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SYNOPSBIS,

(Chip MoGulre, o 16-venr-old girl Hving
at Tim's place In the Malne woods is
sold by her father to Pete Boldue, a
half-breed. She runs away and reaches
the cump of Martin Frisble, occupled by
Martin, his wife, nephew, Raymond Stet-
son, and guldes. She tells her story and
is cared for by Mrs, Frisble, Journey of
Frisble's party into woods to visit father
of Mra, Frisble, an old hermit, who has
rosided In the wilderness for many years,
Whan camp I8 broken Chip and Ray oc-
cupy same canoe. The parly reach camp
of Mrs, Frishie's father and are wel-
comed by him and Cy Walker, an old
triend and former townsman of the her-
mit.  They settle down for summer's
stay. Chip and Ray are In love, but no
one realizes this hut Cy Walker. Btrange
canoe marks found on lake shore in front
of thelr cabin.  Strange smoke I8 seen
wcross the lake, Martin and Levl leave
for seltlement to get officers to arrest
McGuire, who ix known ns outlaw and
escaped murderer,  Chip's  one  woods
friend, Tomah, an Indian, visits camp.
Ry believes hie sors a bear on the ridge.
Chip I8 stolen by Pete Boldue and es
capeg with her In o canoe, Chip is res-
cuad by Martin and Levi a8 they are re-
turning from the settlement. Boldue os-
capes. Old Cy proposes to Ray that I
remain in the woods with himself and
Amezl and trap during the winter, and he
concludes ta do so. Others of the party
return to Greenvale, tuking Chip with
them, Chip starts to school in CGireonvidle,
and finds life unpleasant at Aunt Com
forl's, made so especinlly by Hannah.
Old Cy and Ruy discover strange (racks
in the wilderness, They penetrate fur-
ther into the wilderness and discover the
hiding place of the man who had been
aneaking about their cabin.  They Inves-
tigate the cave home of Metiuire during
his absence. HBoldue finds MeGuaire and

the two fight to the death, finding a
watery grave together. Tay roturns (o
Greenvale and finds Chip  waiting  for
him., Ray wiants Chip to rveturn to the
woodr with them, but she, feeling that
the old comradeship o ith Ray has been
broken refusce. When they part, how-
aver, It I8 as lovers, Chip runs away
from Aunt Comfort's and finds another

home with Judgon Walker. She gives her
name as Vera Hayvmond.,  Aunt Abby,
Aunt Mandy Walker's sister, visits them,
and takes llhip home with her to Christ-
mag Cove,

CHAPTER XXIil.—Continued.

“1 was born close to the wilder-
ness,” she said, “and my mother died
when 1 was about eight years old
Then my father took me into the
woods, where 1 worked at a kind of
a boarding house for lumbermen, |
ran away from that when | was about
16. I had to: the reasons I don't
want to tell. 1 found some people
camping In the woods when I'd been
gone three dayvs and 'most starved.
They felt pity for me, 1 guess, and

took care of me. 1 stayed at their
camp that summer, and then they
fetched me home with them and I

was sent to school. Somebody said
gomething to me there, somebody who

hated me. 8She had been pestering
me all the time, and I ran away.
Uncle Jud found me and took care

of me until you came, and that's all |
want to tell. 1 could tell a lot more,
but 1 don't ever want those people
to find me or take me back where they
live, and that's why 1 don’t tell where
I came from. Then I felt I was so de-
pendent on them—I was twitted of it
—~that it's another reason why [ ran
away, I wonldn’t have stayed with
t'nele Jud more than over night ex-
cept that 1 had a chance to work and
earn my board,”

“But wasn't it unkind of you—isn’'t
it now—not 1o let these people know
vou are alive?” answered Aunt Abby.
“They were certainly good to yon."

“1 know that they were,” returned
Chip, somewhat contritely; “but 1
couldn’t stand being dependent on
them any longer. If they found where
I was, they'd come and feteh me bhack;

and I'd feel so agshamed 1 couldn't look

em in the face. I'd rather they'd
think I was dead.”

