P

The Girl

from[im’s
Place||

By CHARLES CLARK MUNN

(Copyright 1006, by Lothrop, Lee & Shepard Co.)

SYNOPSIS,

n 16-yvear-old girl living
at Tim’s place In the Maine woods s
sold by her father to Pete Boldue, a
half-breed, She runs away and reaches
the camp of Martin I'risbie, occupled by
Martin, his wife, nephew, Raymond Stet-
son, and guldes. She tells her gtory and
i% cared for by Mra, 'rigbie, Journey of
Frisbie's party into woods to visit father
of Mrs., IPrisbie, an old hermit, who has
vesided in the wildernessg for many yeilrs,
When ecamp 18 broken Chip and Ray oc-
cupy same canos, The party rench eamp
of Mprs, Frishbie's father and are wel-
comed 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, bhut no
one realizes thig but Cy Walker, Strange
canoe marks found on lake shore in front
of thelr cabln, Strange smoke g8 seon
across the lake., Martin and Levi leave
for settlement to get officers to arrest
MoGuire, who is known as outlaw and
escaped murderer.,  Chip's one  woods
friend, Tomah, an Indian, visits camp.
Ray belleves he sees o bear on the ridge.
Chip Is =tolen by Pete Boldue and es-
capes with her in o canoe. Chip Is res-
cueid by Martin and Levl ag they are re-
turned from the settlement, Boldue es-
capes. Old Cy proposes to Ray that he
remain in the woods with himself and
Amzl and trap during the winter and he
concludes to do so. Others of the party
return to Greenvale, taking Chip with
them, Chip starts to school In Greenvale,
and finds life unpleasant at Aunt Com-
fort’'s, made so especially by Hannah.

Chip MeGuire,

CHAPTER XIL.

The streams and swamps contiguous
to this lake were well adapted for the
hahitat of mink, muskrat, otter, fisher,
and those large fur-bearing animals,
the lynx and lucivee.

0Old Cy, familiar as he was with the
homes, habits, and the manner of
catching these cunning animals, soon
began his trap-setting campaign, A
few dozen steel traps were first set
along the stream and lagoons entering
the lake, and then he and Ray pushed
up Beaver brook, and leaving their
canoe, followed its narrow valley in
search of guitable spots to set the more
elaborate deadfalls,

As gum-gathering was also a part of
their season's plan, they now left the
swamp valley, and, ascending the
spruece-clad upland, began this work.

There was also another element that
entered into the trapping and gum-
gathering life,—the possible return of
the half-breed,

“He hain't nothin' agin us,” Old Cy
asserted, when the question eame up.
“We didn't chase him the day he stole
Chip, 'n’” yet I s8'pose he’ll show up
some day, 'n’ mebbe do us harm."

it was this fear that had led Old Cy
to leave one of their ecanoces in a log
locker, securely barred, and also to
caution the hermit to remain on guard
at the ecabin while he and Ray were
away.

A canoe 18 the one most vital need
of a wildwood life, for the reason that
the streams are the only avenues of
escape and afford the only opportuni-
ties for travel,

Old Cy knew, or at least he felt al-
most sure, that the half-breed would
return in good time, He had also rea-
soned out his failure to do so at once,
and knew that lelt’ canoeless, as he
had been that tragic day, his only
course must be the one he actually
followed. A month had elapsed since
then, with no sign of this “varmint's”
return, and now Old Cy was on the
walch for it.

They had first visited the small traps
near tlm lake, gecuring a couple of
mink and three muskrats, which were
left in the canoe. An otter was found
in one of the deadfalls, and taking thig
with them, they entered the spruce
timber and hung it on a conspienous
limb. Then the search for gum began,

As usual, they worked hard. The
days were short, the hest of sunlight
was needful to see the brown gum
nuts in the somber forest, and so they
paid no heed to aught except what
was overheard, When time to return
arrived, Old Cy pieked up his rifle and
led the way back to where the otter
had been left, but it had vanished,
Glancing about to make sure that he
was right, he advanced to the tree,
looked down, and saw two footprints,
8tooping over to examine them better

FIn the uncertain light, he noted also

that they were not his own, but larger,
and made by some one wearing boots,

“Tain't the half-breed,” he muttered,
with an accent of relief, and looking
about he saw a well-defined trail lead-
ing down the slope and thence onward
toward the swamp.

