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SYNOPSIS.

Chip McGulre, & 16-year-old girl living
at Tim's place In the Malne woods Is
sold by her father to Pele Bolduce, a
half-breed. 8he runs awny and reaches
the camp of Martin Frisbie, occupled by
Martin, his wife, nephew, Raymond Stet-
son, and guldes. She tells her story and
I8 vired for by Mrs, Frisble, Journey of
Frisbie's party into woods to visit father
of Mrs, Frisble, an old hermit, who has
resided in the wildernesa for many years,
When camp I8 broken Chip and Ray oc-
cupy same canoe, The party reach camp
of Mrs. Frisble's father and are wel-
comed by him and Cy Walker, an old
friend and former townsman of the her-
mit. Theyv settle down for summer's
atay. Chip and Ray are In love, but no
one realizes this but Cy Walker. Strange
canoe marks found on lake shore In front
of their cabin., Strange smoke I8 seen
aoross the Inke, Martin and Levi leave
for settlement to get officers to arrest
MoeCulre, who is known as outlaw and
escuped murderer. Chip's one woods
friend, Tomah, an Indlan, visits camp.
Ray belleves he seep a bear on the ridge.
Chip is stolen by Pete Buldoc and es-
capes with her in a ecanoe, Chip Is res-
cusd by Martin and Levi as they are re-
turned from the settlement. Boldue es-
capes, Old Cy proposes to Ray that he
remain In the woods with himself and
Amzi and trap during the winter.

CHAPTER X—Continued.

“Thar's also 'nother side to consider.
Chip wants schoolin’, 'n’ she's got to
study night 'n' day fer the next eight
months., If you go back with 'em, an’
go gallivantin' ‘rownd  with her, ez
you're sure to, it won't be no help to
her. I've given you two all the
chances fer weavin’ the threads o'
'fectshun I could this summer, an' now
let's you 'n' I turn to and make some
money. I've asked your tincle 'n' aunt.
They're willin', 'n' now, what do ye
al}.?n

Few country boys with a love for
trappin, such as Ray had, ever had a
more alluring prospect spread before
them, He knew Old Cy was right in
all his conclusions, and almost with-
out hesitation he agreed to the plan.

It was far-sighted wisdom on Old
Cy’s part, however, in not giving Ray
time to reflect, else the magnet of
Chip’s eyes on the one hand, and eight
months of separation on the other,
would have proved too strong, and
trap-setting and gum-gathering, with
$500 as reward, would have failed.

As it was, he came near weakening
at the last moment when the canoes
were packed and Angie and Chip came
to take their seats in them,

He and his crude, rude, yet win-
some little sweetheart had suffered a
brief preliminary parting the evening
previous, A good many sweet and silly
nothings had been exchanged, also
promises, and now the boy's heart was
very sore.

Chip was more stolcal. Her life at
Tim's Place and contact with 0ld
Tomah had taught her reserve, and
yet when she turned for the last possi-
ble look at Old Cy and Ray, waving
good-by at the landing, a mist of tears
hid them.

Old Cy's face was also a study. To
him these parting clouds were as the
white ones hiding the sun; yet he felt
their chill. His own life shadow was
lengthening, He had now but a brief
renewal of youth in the lives of these
two, and then forgetfulness, as he
knew full well, and yet he pitied them.

More than that, he had set his hand
to guiding the bark of their young
lives Into the safe harbor of a home,
and all feelings of his own subserved
to that.

“"Come, come, my boy,” he said to
Ray as the two turned away, and he
noted the lad's sad face, “she's gone
now, an' ye'd best ferget her fer a
spell. Ye won't, I know, 'n' she won't;
but ye'd best make belleve ye do. This
ain't no spot fer love-sick spells.
We've got work to do, 'n' money to
arn; ye've got the chance o' yer life
now, an’ me to help ve to it, so brace
up ‘n' look cheerful,

“Think o' what we got to do to git
ready fer winter 'n’ six foot o' snow.
Think o' the traps we're goin' to set,
an' the fun o' tendin' 'em. Why, girls
gin’t in it a minnit with ketchin' mink,
marten, otter, an' now 'n' then a lynx
or bobeat. Then when ve go back

with a new suit 'n' money In yer

pocket, ye'll feel prouder'n a peacock,
'n' Chip a-smilin' at ye sweeter'n new
maple syrup.”

