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SYNOPS8IS.

l‘hlr Mctulre, a 18-yvear-old girl living
at Tim's place in the Maine woods is
Id by her father to Pete Boldue, a
alf-breed. 8he runs away and reaches
the camp of Martin Frisble, occupled by
Martin, his wife, nephew, Raymond Stet-
son, and guldes, She tells her story and
i cared for by Mrs., Frishie, Journey of
;rlnhla'a party into woods to visit father
of Mrs. Frisble, an old hermit, who has
eesdlded In the wilderness for munr YOears,
When camp Iz broken Chip and Ray oc-
-sup{‘umv canoe, The party reach cam
of ra. Frisble's father
corued by him and Cy Walker, an old
friend and former townsman of the her-
mit. They settle down for summer's
atay. Chip and Ray are In love, but no
one reallzes thisx but Cy Walker, Strange
vanoe marke found on lake shore In front
of thelr cabin. Strange smoke s seen
cross the lake. Martin and Levi leave
or settlement to get officers to arrest
McoGuire, who i known as outlaw and
egcaped murderer, Chip's one woods
friend, Tomah, uan Indlan, visits camp,
Ray belleves he sees a bear on the ridge.
Chip is stolen by Pete Boldue and es-
vapes with her in a canoe,

CHAPTER VIill.—Continued.

One, two, five minutes elapsed, and
then a sudden suspiclon of something
wrong came to Old Cy, and, followed
by Ray, he hurried to the landing.

One pail of water stood on the foat,
hoth thelr cances were adrift on the
lake, and as Old Cy looked out, there,
heading for the outlet, was a canoe!

One swift glance and, “My God, he's
got Chip!"” told the story, and with
face fierce in anger, he darted back,
grasped his rifle, and returned.

The canoe, its paddler bending low
as he forced it Into almost leaps, was
scarce two lengths from the outlet.

Old Cy raised his rifle, then low-
ered it,

Chip was in that canoe!

His avenging shot was stayved.

And now Old Tomah leaped down
the path, rifle In hand.

One look at the vanishing canoe,
and his own, floating out upon the
lake, told him (he tale, and without a
word he turned and, plunging into the
undergrowth, leaping like a deer over
rock and chasm, vanished at the top
of the ridge.

CHAPTER IX.

While Chip, bound, gagged and help-
leas in the half-breed's cance, was just
entering the alder-choked outlet of this
lake, 20 miles below and close to
where the stream enterad another
lake, four men were launching thelr
canoes,

“It was here,” Martin was saying to
Ofticer Hersey, “one moonlight night
a year ago, that a filend of mine and
myself saw a spectral man astride a
log, just entering that bed of reeds, as
I told you. Who or what it was, we
could not guess; but as that spook
canceman went up this stream, we fol-
lowed and discovered our hermit's
home.”

“Night-time and moonshine play
queer pranks with our imagination,”
Hersey responded. “I'm not a whit
superstitious, and yet I've many a
time seen what I thought to be a
thunter creeping, along the lake shore
at night, and 1 once came near plug-
gig a fat man in a shadowy glen, 1
was up on a cliff watching down into
it, the day was cloudy, and 'way below
I saw what I was sure was a bear
crawling along the bank of the stream.
I had my rifle raised and was only
waiting for a better sight, when up
vose the bear and I saw a human face.
For a moment it made me faint, and
since then I make doubly sure before
shooting at any objeet in the woods.”

And now these four men, Levi wigld-
ing the stern paddle of Martin's canoe,
and Hersgey's deputy that of his, en-
tered the broad, winding stream. The
tall :-i]Il‘1l(’ﬂ-ltl]!ti‘nl('i'”llg darkened ilﬂ:
currentless course, long filaments of |
white moss depended from every lmb
and as they twisted and turned up this
somber highway, the alr grew stifling. |
Not a breeze, not a sound, disturbed

and are wel-.4

the solemn sllence, and except for the
swish of paddles ard faint thud as
they tonched gunwaies, the fall of a
leaf might have been heard., So dense |
was this dark, silent forest, and so for- |
bidding {ts effect, that for an hour no !
one scarce spoke, and even when the |
two canoes finally drew together, con- |

verse came in whispers. Another hour
of steady progress, and then the banks
began to outline themselves ahead, the
treeg opened more, a sign of eurrent
was met, and the sun it up their path-
way.