Some one had crossed this broad,
oval, spruce-coveraed upland while they
wore not 200 rods away from this tree,
had stolen their otter and gone on
into the swamp.

Any freshly made human footprint
found In a vast wilderness awakens
curfosity; these seemed ominous.

“He must ‘a’ seen us 'fore he did the
otter,” Old Cy ejaculated, “an' it's
curis he didn’'t make himself known,
Nelghbors ain't over plenty, here-
about.”

But the sun was nearing the tree-
tops, the canoe was a mile away, and
after one more look around, Old Cy
started for {t. There was no use In
following this trail now, for it led into
the tangled swamp, and so, skirting
this until a point opposite the canoe
was reached, Old Cy and Ray then
plunged into it.

Twilight had begun to shadow this
vale ere the canoe was reached. And
here was another surprise, for the
canoe was found turned half over, and
on its broad oval bottom was a curlous
outline of biack mud. The light was
not good here, A firgrown ledge
shadowed the spit; but as Old Cy
gtooped to examine this mud-made em-
blem, it gradually took shape, and he
saw—an gskull and ecross bones!

“Wal, by the Great Horn Spoon!”
exclaimed, "1 never
‘ud feteh in here! An' he's swiped our
muskrats and mink,” he added, as he
looked under the canoe, “darn him!"

he
s'posed a pirate

Then the bold bravado of it all oe-
curred to Old Cy.
by

The thelt was doubt-

less made whosoever had taken

The Two Watched in Silent Amaze-
ment.

their otter, and not eontent with rob-
bing them, he had added insult,

“1 g'pose we'd orter be grateful he
left the paddles 'n' didn't smash the
canoe,” Old Cy continued, turning it
over, “l wonder who't can be?”

One hasty look around revealed the
same bootmarks in the goft earth near
the stream, and then he and Ray
launched their eraft and blil.ﬂ(‘l‘] for
home.

“I'm goin' to foller them tracks to-
morrer,” Old Cy sald, when they were
entering the lake and a light in the
cabin just across reassured him. “It
may be a little resky, but I'm goin' to
find out what sorter a neighbor we've
got.”

CHAPTER XIlIlI.

All fellow-sojourners in the wilder-
ness awaken keen interest, and the un-
broken silence and solitude of a hound-
less forest make a fellow human be-
ing one we are glad to accost.

A parly of lnmbermen wielding axes
causes one to turn aside and ecall on
them. A sportsman's camp seen on a
lake shore or near a stream’s bank
always invites a landing to interview
whoever may be there,

All this Interest was now felt by
Old Cy and Ray, and with it an added
gsense of danger. No friendly hunter
or trapper would thus ignore them in
the woods, This piratically minded
thief must have seen them, for the
spruce-clad oval, perhaps half a mile
in width, was comparatively free from
undergrowth where they had been
working. He had crossed it within
fairly open sight of them, had found
the otter hanging from a lmb, had
taken it, and thence on to rob thelr
canoe, daub it with that hideous em-
blem, world-wide in meaning, and then
had gone on his way. Almost could
Old Cy see him watching them from
behind  trees, skulking along when
their backs were turned, a low, con-
temptible thief,

Old Cy knew that bordering this
oval ridge on its farther side was a
swamp, that a stream flowed through
it, and surmising that this fellow might
have come up or down this stream, he
left thelr cabin prepared for a two or

three days' sojourn away from It,
which meant that food, blankets and
simple cooking utensils must be taken
along.

