact and admission of
it, yet how could e help it?

He had loved once before in his life,
'with the fire of youth and spring, but
was not like this. He did not rec-
jognige this new passion in any light |
ifrom the past; therefore he would not
isdmit it. Hence, he did not under-
stand it. But he saw and
fand understood enough to
ithe past was no longer
isubject in his life, that

pose higher, bulked
more
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Teil at tne nrst anovwner
woman?

He stopped his ceaseless pace for-
ward and backward, and stopped near
that frail and futile door. She was
there and there was none to prevent.
His hand sought the latch.

signt o

What was he about to do? God for- |

bid that a thought he could not freely
share with humanity should enter his
brain then. He held all women sacred,
and so he had ever done, and this
woman in her loneliness, in her help-
lessness, ifi her weakness, trebly ap-
pealed to him. But he would look
upon her, he would fain see if she
were there, if it were all not a dream,
the creation of his disordered imagin-
ation.

Men had gone mad in hermitages in
the mountains, they had been driven
insane in lonely oases in vast des-
erts; and.they had peopled their soli-
tude with men and women. Was this
some working of a disordered brain, too
too much turned upon itself and with
%o tremendous a pressure upon it,
producing an illusion? Was there in
ruth any woman there? He would
raise the latch and open the door and
look. Once more the hand went stealth-
ily to the latch,

The woman slept quietly on. No thin
barricade easily unlocked or easily
broken protected her. Something in-
tangible, yet stronger than the thick-
est, the most rigid bars of steel guard-
ed her; something unseen, indescrib-
able, but so unmistakable when it
throbs in the breast of those who de-
pend on it feel that their depend

casual vision~ He Heard diher Ssouncs
than the beat of the rain upon the
roof, the roar of the wind down the
canon. A voice that he had sworn,
he would never forget, but which, God
forgive him, had not now the clearness
that it might have had yesterday,
whispered awful words to him.

Anon he looked into another face,
red, too, with no hue from the hearth
or leaping flame, but red with the
blood of ghastly wounds. He heard
again that report, the roar louder and
more terrible than any peal of thun-
der that rived the clouds above his
head and made the mountains quake |

tremble. ‘He was 1 !

the awful stillness of death that su- |

ded. He dropped on his knael.|

uried his face in his hands where

‘they rested on picture and locket on |
the rude table.

Ah, the past died hard, for a mo-
ment he was the lover of old—remorse,
passionate expiation, solitude—he md|
the dead together—the world and the
living forgot! He would mnot be
false, he would be true, there was no
power in any feeble woman's tender
hand to drive him off his course, to
shake his purpose, to make him a new, |
another man. Oh, Vanitas, Van-
itatum! |

On the other side of the door the
unconscious woman slept quietly on.
The red firelight died away, the glow-
ing coals sank into gray ash. Within |
the other room the cold dawn stealing

through the unshaded window looked
upon a fleld of battle—death, wounds,
triumphs, defeats—portrayed upon one

is not in vain watched over her.

Cherishing no evil thought, the man;
had power to gratify. his desire which
might yet bear a sinister construction
should it be observed. It was her pri’
vacy he was invading. She had trust-

ed to him, she had sald so, to his hon- '
or, and that stood her in good stead. |

His honor! Not in five yéars had he
heard the word or thought the thing,
but he had not forgotten it. She had

not appealed to an unreal thing; upon, '

that her trust was based. His hand
left the latch, it fell gently, he drew
back and turned away trembling, a
conqueror who mast himself. He
was awake to the t again.

What had he been about to do? Pro-
fane, uninvited, the sanctity of her
chamber, violate the hospitality of his
own house? Even with a proper mo-
tive, imperil his self-respect, shatter
her trust, endanger that | onor which
80 suddenly became a p: - of him on
demand? She would 1 ;t probably;
know; she could never know unless
she awoke. What of that? That an-
clent honor of his life and race rose
like a mountain whose scarped face
cannot be scaled.

He fell back with a swift turn, a
feeling almost womanly; and more
men, perhaps, if they lived in fem-
inine isolation,
women are s0 often by necessity,
would be as feminine as their sisters—
influenced him, overcame him. His
hand went to his hunting shirt. Nerv-

He Stared From One to the Other,

ously he tore it open; he grasped a
bright object that hung against his
breast, As he did so, the thought came
to him that not before In five years
had he been for a moment uncom-
sclous of the pressure of that locket
over his heart, but now that this oth-
er had come, he had to seck for it to
find it

The man dragged it out, held it In
his hand and opened it. He held it so’
tightly. that it almost gave beneath:

Jthe strong grasp of his strong hand.