Verily Old Cy had the wisdom of
age and the cheerfulness of morning
sunshine.

All that day these wllderness-ma-
rooned friends worked hard, An am-
ple stock of birch wood must be cut
and split, .a shed. of poles to cover it
must be erected alongside of the cabin,
the hermit's log hut was to be divest-
ed of its fittings, which were to be re-
moved to the new cabin which all were
now to occupy.

Realizing how vital to thelr exist-
ence the canoes were, Old Cy had also
planned a shelter of small logs for
them on one side of the log cabin, that
could be locked. Here the canoes not
in use must be storea at once to guard
against a night call from the malig-
nant half-breed. His canoe had been
taken along by Martin's party, to be
left at Tim's Place, for even Hersey
would have scorned to appropriate it,

There were dozens of other needs to
prepare for during the next two
months, all of which were Iimportant.
An ample supply of deer meat must be
secured, to be pickled and smoked.
All the partridges they could shoot
would be needed, and later, when
soutl-bound ducks halted at the lake,
a few of these would add to their
larder.

In this eonneection, also, another
need occurred to Old Cy. Trout could
be caught all winter in the lake, but
live bait must be had, and so a slat
car to be sunk in some swift-running
stream, which would hold them, must
be constructed, also a scoop of mos-
guito net to catch them. These min-
nows were to be found now by the
million in every brook, and forethought
was Old Cy's watchword.

All these duties and detalls he dis-
cussed that first day with Ray, while
they worked, for a purpose.

But the first evening here, with its
open fire, yet empty scats, was the
hardest to pass. In vain Old Cy en-
larged upon the joys of trap-setting
once more, and how and where they
were to secure gum. In vain he de-
scribed how deadfalls were bullt and
where they must be placed, how many
signs of lynx and wildeat he had seen
that summer, and how sure they were
to secure some of these valuable furs.

Ray’s heart was not here. Faraway
in some night camp, Chip was think-
ing of him. He knew each day would
bear her farther away. No word of

“Why Don’t Ye Shave?”

her safe arrival could reach them now.
Long months must elapse ere he and
she could meet agaln, and in prospect
they seemed an eternity,

“Come, git yer banjo, my boy,” Old
Cy ejaculated at last, seeing Ray's
face grow gloomy. “Tune 'er up, an'
play us suthin' lively, None o' them
goody-goody weepin’ sort o' tunes; but
glve us ‘Money Musk' 'n’' a few jigs.
I'm feelin' our prospects are so cheer-
ful, I'd like to eut a few plgeon-wings
out o' compliment.”

But Old Cy’'s hilarity was nearly all
put on. He, too, felt the effect of the
empty seats and missed every one
that had gone, and Ray's jlg tunes
lacked thelr spirit. He essayed a few,
and then quite wunconsciously his
fingers strayed to “My Old Kentucky
Home,” and Old Cy's feelings re-
sponded.

CHAPTER XI,

Chip’s arrival in Greenvale produced
astonishment and gossip galore., It
began when the stage that “Uncle Joe”
Barnes had driven for 20 years started
for that village. There were other
passengers besldes Martin, his wife,
and Chip. The seats inslide were soon
filled, and Chip, seelng a coveted
chance, climbed nimbly to a position
beside the driver,

“Giee Whittaker,"” observed one by-
stander to another, as Chip's black-
stockinged legs flashed into view, “but
that gal's nimbler'n a squirrel 'n’ don't
mind showin' underpinnin’, I wished
I was drivin' that stage. I'll bet she's |
a circus.”

Uncle Joe soon found her a live com- |
panion at least, for he had &carce left

the village ere she began,

“Your hosges are fattern Tim's
hosses used to be,” she sald, “Do ye
feed 'em on hay and taters?”

Uncle Joe gave her a sideways
glance,

“Hay and taters,” he exclaimed: "we
don't feed hosses on taters down here.
Where'd you come from?”