By now the spectral beard had van-
ished from the trees, white clouds
were reflected from the still waters,
and the gleam of sandy bottom was
seen below., The birds, inspired per-
hapg by the absence of gloom, also
added their cheering notes. Nature
was smiling once more, and not a
hint or even intuition of the fast-near-
Ing tragedy met those men.

And then, as a broad, eddying bend
in the stream held their canoes, by
tacit consent a halt was made,

Martin, his paddle erossed on the
thwarts in front, dipped a cup of the
cool, sweet water and drank. Levi
wiped the sweat from his face, and
Hersey also guenched his thirst. The
day was hot. They had paddled ten
miles. There was no hurry, and as
pipes were drawn forth and filled, con-
versation began. But just at this mo-
ment Levi's ears, ever alert, canght
the faint sound of a paddle striking a
canoe gunwale. Not as usual, in an in-
termittent fashion, as would be the
case with a skilled canoeist, but a
steady, rhythmie thud.

“Hist,” he said, and silence fell upon
the group.

And now, from far ahead, came the
steady tap, tap, tap. It soon increased,
and then it assured those walting, lis-
tening men that some canoe was being
mrged down stream.

Without a word they glanced at one
another,' and then, as if an intultion
came to both at the same time, Martin
and Hersey reached for their rifles.

On and on came the steady thump,
thump.

And then, as those stern-faced, watch-
ing, listening men, rifles in hand, al-

“I Want a Good Square Talk with Ye,
My Boy.ﬂ

most side by side, walted there, out
from behind this bend shot a eanoe.

“My God, it's Pete Boldue! Look
out!” almost yelled Levi, and “Halt!
Surrender!” from Hersey, as two
rifles were leveled at the oncomer.
Then one instant’'s gight of a red and
scarred face, a quick reach for a rifie,
a splash of water, an overturned canoe
and with a curse the astonigshed half-
breed dived into the undergrowth.

Two rifles spoke almost at the same
instant from the waiting canoes, one
answered from out the thicket. A
thrashing, struggling something in the
filled canoe next caught all eves, and
Levi, leaping into the walst-deep
stream, grasped and lifted a dripping
form.

It was Chip!

And then came another surprise; for
down a sloping, thick-grown hillside,
something was heard thrashing, and
soon Old Tomah, his eclothing in
shreds, his face bleeding, appeared to
view, i

Calculating to a nicety where he
could best intercept and head off the
escaping half-breed, he had crossed
four miles of pathless undergrowth In
less than an hour, and reached the
stream at the nearest point after it
left the lake.

How Chip, still sobbing from the
awful agony of mind, and dripping
water as well, greeted Old Tomah:
how Hersey, chagrined at the escape
of the half-breed, gave vent to mut-
tered curses; how Martin joined them
in thought; and how they all gathered
around Chip and listened to her tale
of horror, are but minor features of
the episode, and not worth the telling.

When all was said and done, Old
Tomah, grim and silent as ever, al-
though he had done what no white
man could do or would try to do,
washed his bloody face in the stream,
drank his fill of the ecool water, and
lifting Pete's half-filled canoe as easily
as il it were a shingle, tipped it, turned
the water out, and sel it on the slop.
ing bank.

“"Me take you back and waich you
now,” he sald to Chip. “You no get
culght agaln,”

And thus convoyed, poor Chip, will-
ing to clasp and caress the feet or legs
of any or all of those moen, and more
grateful than any dog ever was for a

caress, was escorted back to the lake,

All those waiting at the cabin were
at the landing when the rescuers ar-
rived. Angie, her eyes brimming, first
embraced and then Kissed the girl
Ray would have felt it a proud priv.
flege to have carried her to the cabin,
and Old Cy's wrinkled fice showed
more joy than ever gladdened it in all
his life before,

Somehow this hapleas waif had
grown dearer to them all than she or
they understood,

There was also feasting and rejole-
ing that night at Martin's wildwood
home, and mingled with it all an oft.
more, Shadowy forms and the mystic.
Ism of the willderness were more to
repeated tale.