From a nearby box he drew another
Object with his other hand. He ;

the two to the light, the soft Mght

| times victors and vanquished alike up-

as self-centered as |ithe

kets. She presently tested her wound-

poor h face, upturned as some-

turn stark faces from the field to the
God above who may pity but who has
not intervened.
| 8o Jacob may have looked after
| that awful night when he wrestled un-!
til the day broke, with the angel, and
‘would not let him go until he blessed
him, walking, forever after with halt-|
ing step as memorial, but with his'
blessing Barned. Hath this man’s bless-
ing won or not? And must he pay
for it if he hath achleved it? |

And all the while the woman slept
quietly upon the other side of that
‘door.

CHAPTER Xl

‘ —_—
! The Log Hut In the Mountains, |

What awakened the woman she did
[not know; in all probability it was
ithe bright sunlight streaming through
‘the narrow window before her. The
cabin was so placed that the sun did
not strike fairly into the room until
it was some hours high, consequently |
she had her long sleep out entirely un- |
disturbed. The man had made no ef-|
fort whatever to awaken her. What. |
. @ver tasks he had performed since day-
‘break had been so silently accom plish-
ed that she had not been aware of

So soon as he could do go, he had left |
e cabin and was now busily congaged
,ln his daily duties outside the cabin |
and beyond earshot. He knew that |
{sleep was the very best medicine for
fher, and it was best that she should |
‘not be disturbed until in her own good
time she awoke.
The clouds had emptied themselves
during the night, and the wind hnd{
at last died away toward morning, and |
now there was a great calm abroad in |
ithe land. The sunlight was dazzling.
lOutside, where the untempered rays
beat full upon the crests of the moun-
ains, it was doubtless warm, but with-
in the cabin it was chilly, The fire
had long.  since burned completely
away, and he had not entered the room
to replenish it. Yet Enid Maitland had
lain snug and warm under her blan-

led foot, by moving it gently, and dis-
coyered agreeably that it was much
lless painful than she had anticipated.
The treatment the night before had
been very successful.

She did not get up immediately, but
the coldness of the room struck her so
Soon as she got out of bed. Upon her
first awakening'she was hardly con-
sclous of her situation; her sleep had
been too long and too heavy, and her
awakening too gradual for any sud-
den appreciation of the new condition.
it was not until she Had stared around
the walls of the rude cabin for some-
time, that she realized where she was
hnd what had happened. When she

fid so she arose at once.
Her first impulse was to call. Never
n her life had she felt such death-
stillness. Even in the camp al-
always there had been a whis-
Of breeze through the pine trees,
the chatter of water over the rocks.
bere there were no pine trees and
sound of rushing brook came to |
At was almost painful. She was
%o dress #nd go out of the House.
#tood upon the rifle punéheon
¢’ to

On one foot, deyet |
b o o o 'w’. i

|§were all ske had.

tthe other. "There were her clothés on
ichairs and tables before the fireplace.
‘Such had been the heat thrown out by
hat huge blaze that a brief inspec-
tlon convinced her that everything
fwas thoroughly dry. Dry or wet, she
must needs put them on, since they
She noticed that
there were no locks on the doors, and
she realized, that the only protection
she had was the sense of decency and
the honor of the man. That she had
been allowed her sleep unmolested
made her the more confident on that
account,

She dressed hastily, although it was
the work of some difficulty in view of
her wounded foot, and of the stiff con-
dition of her rough, dried apparel
Presently she was completely clothed,
save for that disrobed foot. With the
big clumsy bandages upon it, she could
not draw her stocking over it, and even
it she succeded in that, she could in
no way make shift to put on her boot.

The situation was awkward, the pre-
dicament annoying. She was wearing
bloomers and a short skirt for her
mountain climbing, and she did not
know quite what to do. She thought of
tearing up one of the rough, unbleach-
ed sheets and wrapping it around her
leg, but she hesitated as to that. It
was very trying. Otherwise, she would
have opened the door and stepped out
Iato the open air. Now she felt her-
pelf virtually a prisoner.

She had been thankful that no one
had disturbed her, but now she wished
for the man. In her helplessness she
thought of his resourcefulness with
eagerness. The man, however, did not
fappear, and there was nothing for her
to do but to wait for him. Takine one
©of the blankets from the bed, she sat
down and drew it across her knees and
took stock of the room.

The cabin was built of logs, the
room was large, perhaps 12 by 20 feet,
iwith one side completely taken np by
the stone fireplace; there were two
windows, one on either side of the
outer door, which opened toward the
southwest. The walls were unplaster-
ed save in the chinks between tke
rough hewn logs of which it was made.
Over the fireplace and around on one
side ran a rude shelf covered with
books. She had no opportunity to ex-
amine them, although later she would
become familiar with every one of
them.