“l1 used to live at Tim's Place, up in
the woods, 'n’ we fed our hosses on
taters, 'n’' they had backs sharp 'nuff
to split ye."

This time Uncle Joe faced squarely
around.

“I know all about hosses,” she con-
tinued glibly. “I used to take keer on
‘em 'n' ride one plowin', an' I've been
throwed more'n & hundred times when
we struck roots, an' ye ought to ‘a’'
heerd Tim cuss. I used to cuss just
the same, but Mrs. Frisbie says I
musn't.”

“Wal, 1 swow,” ejaculated Uncle
Joe, realizing that he had a “case.”
“What's your name, 'n' whar's Tim's
Place?"

“My name's Chip, Chip MeGuire,
only 'tain’t, it's Vera; but they allus
called me Chip, an' Tim's Place Is
ever so far up Iin the woods. | runned
away ‘cause dad sold me, an' fetched
up at Mrs. Frisble's camp, 'n' she's
goin' to eddicate me. My mother got
killed when I was a kid, 'n" my dad
killed ‘'nother one, too; he's a bad ‘un.”

Unele Joe gasped at this gorv tale
of double murder, not being quite sure
that the girl was sane.

“Hain't they ketched yer dad yit?"
he queried.

“No, nor they won't,” Chip rattled
on, as If such killing were a dally oe-
currence in the woods. "“"He's a slick
'un, they say, an' now he's got Pete's
money, he'll lay low."”

“Worse and worse, and more of it,”
Uncle Joe thought.

“You must 'a’ had middlin' lively
times up in the woods,” he said. “Did
yer dad kill anybody else 'sides yer
mother 'n' ¢this man?”

“He didn't kill mother,” Chip re-
turned promptly; “he used to llck her,
though, but she got killed in a mill,
n" I wisht it 'ud bin him. 1 wouldn't
'a’ bin an orfin then. Say,” she added,
as they entered a woods-bordered
stretch of road, “did ye ever see spites
here?”

“Spites,” he responded, now more
than ever in doubt as to her sanity,
“what's them ?"

“Why, they's just spites—things ve
can't see much of 'ceptin’ it's dark.
Then they come erawlin' round. They's
souls o' animals mostly, Old Tomah
says. 1've seen thousands on 'em.”

Uncle Joe shifted his quid, turned
and eved the girl once more. First, a
wild and wofully mixed tale of mur-
der, and then spookish things! De-
yond question she had wheels, and he
resolved to humor her.

“Oh, yes, we see them things here
now 'n' then,"” he sald, “but it takes
considerable licker to do it. We hain't
had a murder, though, for quite a spell.
This is a sorter peaceful neck o' woods
ye're eomin' to."

But Chip failed to grasp his quiet
humor, and all through that 20-mile
autumn day stage ride she chattered
on llke a magple.

He soon concluded she was sane
enough, however, but the most volu-
ble talker who ever shared his seat.

“l never seen the heat o' her,” he
sald that night at Phinney's store,—
the village news agency,—"she clacked
every minit from the time we started
till we fetched in, an’ | never callated
gich goin's on ez she told about ecud
ever happen. Thar was murder 'n’
runnin’ away, 'n' she got ketched 'n’
carried off 'n’ fetched back, 'n’ a whole
lot o' resky business. She believes in
ghosts, too, sorter Injun sperits, 'n’
she kin swear jist ez casy ez I kin, It
seems the Frisbies hev kinder 'dopted
her, 'n’' I guess they'll hev their hands
full. She's a bright ‘un, though, but
sich a talker!”

At Aunt Comfort's spaclous, old-
fashioned home, where Chip was now
installed, she soon began to create the
same impression. This had been An-
gie's former home, and her Aunt Com-
fort Day had been her [oster mother.

This family, in addition to the new
arrival, consisted of Aunt Comfort,
rotund and warm-hearted; Hannab
Pettibone, a well-along spinster of an-
gular form and temper, thin to an al-
most palnful degree, with a well-de-
fined mustache; and a general helper
on the farm, and a chore boy about
Chip's age named Nezer, completed
the list.