Old Cy told one enda of it in his droll
way, Martin related the other, and
Chip filled up the Interim. lLevi had
his say, and Hersey supplied more or
less—mostly more—ofl this half-breed's
history.

Old Tomah, however, said nothing.
To hira, who lived in the past of a by-
gone 1ace which looked upon lumber.
men as devastating vanduals ever eat.
Ing Into its Kingdom, and whose
thoughts were upon the happy hunt
ing-grounds soon to be entered, this
half-breed’s lust and cunning were as
the fall of the leaf. Were it needful
he would, as he had, plunge through
bramble and brier and leap over rock
and chasm to rescue hig blg pappoose,
but now that she was sale again, he
lapsed into his stoleal reserve once
his taste than all the pathos of human
life; and while his eyes kindled at
Chip's smile, his thoughts were follow:
ing some storm or tempest sweeping
over a vast wilderness, or the rush
and roar of the great white spectre.

“Chip Is good girl,” he said to Angile
the next morning, “and white lady
love her. Tomah's heart is like squaw
heart, too; but he go away and forget.
White lady must not forget,” and with
that mixture of tenderness and stole-
Ism he strode away, and the last seen
of him was when he entered the out-
let without onece looking hack at the
cabin where his “big pappoose” was
kept.

More serious, however, were the
facts Martin and Hersey now had to
conslder, and a councll of war, as it
were, was now held with Levi, Old Cy
and the deputy ag advisers,

What the half-breed would now do,
and in what way they could now ecap-
ture him were, of course, discussed,
and as usual In such cases, it was of
no avall, because they were dealing
with absolutely unknown quantities.

He was now at large in this wilder-
ness, knew where the girl and his ene-
mies were, and as Hersev sald, “He
had the drop on them."

“I belleve in standing by our guns,”
that officer continued, after ull these
conclusions had been admitted., “We
are here to rid the woods of this
scoundrel. We have five good rifles
and know how to use them. The law
is on our side, for he refused to sur-
render, and returned our shots; and
If I catech sight of him, I shall shoot
to cripple, anyway,"”

Old Cy's advice, however, was more
pacifie.

“My notion is this feller's a coward-
ly cuss,” he sald, “a sort o' human
hyena. - He'll never show himself in
the open, but come prowlin' ‘round
nights, stealln’ anything he can. He
may take a pop at some on us from
a-top o' the ridge; but I callate he'll
never venture within gunshot day-
times. His sort is allus more skeered
o' us'n we need be o him."”

In spite of Old (y's conclusions,
however, the camp remained in a state
of siege that day and many days fol-
lowing.

Angle and Chip seldom strayed far
from the eabin. Ray assumed the wa.
ter-bringing, night and morning. Old
Cy and Levi patroled the premises,
‘while Martin, Hersey, and his deputy
hunted a little for game and a good
deal for moccasined footprints or a
slght or a sign of this half-breed.

Hersey, more especially, made him
his object of pursuit. He had come
here for that purpose, his pride and
reputation were at stake, and the
thousand dollars Martin had agreed to
pay was a minor factor. He and his
mate passed hours in the mornings
and late in the alternoon watching
from wide apart outlooks on the ridge.
They made long jaunts up the brook
valley where the smoke sign had been
geen, they found where this half-breed
had built a fire here, and later another
lair, a mile from the cabins and in this
ridge. T.ong detours they made In
other directions, 0O!d Tomah's trail In
the forest was crossed; but neither in
forest nor on lake shore were any re-
cent footprints of the half-breed found.
Old ones were dizcovered in plenty.
An almost beaten trail led from his
lair In the ridge to a crevasse back of
the cabins, but to one well versed in
wood tracks, it was easy to tell how !
old these tracks were.