“Well, perhaps 1L is best you do
not,” returned Aunt Abby, sighing;
“but years of doubt, and not knowing '
whether some one we care for is
dead or allve, are hard to bear. And |
now that vou have told me some of

vour history, I will tell youa lifelong
case of not knowing some one's fate,
Many veiars ago my sister and myself,
who were born here, became acquaint-
ed with two young men, sallor hoys
from Bavport, named Cyrus and Jud-
son Walker., Cyrus became attached
to me and we were engaged to marry.
{t never came to pass, however, for
the sl that Judson was captain of,

with Cyrus as first mate, foundered at
sen. Al hands took to the two hoats,
The one Judson was in was picked up,
but the other was never heard of
afterward.  In due time Judson and
my sister Amanda married He gave
up a saflor's Jife, and they settled
down where they now live. | walted
many years, vainly hoping for my
gweetheurt's return, and finally, realiz.
ing that he must be dead, married
Capt. Bemis. That all happened so
long ago that 1 do not eare to count
the vears; amdl yet all through them
has lingeved that pitiful thread of
doubt and unecertainty, that vain hope
that somehow and someway Cyrus
may have escaped death and may re
turn. 1 know it will never happen.
I know he is dead; and yvet I eannot
[ put away that faint hope and quite be.
Cheve 1 ds so, and never shall so long
live, Now vou have left those
who must have cared something for

o 1 much the same pitiful state
of doubt, and 1t is not right”

For one moment something almost
nkin to horror flashed over Chip.

“And was he called—was he never

I mean this brother, ever heard
from?"” she stammered, recovering her.
sell in time,

“Why, no,” answered Aunt Abby,
looking at her ecurlously, "“of counrse
not. Why, what alls you? You look
as if you'd seen a ghost.”

“Oh, nothlng,” returned Chip, now
more composed; "only the story and
how strange it was.”

It ended the conversation, for Chip,
s0 overwhelmed by the flood of possi
bilities contained in this story, dared
not trust herself longer with Aunt

s 1

.

Abby, and soon escaped to her room.
And now circumstances came troop-
the shipwreck, which

ing upon her:
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Followed the Winding Stream.

she had heard Old Cy deseribe so of-
ten; the name she knew was really
his; the almost startling resemblance
to Uncle Jud in speech, ways, and
opinions; and countless other proofs.
Surely it must be so. Surely 0ld Cy,
of charming memory, and Uncle Jud
no less so, must be brothers, and now
it was in her power to—and then she
paused, shocked at the position she
faced.

She was now known as Vera Ray-
mond, and respected; she had cut
loose forever from the old shame of
an  outlaw’s child; of a wretched
drudge at Tim's Place; of being sold
as a slave; and all that now made her
blush.

And then Ray!

Full well she knew now what mnst
have been in his heart that last even-
Iing and why he acted as he did. Han-
niah had told her the bitter truth, as
she had sinee realized. Ray had been
assured that she was an outeast, and
despicable in the sight of Greenvale.
He dared not say "l love you: he my
wife."” Instead, he had been hurried
away to keep them apart; and as all
this dire flood of shame that had
driven her from Greenvale surged in
her heart, the bitter tears came.

In calmer moments, and when the
heart-hunger controlled, she had hoped
he might some day find her and some
day say, “I love you." But now, so
soon, to make hersell known, to tell
who she was, to admit to these new
friends that she was Chip MceGuire
with all that went with it, to have to
face and live down that shame, to ad-
mit that she had taken Rayv's flrst
name for her own=—no, no, a thousand
times no!

But what of Old Cy and Unele Jud,
and their life-long separation?

Truly her footsteps had led her to a
parting of the ways, one sign-board
lettered “"Duty and Shame.” the other
4 blank.

| CHAPTER XXIII.

Old Cy especially found life dull
after Ray had gone. The hermit also
appeared to miss him  and hecame
more morose than ever He never
had been what might be termed social,
speaking only when spoken to, and
then only in the fewest possible words,
Now Old Cy became almost o walking
gphinx, and found that time passed
slowly, His heartstrings had some-
how become entwined with Ray's
hopers and plans. He had bent every

energy and thought to secure for Hay
w valuable stoek of furs and gum, and,
as with his nature, felt o keen satls-
faction in helping that youth to a few
hundred dollars,

Now Rayv had departed, furs, gum
and all. He had promiged to return
with Martin and Angle later on, but of
that Old Cy felt somewhat dublons,
and g0 the old man mourned,

There was no real reason for it, for
all Nature was now smiling. T'he lake
was blue and rvippled by the June
breezes; trout leaped ont of it night
and moming; flowers were blooming,
squirrels frisking, birds singing and
nest-bulding; and what Old Cy most
enjoved, the vernal seéason wag at
hand,

Another matter algo disturbed -him
—the whereabouts of MeGuire and the
half-breed, Pete Bolduc.

Levi had brought the information
that neither had been seen nor heard
of since the previous asutumn; but
that was not conclusive, and somehow
Old Cy felt that a eertain mystery had

attached itself to them, and once we |

suspect a mystery, it pursnes us ke
a phantom. He did not fear either of
these renegades, however He had
never harmed them. But he felt that
any day might bring a call from one
ar the other, or that some tragie out.
come would be diselosed

Another problem also annoyed him

who this thief of their game counld
he, and whether his supposed cave laly
was a permanent hiding spot.