No halt was made to visit traps.
Old Cy wasg tralling bigger game now:
and when the point where they had
left the eanoe the day previons was
reached, the eanoe was pulled out on
the stream’s bank, the ritles only taken
and the trailing began. He followed
up the brook wvalley a lttle way, to
find that enly one track came down;
he then clveled aboul the canoe, until,
like a hound, he found where the clear-
ly defined trall left the swamp again.

Here In the soft earpet under the
spruce trops one could follow this
trall on the run, and here also Ol
Cy found where this enemy had halted
begide treer. evidently while watching
them, as the tracks indicated. When
the bordering swamp was reached, the
trail turned in a westerly direction,
skirting thus for half a mile, and here,
also, evidences of skulking along were
visible,

Another trall was now come upon,
but leading direetly over the ridge, and
just beyond this juncture hoth the
tralls now joined, entered the swamp,
and ended at a lagoon opening out
(rom the stream. Here, also, evidences
of a canoe having been hauled up into
the hog were visible,

“That sneakin' pirate come up this
Stream,” Old Cy observed 1o Ray, as
the two stood looking at these unmis-
takable signs. “He left his canoe here
n" erossed the ridge above us 'n'” down
to whar we leflt the otter 'n’ on to our
canoe, Then he come bpek the way
we follered, 'n" my idee is he had his
eve on us most o the time, | callnte
he has been laughin® ever since al
what we'd say when we found thal
mud daub on our eanoe, durn him!"

But their canoe was now a half-mile
away, and for a little time Old Cy
looked at the black, eurrentless stream
and considered. Then he glanced up
at the sun.

“I've a notion we'd best feteh our
canoe over here,” he sald at last, “an’
follow this thief a spell farther. We
may come on to suthin'.”

“Won't he shoot at us?"' returned
Ray, more impressed by this possible
danger than was Old Cy.

“Wal, mebbe and mebhe not,” an-
swered the old man. “Shootin's a game
two kin play at, an® we've jist ez good
a right to foller the stream ez he has.”

But when thelr canoe had been car-
ried over and launched in this lagoon,
Ray’s spirits rose. It was an expedl-
tion Into new waters, somewhat ven-
turesome, and for that reason it ap-
pealed to him,

For two hours they paddled along
this serpentine highway, and then the
vastness ol this morass began to im-
press them.

No halt for dinner had vyet been
made. They were hoth faint from need
of food, and so Qld Cy reached for a
small wooden pail containing their
sole supply of provisions, Neither
was it a luxurlous repast which was
now eaten. A couple of hardtacks
munched by each and moistened with
a cup of this swamp water and a bit
of dried deer meat was all, and then
Old Cy lit his pipe, dipped his paddle
in the stream, and onece more they
pushed on. Soon a low mound of hard
soll rose out of the tangle just ahead,
an oasis in this unvaryving mud swamp,
and gaping at them from amid its
cover of scrub biveh and cedar stood
a deadfall., It faced them as they
neared this small island, and with log
npraised between a pen of stakes It
much resembled the open mouth of a
huge alligator.

“Hain't been built long,” Old Cy ex-
claimed, after they had landed to ex-
amine it. “I've a notion it's the doin's
of our pirate friend, an’ he's trappin’
round about this swamp. He's had
good luek lately, anvhow, for he's got
siX o' our pelts to add to his string."”

From here onward signs of human
presence in this swamp beecame more

visible, Now and then an opening cut
through the limbs of a lopped-over
spruce was met; a spot where drift

had been pushed aside to clear the
stream was found at one place: signs
of a canoe having been nosed into the
bog grass were seen; and here were
also the same footprints they had fol-
lowed,
Another
reached,
deadfall.

bit of hard bottom was
and here agaln was another
Tracks evidently made with-
in a few dayvs were about here, and
tled to its flgure-four spindle was a
freshly eaught brook sucker.