A freshly made (rall in the forest
bears unmistakable evidence of ts
date, and no woodwige man ever econ-
founds a two or three days' old one
with it. One footprint may not deter- |
mine this ocenlt fact; but followed
to where the moss 8 spongy or the
carth molst, 2 matter of hours, even,
can be decided,

A week of this watehfuluess, with
no sign of their enemy’s return, not

even to within the clrcult patrole®
time and again, began to relieve suss
pense and awaken curlosity. They
had been 50 sure, especially Martin,
that he would come back for revenge,
that now It was hard to account for
his not dolng so.

“My Idee Is he got so skeered at
them two shots,” Old Cy asserted, “'he
hain't stopped runnin’ vit.” And then
the old man chuckled at the ludicrous
pleture of this perniclons “varmint"
seampering through a wilderness from
fright.

But Old Cy was wrong. It was not
fear that saved them from a prompt
visttation from this half-breed, but
lack of means of defense. The one
shot remaining In his rifle at the mo-
ment of meeting had been sent on its
vengeful errand, all the rest of his
ammunition was in hig canoe, and now
on the bottom of the stream. Being
thus ecrippled for means to act, the
only course left to him was a return to
hig cabin 75 miles away, with only a
hunting-knife to sustain lfe with.

He lived to reach his hut on the Fox
Hole, and from that moment on, this
wilderness held an lmplacable enemy
of MecGulre's, sworn to kill him, Arst
of all.

CHAPTER X. «

For two weeks the |lttle party at
Bireh Camp first watched and then
began to enjoy themselves once more.
September had come, the first tint of
antumn colored every patch of hard-
wood, a mellow haze softened the out-
line of each green-clad hill and moun-
tain, the sun rose red and salled an
unclouded course each day, and gentle
breezes rippled the lake. The forest,
the sky, the air and earth, all seemed
in harmonious mood, and the one dls-
cordant note, fear of this half-breed,
slowly vanished,

“Chip resumed her hour of study
each day; a little fishing and hunting
was Indulged In by Martin and the
two officers; wild ducks, partridges,
deer and trout supplied their table;
each evening all gathered about the
open fire In Martin's new cabin, and
while the older people chatted, Ray
took his banjo or whispered with Chip.

These two, quite unguessed by Angle,
had become almost lovers, and as it
was understood Chip was to be taken
to Greenvale, all that wonder-world to
her, had heen deseribed by Ray many
times. He also outlined many little
plans for sleigh rides, skating on the
mill pond, and dances which he and
she were to enjoy together,

His own future and llvelihood were
a little hazy to him. These matters
do not impress a yvouth of 18; but of
one thing he felt sure,—that Chip with
her rosy face and black eyes, always
tender to him, was to be his future
companion In all pleasures. It was
love among the spruce trees, a sum-
mer idyl made tender by the dangers
interrupting 1t, and hidden from all
eves except Old Cy's, who was these
voung friends’ favorite,

But these days of mingled romance
and tragic happenings, of shooting,
fishing, story-telling and wildwood life
were nearing their end, and one even-
ing Martin announced that on the
morrow they would pack thelr belong-
ings and, escorted by the officers,
leave the wilderness.,

The next morning Old Cy ook Ray
aside,

“l want a good square talk with ye,
my boy,” he sald, “an’ I'm goin’ to do
ve a good turn if I kin. Now to hegin,
I s’pose ve know yer aunt’s goin' to
take Chip to Greenvale 'n' gin her a
chance at the schoolin' she sartinly
needs. Now you're callatin’ to go 'long
'n' have a. heap o' fun this winter,
I'm goin' to stay here 'n' keer for
Amzl. This is the situation 'hout as
It Is. Now you hev got yer eddlcation,
'n" the next move I8 to make yer way
in the world 'n' arn suthin’, an' ez a
starter, | want ye to stay here this
winter with me 'n' trap. The woods
round here is jist bristlin' with spruce
gum that is worth a dollar-fifty a
pound,-easy. We've got two months
now, 'fore snow gits deep. We kin
live on the top shelf in the way o' fish
'n' game., We'll ketch a b'ar and
pickle his meat 'n' smoke his hams,
and when spring comes, I'll take ye
out with mebbe five hundred dollars’
worth of furs 'n’ gum ez a beginnin'.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Worshipers Carry Fire.