Two reasons had kept Old Cy from
another visit to that sequestered lake
during the fall trapping season: first,
Its evident danger, and then lack of
time. But now, with nothing to do ex-
cept walt for the incoming oneg, an
impulse to visit again this mysterious
spot came to him.

He had, at the former excursion, felt
almost certain that this unknown trap-
per was either MeGuire or the half-
breed. Some assgertions made by Levi
geemed to corroborate that theory, and
impelled by it, Old Cy started alone,
one morning, to visit this lake again.
It took him until midday to carry his
canoe, camp outfit, rifle, and all across
from the stream to stream, and twi-
light had come ere he reached the [a-
goon where he and Ray had left the
main stream and camped. Up here
0ld Cy now turned his canoe, and re
pairing the bark shack they had built,
which had been erushed by winter's
snow, he eamped there again,

Next morning, bright and early, he
launched his canoe and once more fol-
lowed the winding stream through the
dark gorge and out into the rippled
lake again.

Here he halted and looked about,

No signs of aught human could be
soeen, The long, narrow  lakelet
sparkled beneath the morning sun.
The bald mountain frowned upon it,
the Jagged ledges just across f(aced
him like serrled ramparts, an eagle
slowly circled overhead, and, best in-
dication of primal solitude, an antlered
deer stood loking at him from out an
opening above the ledges.

“Guess I'm alone here!” exclaimed
Old Cy, glancing around; “but if this
ain't a pletur worth rememberin’, 1
never saw one. Wish I could take it
with me into t'other world:; an' if |
was sure o' flindin’ a spot like it thar,
I'd never worry ‘bont goin” when my
time comes.”

After a long wait, as if he wanted to
observe every detall of this wondrous
picture of wildwood beauty, he dipped
his paddle, crossed the sheet of rippled
water, and stepped ashore at the very
spot where he and Ray had landed
over eight months before,

“Great Scott!"” he exclaimed, glane-
ing around, “if that ain’t a canoe, bot-
tom up! Two, by ginger!” he added,
as he saw another drawn out and half
hid by a low ledge,

To thig second one he hastened at
onee and looked into it,

It had evidently rested there all win
ter, for it was partially filled with wa
ter, and half afloat in it were two pad-
dles and a setting pole. A ganny-cloth
bag, evidently containing the usual
coking outfit of a woodsiman, lay soak
ing in one end, a frying-pan and an ax
were rusting in the other, and a coat-
ing of mould had hrowned each cross.
har and thwart

|
“Been here quite o spell, all winter,

I guess,” muttered Old Cy, looking it

over, and then he advanced to the
other canoe. That was, as he assert
ed, bottom up, anid also lay half hid

back of a jutting ledge of slate, Two
paddles leaned against this ledge, and
near by was another setting pole. Al
three of these familiar objeects were
bhrown with damp mould and evidently
had rested there many months,

“Caurds, enris,” muttered Old Cy
again, “1 eallated I'd find nothin’ here,
' here's two canoes left to rot, n’
been here all winter”

Then with a vague sense of need, he
returned to his canoe, selzed his rifle,
looked all around, over the lake, up
into the green tangle above the ledges,
and finally followed the narrow pas-
sage leading to where he had once
watched smoke arvise. Here on top of
this ledge he again halted and looked

about,

Back of it was the same V-shaped
cleft across which a cord had held
deyving pelts, the cord was still there,
and below it he eould see the dark
skins amid the confusion of jagged
stones,

Turning he stepped from this ledge
to the lower one nearer the lake,
walked down its slope, and looked
abont again, At its foot was o long,
narrow, shelfdike projection, ending
at the corner of the ledge, Ol Cy fol
lowed this to its end and “tepped down
Into 0 NArrow  crevasse,

“Great Scott!” he exclaimed, taking
a backward step as he did so

And well he might, for there at his
feet lay a vifle conted with rust beside
a brown felt hat,

Had a grinning skull met his eves
he would not have bheen more astound-
ed. In faet, that was the next objeet
he oexpected to gee, and he glanced up
and down the crevasse for it. None
leered at him, however, and pleking
up the rusted weapon, he continned
his search,

Two rods or so below where he had
climbed the: upper ledge, he was halt-
ed again, for there, at his hand almost,
wng a curfons doorlike opening some
three feet high and one foot wide, back
of an outstanding slab of slate,

The two abandoned canoes had sur-
rrised him, the rusty rifle astonlshed
Sl but thig, a self-evident cave en
trance, almost took his breath away,

For one instant he glanced at it,
stepped back a step, dropped the rusty
rifle and cocked his own, as if expect-
ing a ghost or panther to emerge.
None came, however, and once move
Old Cy ndvanced and peered Into this
opening. A faint lHght Humined its
interfor——a welrd slant of sunlight, yet
enongh to show a roomy cavern.