“The seent's gettin® warm,” 0Old Cy

muttered, as he examined these signs
of a trapper's presence, and then,
mindful of the sun, he paddled on
again,

And now an upland growth of tall
spiruce was seen ahead, the banks be-
came in evidence, and a slight eurrent
was met. One more long bend in the
stream was followed, then came cury-
ing banks and large-bodied spruce.
They were out of the swamp,

Soon a more distinctive eurrent op-
posed them, a low murmur of running
witer eame from ahead, and then a
pass between two abutting ledges was
entered. Here the stream eddiod over
sunken rocks, and pushing on, the for-
a8t seomed suddenly to vanish as they
emergad from the gloom of this short

canyon, and the next moment they
canght slght of a long, narrow lakelet,
The snun, now almost to the tree.
tops, cast a rveddigsh glow upon its
plactd  surface, and so  welecome a
change was it from the ghostly, forbid
ding swamp just left, that Old Cy halt-
e thelr cance at onee to look out
upon it. It was seemingly a mile long,
but quite a narrow lake. A hold, rocky
ghore rising in ledges faced them just
across, and extended along that side,
back of these u low, green-clad moun-
tain, to the right, and at the end of
this lanelike lake a bolder, bare-topped
cliff was outlined clear and distinet.
The strip of water, for It was not
much more, seemingly filled an oblong
gorge in these mountains, only one
break In them, to the left of this bare
peak; and as Old Cy urged thelr canoe
out of the alderchoked stream, now
currentless, once more, a margin line
of rughes and reeds was geon to form
that shore. Back of these, algo, rose
the low ledge they had passed,
"Looks like a good hidin' spot fer a
pirate,” he exclaimed, glaneing up and
down the smillng lakelet, “Thar ain't
many folks likely to tackle that swamp
—it took us ‘most all day to eross it

'l bet no lumberman ever tried it
twice, 'n’ if 1 wanted to git absolutely
‘'way from bein® molested, I'd locate
here. 1 dunno  whether we'd best
cross  'n’ make camp ‘mong them
ledgos or go back Into the woods,
Guess we'd best go back 'n' take a

sneak round behind the ledge. 1 no-
tieed o loggin leadin® up that way ‘fore

we lefl the swamp.”

Put now something was discovered
that proved Old Cy's wisdom, for as
hey, charmed somewhat by the spot,
set feeling 1t forbidding, still glanced
up and down the bold shore just
across,  suddenly a thin eolumn  of
smoke rose from away to the right,

amid the bare ledges,

First a faint haze, rising in the still
alr, then a burst of white, until the
flecey pillar was plainly outlined as it
ascendod and drifted backward into
the zreen forest.

CHAPTER XIV,

Old Cy was, above all, a peaceable
man, and while curlosity had led him
to follow the trail of this robber and
to eross this vast swamp, now that he
saw the suggestive smoke slgn, he
hesitated about venturing nearer,

"I guess we'd best be keerful,” he
whispered to Ray, "or we may wish
we had been. 1 callate our plrate
friend’s got a hidin® spot over thar, 'n
most lkely don't want callers. He
may be only a queer old trapper a lt-
tle short o° seruples ag'in’ takin' what
he finds, 'n’' then ag'ln he may be
worse'n that. His campin’ spot's ag'in

him, anyhow.,"
But the sun was now very low; a
camp site must soon be found, and

gearce two minutes from the time he
saw this rising column of smoke, Old
Cy dipped his paddle and slowly drew
back into the protecting forest. Once
well out of sight, the eanoe was turned
and they sped back down-stream and
into the swamp once more. Here he
turned aside into a lagoon they had
passed, and at its head they pulled
their eanoe out Into the bog,

The two gathered up cheir belong-
ings, and picking their way out of the
morass, reached the belt of hard bot-
tom skirting the ridge. They were
now out of sight from the lake, but
still too near the stream to risk a
camp-fire, and so Old Cy led the way
along this belt until a more sgecluded
niche in the ridge was reached, and
here they began camp-making,

That night was the longest ever
passed by Ray, for not until near morn-
Ing did he fall Into a fitful slumber,
and scarcely had he lost himself be-
fore Old Cy was up and watching for
the dawn.