While seeing many people leaving
the cathedral I entered to look around
the Interfor of the fine chancel. In-
side I saw numbers of men carrying
huge wlcker baskets filled with tri-
angular earthonware dishes in each
ol which still smoldered some glowing

embers In a bed of white ash, These
they earried into the clolsters and
emptied solemnly into great metal

bing. On reentering the building the
secret stood revealed. Owing to the
extreme cold each member of the con-
gregation hives for a doppeltjer, or the
sum of 2d., an earthen dish with a
block of glowing peat under the little

Retained Vitality Long.

Last spring n farmer living near
Memphis, Tenn., unearthed a vessel
contalning corn while excavating near
one of the forts made by the mound:
bullders. He planted some of the ce-
real, and, strange as It may seem, got
& yleld. The kernels were small in
size and mooty blaxk in color.

Beware of Loquacity.

The curt old doctor who told a
nervous patient to stop talking and
she would get well was more truthful
than politic. There I8 no doubt that
constant talking wastes vitalily and
wears upon the nervous system. Often
one of the frst signs of a nervous
breakdown is unusual loguaclousness.

Why the 8ky Looks Blue.

It is the atmosphere that makes the
sky look blue and the moon yellow,
It we could ascend to an elevation
of 60 miles above the earth's surface
we should see that the moon Is a
brillfant white, while the sky would
be Dblack, with the stars shining as

brightly In the daytime as at night.—
The Reader

Good Breeding.

Make good breeding the great obe
Jeet of your thoughts and actions, at
least half the day, amd be convinced
that good breeding 1s, to all worldly
qQualifications, what charity 1s to all
Christian virtues. Observe how it
adorns merit, and how often it covers
the want ef it. May yvouw wear It to

adorn, and not to cover you—Lord
Chesterfield.

Young Editors.

In the United States to-day are 18
juvenile magazines edited and man-
aged by girls less than 16 years old,
and about 90 weekly newspapers run
by boys. All of them appear to be
doing well. In most cases the editor
sets all the type and does his own
hustling for advertiging. Some of the
best weekly newspapers In the coun-
try to-day were first started by boys.

Eternal Feminine.

Men say that women’s friendships
are not as staunch and true and last-
ing as men's because a woman I8 o
ready to believe all that she hears
against her best friend, while a man
will only judge his friend by what he
I8 to him, not by whar the world says
of him. 1Is this true? If so, it will re-
main 5o just as long as average charm-
ers se¢ In man nothing but possible
husbande, escorts and glft-givers,

Teach Children Love of Nature.

A love of nature should be implant-
ed in the mind of the youngest child.
A beautiful sunset gives pleasure to
the tinlest tot whose ultentlon is di-
rected to It. To love flowers, lrees,
books, and all the wonders of nature
Is one of the main things for a child
to learn at an early age. BSclence and
analysis should have no part in his
oducation at this time,

Of a School That Is Gone.

This {8 the slory of a gentleman
and lady of the old school; As the
story opens the lady 18 boarding a
street car. The gentleman {mme-
diately rises and offers her hls seat,
Bhe falls dead. But before expiring
she thanks himu. Then he falls deny,
too. 8o there are two of their at
the Inquest, and the verdiet Is to
the effect that it Is time they were
passing away.—Puck,

Wash-Day Hints,

The hanging of small articles on a
line to dry Is & tiresome process. The
worst part of the work can be done
indoors. Take a strip of muslin about
eight Inches wide. At (ntervals of
about six inches along one gide of the
strip stick large pins through the mus-
lin, so that half of each pin will ex-
tend below the strip. When ready to
hang out, attach each article to one of
the pins. Collars and cuffs may be
hung by passing the pln through the
buttonhole. Pin the strip to the
clothesline with clothespins,
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Irregular.

“some big-voiced men,” said Unele
Fhen, “gits into argumoents ‘cause dey
nin' got thme 1o go to a ball game and
do their hollerin' in de regular way,”
—Washington Star,
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