Into the walls on the other side
were driven wooden pegs; from some
of them hung a pair of snow shoes, a
heavy Winchester rifle, fishing tackle
and other necessary wilderness para-
phernalia. On the puncheon floor wolf
and bear skins were spread. In one

| corner against the wall again were

piled several splendid pairs of horns
from the mountain sheep.

The furniture consisted of the single
bed or berth in which she had slept
built against the wall in one of the
corners, a rude table on which were
writing materials and some books.
A row of curtained shelves, evidently
made of small boxes and surmounted
by a mirror, occupled another space.
There were two or three chairs, the
handiwork of the owner, comfortable
enough in spite of their rude construc-
tion. On some other pegs hung a
slicker and a sou'wester, a fur over-
coat, a fur cap and other rough clothes;
a pair of heavy boots stood by the
fireplace. On another shelf there were
a number of scientific instruments, the
nature of which she eould not deler-
mine, although she could see that they
were all in a beautiful state of pres-
ervation. i

There was plenty of rude comfort in
the room, which was excessively man-
nish. In fact, there was nothing any-
where which in any way spoke of the
existence of woman—except a picture
in a small, rough, wooden frame which
stood on the table before which she
sat down. The picture was of a hand-
some woman—naturally Enid Maitland
saw that before anything else. She
would not have been a woman if that
had not engaged her attention more
forcibly than-any other fact in the
room. She picked it up and studied
it long and earmestly, ,L quite uncon-
scious of the reason for her interest,
and yet a certain uneasy feellpg might:
have warned her of what was toward
in her bosom.

This young woman had not yet had
time to get her bearings. She had not
been able to realize all the circum-
stances of her adventure. S0 soon as
she did so she would know that into
ber life s man had come, and what-
ever the course of that life might be
fn the future, he would mever again
be out of it.

It was therefore with mingled and

a little alarmed, and had just about
made up her mind to rise and stum-
ble out as she was, when she heard
steps outside and a knock on the
door.
“What is it?” she asked in response,
“May I come in?"
“Yes,” was the quick answer.
The man opened the door, left it
pjar and entered the room.

“Have you been awake long?’ he
began abruptly.

*“Not very.”
| *I didn’t disturb you, because you
peeded sleep more than anything else.

do you feel?”

| “Greatly refreshed, thank you.”
| “And hungry, I suppose?”
{ “Very”
| “I will soon remedy that.

Your

ment, or what4qver it was you put on
it, and more of] that bandage, I think
I can attend to ¥ myself, but, you see,

The man nodded; he/seemed to un-
derstand. He went t
chiffonier and drew from it a long,
coarse woolen stocking.

“That is the best that I can do for
you,” he sald.

“And that will do very nicely,” said
the girl. “It will cover the bandage,
and that is the main thing.”

The man laid on the table by the
side of the stocking another strip of
bandage torn from the same sheet. As
he did so, he noticed the picture. He
caught it up quickly, & dark flush
spreading over his face, and holding
it in his hand, he turned abruptly
away.

“I1 will go and cook you some break-
st while you get yourself ready. If
you have not washed, you'll find a
bucket of water and a basin and towel
outside the door.”

He went through the inner door as
isuddenly as he had come through the
outer one. He was a man of few words,
and whatever social grace he might
once have possessed, and in more fa-
vorable circumstances exhibited, was
not noticeable now. The tenderness
with which he had caressed her the
night before had also vanished.

His bearing had been cool, almost
harsh and forbidding, and his manner
was as grim as his appearance. The
conversation had been a brief one, and
her opportunity for inspection of him
consequently limited. Yet she had
taken him in. He was a tall, splendid
man, No longer young, perhaps, but in
the prime of life and vigor. His com-
plexion was dark and burned browner
by long exposure to sun and wind, win-
ter and summer. In spite of the brown,
there was a certain color, a hue of
health in his cheeks. His eyes were
hazel, sometimes brown, sometimes
gray, and sometimes blue, she after-
ward learned. A short thick closely
cut beard and mustache covered the
lower part of his face disguised but
not hiding the squareness of his jaw
and the firmness of his lips.

He had worn his cap when he enter-
ed, and when he took it,off she no-
ticed that his dark hair was tinged
with white. He was dressed in a leath-
er hunting suit, somewhat the worse

He Caught It Up Quickly.

for wear, but fitting him in a way to
give free play to all his muscles, His
movements were swift, energetic anrd
graceful. Sue did not wonder that he
had so easily hurled the bear to cne
side and had managed to carry her—no
light weight, indeed!—over what she
dimly recognized must have been a
horrible trail, which, burdened &s he
was, would have been impossible to ¢
man of less splendid vigor than he.