Its first faint glow was visible when
Ray's eyes opened, and without wait-
ing for fire or breakfast, they started
for the top of the ridge. From here
a curfous sight met thelr eyes, for the
lake and also the ridges out of which
the smoke had risen were hidden be-.
neath a white pall of fog. Back of
them also, and completely coating the
immense swamp, was the same sea
of vapor. It soon vanished with the
rising sun, and just as the ledge across
the lake outlined themselves, once
more that smoke sign rose aloft,

And now the two watchers could
better see whence it came. Old Cy
had expected to obtain sight of gsome
hut or bark shack nestling among
these rocks; but none was visible, In-
stead, the smoke rose out of a jagged
rock, and there was not a cabin roof
or sign of one anywhere,

“That feller's in a eave,” he whis-
pered to Ray, “an’ the smoke's comin’
out o' a crack, sure's a gun!"”

It seemed so, and for a balf-hour the

two watehod it in silent amazement.
(TO BIE CONTINUED.)

Imagnnatlon in Busginess.

Emotion and Imaginatlon are sisters
and most of the great business suc
cesses have been founded in the first
place on imagination, writes a sage in
Black and White. Calculation, energy,
hustling, hard-headedness may carry
out the scheme which 1s to make
money, but it is nearly always imag-
ination which makes the scheme,

The mrea of Jt_wan is 147,487 square
miles,

ECZEMA INSTANTLY RELIEVED.
Instant rellef for that awful Itch!
The iteh gone the moment the sooth-

ing Haquid Is applied to the skin!

That I8 what oll of wintergreen,
mixed with thymol, glycerine and oth-
er mild Ingredients, will do for any
skin sufferer,

Try a free sample of this ofl as com-
pounded in D, D. D. Preseription,

We urge it and recommend it, and
surely would not recommend it and
offer it to our regular patrons if we did
not know what D, D, D. Preseription
will do for skin sufferers.

Write to the D, D, D, Co., 112 Mich-
lgan 8t., Dept. 98, Chlcago, for a free
sample of the wonderful soothing
llquid, enclosing only 10c to pay for
postage and packing. Now don't fail
to try thls wonderful soothing refresh
ing liquid,

Object Lesson.

“Johnny," sald Mrs. Blobbg, revere-
ly, “I am going to punish you. Please
open the windows."

"What fer?"” asked Johnny, begin-
ning to ery.

“I heard our next door nelghbor say
I had no authority over my children,
and I want her to hear you getting @
spanking. Now, come here, sir!"

Galen, Jr, Quits the Job.

“How long have you been here?"
asked a physlcian, when his little of-
fice boy announced his Intention of re-
signing his job.

“8ix months,” replied the boy.

“And you don't like the doctor busi-
ness?”

“Naw, it's no good.
ry I learned it.”

I'm mighty sor-

Sad Memorles,

The commuter handed the brake-
man a fiveccent elgar.

“Say, George,” he said, “why does
the engine always let off such a heart.
rending howl just as we pass Long
Oak?"

George shook his head sadly.

“Ah,” sald he, "it was here that the
engineer, poor fellow, first met hie
wife."

Try It on the Plano.
There was a young chap in Des Moines
Who ordered a T bone sirloines,
Sald the walter: “Not so,
Bir, unless you can show
A sufficlent amount of des colnes.”
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1c Srrup Co.

by whom it is manufactured prmtod on the
vont of ever
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one size only, regular price 50¢ per bol
3. | Positively cured by
CAKI'ERS these Little Pills.
They also relleve Dise
l: tress from Dyspepsin, In-
v digestionand Too Hearty
Euting. A perfeoct rem-
ll.Eg edy for Dizziness, Naus
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They reguiate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable,
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sen, Drowsiness, Bad
REFUSE SUBSTITUTES.

Taste In the Mouth, Coat-
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