Once inecluded in this somewhat dl-
verse group, Chip became an immedi-
ate bone of contention.

Aunt Comfort, of course, opened her
heart to her at once; but Hannah
closed hers, almost from the first day,
and in addition she began to nurse
malice ag well. There was some rea-
son for this, mainly due to Chip's
startling freshness of speech,

“I thought ye must be & man wearin’
wimmin's elothes, the first time [ see
ve," she said to Hannah the next day
alter her arrival, and without mean-
ing offense. *“It was all on account o
yer little whiskers, | guess. [ never
see a4 woman with 'em afore, . Why
don’'t ye shave?”

This was enough; for If there was
any one thing more mortifying than
all else to Hannah, It was her facial
blemish, and a mention of it she con-
sidered an intentional insult,

From this moment onward she hated
Chip

Nezer, however, took to her aes a
duck to water, and her story, which
he soon heard, became a real dime
novel to him, and not content with one
telling, he insisted on repetition. This
was also unfortunate for—blessed with
& vivid imagination and sure to en.
large upon all facts—he soon apread
the story with many blood.-curdling
additions. "

These stories, with Uncle Joe's cor-
roboration, resulted in a direful tale
belleved by all. Neighbors flocked In
to see this heroine of many escapades,
villagers halted In front of Aunt Com-
fort’s to catch a sight of this marvel,
and so the wonder spread.

Angle was, of course, to blame.
More impressed with the seriousness
of the task she had undertaken than
the need of caution, she had falled to
tell Chip she must not talk about her-
self, and so a woefully distorted his-
tory became current gossip.

When Sunday ecame the village
church was packed and Parson Jones
marveled much at the unexpected in-
crease of religlous Interest. He had
heard of this new arrival, but when
the Frishlie family with Chip, in sult-
able clothing, entered their pew, the
cynosure of all eyes, this unusual at-
tendance was accounted for.

And what a staring-at Chip received!

On the church steps a group of both
young and old men had awaited her
arrival and gazed at her in open-eyed
astonishment, All through service she
was  watched, and not content with
this, a dozen or so, men and women,
formed a double line outside, awalting
the Frisbles' exit.

Angie also falled to understand the
principal cause of this Interest. Her
last appearance at this church had
been as a bride. Naturally that fact
would produce some staring, and so
the curious and almost rude scrutiny
the family recelved was less notlced
by her.

But Chip's eyes were observant,

“I don't like goin' to meetin',” she
sald, “an’ bein' stared at llke 1 was a
wildcat. I seen ‘'em grinnin', too,
some on 'em, when we went In, an' one
feller winked to another. What alled
'em 7"

Her vexations, however, had only
just begun, for Angie had seen and
made arrangements with Miss Phin-
ney, one of the village school teachers,
and the next morning Chip was sent
to school. And now real trouble com-
menced.

Not knowing more than how to read
and spell short words, and unable to
write, she, a falrly well developed
young lady, presented a problem which
was hard for a teacher to solve. To
put her in the class where she be-
longed was absurd, She must sit with
older girls, or look ridiculous. If she
recited with the elght-year-old chlil-
dren, the result would be the same,
and so a specles of private tultion
with recltations at noon or after school
became the only possible course and
the one her teacher adopted.

This also carrled its vexations, for
Chip was as tall as Miss Phinney and
a little larger, Not one of that band
of puplls was over 12, To join In thelr
games was no sport for Chip, while
they, having heard about her thrilling
experiences, with a hint that she
wasn't quite right in her head, felt
afrald of her.

“I feel so sorry for her,” Miss Phin-
ney explained to Angle, a week later,
“and yet, 1 don’t know what to do. She
is so big the children won't play with
her, or she with them. [ am the only
one with whom she will talk, and she
seems 8o humble and so grateful for
every word. 1 can't be as stern with
her or govern her as 1 should, on aec-
count of her temper and slze,

“Only yesterday I heard screaming
at recess, and going out, I found that
Chip had one of the girls by the halr
and was cuffing her. It transpired
that this girl had called her an Indian
and asked if she had ever scalped any-
body. I can't punish such a pupil, and
I can't help loving her, so you see she
is a sore trial.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Dog Jealousy.