The cabin was low ceiled, and as
she sat looking up at him, he had tow-
ered above her until he seemed to
fill it. Naturally, she had scrutinized
his every action, as she had hung on
his every word. His swift and some-
what startled movement, his frowning
A8 he had seised the picture on which
she had gazed with such interest,
aroused the liveliest surprise and cu-
riosity in her heart. -

Who was this woman? Why.was he
80 quick to remove the picture from
her gase? Thoughts rushed tumultu-
ously through her brais, but she real
ised at once that she lacked time to
jndulge them. She ocould hear him

' | poving sbout in the other yoom. She
| threw aside the blanket with which,

she had draped h«oou.enuulth,

' | Yandige on her foot, drew on

rise and confront her within a stone’s|
throw of the place where she stood. |

On one side of the pretty lake
the valley, or pocket, beneath,
was a little grassy cleaﬂnz.lmlﬂl-“
the dweller in the wilderness had!
built a rude corral for the burros. Om|
a rough bench by the side of the door|
she saw the primitive conveniences to|
which he had alluded. The
was delightfully soft and as it
stood exposed to the sun’s direct rays|
for some time, although the air was
exceedingly crisp and cold, it was
itempered sufficiently to be merely,
cool and agreeable. She luxuriated
jin it for a few moments, and while
she had her face buried in the towel,
roughn, coarse, btiv clean, she heard &
step. She looked up in time to see
the man lay down upon the bench &
smali mirror and a clean comb. Hol
sald nothing as he did so, and she had,
no opportunity to thank him before
be was gone. The thoughtfulness of]
the act affected her strangely, and she;
was very glad of a chance to unbraid|
her bair, comb it out and plait it
again. She had not a hair pin left, of
‘course, and all she could do with it
was to replait it and let it hang upon;
her shoulders. Her colffure would have'
looked very strange to civilization, but
out there in the mountains, it was em-
inently appropriate. 2

Without noticing details, the man;
felt the general effect as she limped
back into the room toward the table.
Her breakfast was ready for her. It
was a coarse fare, bacon, a baked po-
tato, hard tack crisped before the fire,
coffee, black and strong, with sugar,
but no cream. The dishes matched
the fare, too, yet she noticed that the
fork was of silver, and by her plate
there was a napkin, rough dried, but
of fine linen. The man had just set
the table when she appeared.

“I am sorry I have no cream,” he
said, and then, before she could make
comment or reply, he turned and
walked out of the room, his purpose
evidently being not to embarrass her
by his presence.while she ate.

Enid Maitland had grown to relish
the camp fare, bringing to it the appe-
tite of good health and exertion. She
had never eaten anything that tasted
80 good to her as that rude meal that
morning, yel she would have enjoyed
the brimminz, smoking coffee pot on
it better, she thought, if he had only
shared it with her, if she had not been
compelled to eat it alone. She has-
tened her meal on that account, deter-
mined as soon as she had finished her
breakfast to seek the man and have
some definite understanding with
him,

And, after all, she reflected that
she was better alone than in his
presence, for there would come steal-
ing into her thoughts the distressing
episode of the morning before, try
as she would to put it out of her mind.
Well, she was a fairly sensible girl;
the matter was passed, it could not be
helped now, she would forget it as
much as was possible. She would
recur to it with mortification later om,
but the present was so full of grave
problems that there was not any room
for the past.

(Continued)

STORMY WEATHER
HARD ON BABY

The stormy, blustery weather
which we have during February and
March is extremely hard on child-
ren. Conditions make it necegsary
for the mother to keep them in' the
house. They are cfien confined to
overheated, badly ventilated ro@ms
and catch colds which rack their
whole system To guard aggnst this
a box of Baby's Own Tablets should
be kept in the house and an occa-
sional dose given the baby to keep
his stomach and bowels working
regularly. This will not fail to
break up colds and keep the health
of the baby in good condition till
the brighter days come along. The
Tablets are sold by medicine deal-
ers or by mail at 25 cents a box
from The Dr. Willlams Medicine
Co., Briockville, Ont. Kadvt)

SAFE IN RUSSIA
The ice breaker, formerly the J.
D. Hazen, purchaspd by Russia from
the Domjnion GovVernmént anrd com-
manded by Capt. John L Read, Sum-
merside, P. E. I, formerly command-
ing the Island winter steamers Harl
Grey and Minto, has arrivell safely
in Rusela A large number. of thée
crew are Islandern. Capt. Read took
the Minto out to Russia over a year
ago 3 L .
A serious codl shortage exists da
Fredericton, Sackville, Amherst and
some other places. Green wood
Fredericton is selling from “I ;&
bt}

3750 oor cord. - g
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