There 18 a strong trait of jealousy
in a dog's nature. A story Is told of a
Birmingham dog that had been a
great pet In the famlily until the baby
came. There was susplcion that he
was jealous, but he could not be de-
tected In any disrespect(to the new:
comer. It always happened, however,
that when the dog was left alone with
the baby the baby began to ery. No
glgns of trouble were ever to he seen
upon entering the room, and the dog
was always found sleeping peacefully
before the fire. Finally one day a
peep through the keyhole disclosed
the canine rubbing his cold wet nose
up and down the baby's back,—Outing
Magazine,

Hymns as Exponents of Piety,

Said Henry Ward Beecher: “"Hymns
are the exponent of the innermost
jewels which the chureh has worn,
formed into amulels more potent
agalnst sadness and sorrow than the
most famous charm of the wizard or
maglelan. And he who knows the
way hymnsg flowed, knows where the
blood of true plety ran and can trace
its vein and arteries to the very
heart."”

Truth and
Quality-

appeal to the Well-Informed in every
walk of life and are essentinl to permanent
suocess and creditable standing. Accor-
ingly, it is not claimed that Syrup of Figs,
and Elixir of Senna is the only remedy of
known value, but one of many reasons
why it is the best of personal and family
Iaxatives is the fact that it cleanses,
swoetens and relieves the internal organs
on which it acts without any debilitating
after effects and without having to increase
the quantity from time to time.

It acts pleasantly and naturally and
truly ns a laxative, and its component
parts are known to and approved by
physicians, as it is free from all objection-
able substances, To get its beneficial
effeets always purchase the genuine -
manufactured by the California Fig Syrup
Co., only, and for sale by all leading drug-
glats,

—

Novel Trie,

“Do you like ensemble musle?” the
ety girl asked young Nathan Hobbs
of Willowby, who was trylng to enter-
taln her at the church “social.” Na-
than looked bewlldered. _

“l mean do you enjoy hearing sev-
eral instruments played together?"
asked his new acquaintance, taking
condescending pity on his ignorance,

“I guess 1 do,” sald Nathan, bright-
ening at once, and speaking with en-
thuslasm. *“By, you just walt till you
hear Etta Willls on the organ with Ed
Holmes playing the harmonica and
Badle James the tyilangle. It's great.”
—Youth's Companion.

Stork Left Heavy Baby.

A 16-pound baby was born to Mr.
and Mrs. John Relchenbach of Brook-
line, Pa, 1t Is the third largest baby
ever born in Pennsylvania,

—
=
-
¥

NN N
T T

DNEY 4

Lyon 8 Healy's

Washburn

Piano

is the verz) piano
you want for your
home—now offered at lowest net prices
and on easiest monthly terms.

The Washburn is guaranteed for life and
is known far and wide as **America’s Home
Piano”, because of its lasting gualities and
its famous singing tone,

If in the market for a plano, mail this adver-
tisement today with your name and address and
receive eatalog and name of local dealer, and six
pieces of beautiful new piano music,

Address, LYON 8 HEALY, CHICAGO
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Trpical Farm Scene, Showing Stock Raising in

WESTERN CANADA

Bome of the cholcest lands for grain growing
stock ralsing and mixed farming ln the new dis
tricts of Saskatchewann and Alberta have re
cently been Opened for Settlement under the

Revised Homestead Regulations

Entry may now be made by proxy (on eertain
conditions), by the father, mother, son.dinnugh-
ter, brother or.sister of an lntending home:
steader. Thousands of homestends of 1680 neres
each are thus now easily avallable in these
freat grain-growing, stock-raising and mixed

arming sectlons,

There yon will find henlthful elimate, good
neighbors, churehes for family worship, schools
for your children, good laws, splendid ¢rops,
and rallroads convenient to market.

Entry fee in each case s 810.00. For pamph-
let, ' Last Best West," particulars as to rates,
routes, best time to go and where to locate,
apply to

W. V. BENNETT,
801 New York Lile Building,
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