The mystery was solved. This sure.
Iy was the hiding spot of the strange
trapper!

“Can't see why | missed it afore,
Old Cy muttered, kneeling that he
might better look within, and sniffing
at the peculiar odor. “Wonder If the
cuss 18 dead In thar, or what smells
go!"

Then he aroge and grasped the slab
of slate, One slight pull and it fell
aslde,

“A nat'ral door. by
claimed Old Cy, and
knelt and looked In.

The bravest man will hesitate a mo-
ment before entering such a cavern,
prefaced, so to speak, hy two aban-
doned canoes, a rusty rifle, human
hend covering, each and all bespeak-
ing something tragic, and Old Cy was
no exception. That he had come upon
some grewsome mystoery was apparent.
Canoes were not left to rot in the wil-

"x-
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hokey!"
once more

derness  or  rifles  dropped  without
canse,

And then, that hat!

Surely here, or hereabouls, had

been enacted a dramua of murderous
nature, and Inside this cavern might
repose its blood-stained sequel.

But the filtering beams of light en-
couraged Old Cy, and he entered. No
ghastly corpse confronted him, but in-
stoad a human, if ecramped, abode, A
fireplace deftly fashioned of slate oc-
cupied one ¢ide of this cave; in front
a low table of the same flat stone, rest.
ing upon small ones; and upon the
table were rusty tin dishes, a few
monldy hardtack, a knife, fork, and
geraps of meat, exhaling the odor of
decay., A smell of smoke from the
charred wood in the fireplace mingled
with it all. In one corner was a bed
of brown fir twigs, also mouldy, a
blanket, and tanned deerskins.

The cave was of oval, irregular
shape, barely high enough for Old Cy
to stand upright. Across its roof, on
either slde of the rude chimney, & nar-
row crack admitted Hight, and as he
looked about, he saw in the dim light
another doorlike opening into still an-
other cave. Into thisa he peered, but
could see nothing,

“A queer llvin' spot,” he muttered
at last, “a reg'lar human panther den,
An' ‘twas ont o' this [ seen the smoke
come. An here's his gun,” he added,
as, more accustomed to the dim light,
he saw one In 4 corner. “Two guns,
two canoes, an' nobody to hum,” he
contlnued, “UI'm safe, anyhow., DBut
I've got to peek into that other gave,
gartin sure,” and he withdrew to the
open alr

A visit to a conple of bhirches soon
provided means of light, and he again
entercd the cave. One moment more,
and then a flaring torch of bark was
thrust into the inner cave, o mere cre-
vasse not four feet wide, and stooping,
ag he now had to, Old Cy entered and
tuelt while he looked about,

He saw nothing here of interest ex-
cept the serrvled rows of jutting slate,
across two of which lay a slab of the
gume-—no vestige of aught human, and
Old Cy was about to retreat when his
flare burning cloge to his finger tips
unnotiead, caused him to drop it on
the instant, and drawing another from
his pocket he lit it while the flame
lasted in the first one.

(TO BE CONTINU KL

Countess Dancing for a Living.
A great scensation has been creat-

thronghout Sweden by the ap-
pearance on the asg a dancer
in  national costume of the little
Countess von Nordenfelt, who is only
12 vears and  whose  family,
throngh eontinued misfortune, has
fallen into  ovil ways. According to
a German newspaper the little titled
dancer will beforo long appear at
German, French and English thea-
ters. She is recelving the maygnlitl
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Hlago

old
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NO SYMPATHY FOR PRODIGAL.

New York Man Tells How He Would
Have Treated Him.

“I went to hear Dr. Hillis' sermon on
the Prodigal Son last Sunday night.”
sald an enthustastic Brooklyn man to
a practical New Yorker, “and I tell you
he made a brand new point on the
parable of the Prodigal S8on.”

“What was that?" asked the New
York man.

“It was about this matter of helping
along a man who had made a mistake.
His Idea was that after a man had re-
formed It wasn't falr to hark back to
the time when he was all wrong. Dr.
Hillis sald it was wrong to mock by
referring to a man's past, For ex:
ample, he put it in this way: Finally,
the night of the feasting on the fatted
calf was past, and the next morning
had come—the morning after, There
fs always the morning after. The
affairs of the farm work must be taken
up again. The same routine must go
on. The time had now come for the
elder brother, who was the boss, to
get the younger brother to work; he
must assign the prodigal son to his
dutles as he would have them to do in
the future. 8o, he could say to him:
‘tJo feed the horses,’ or, ‘Go tend the
sheep,’ or, ‘Go milk the cows,’ but not
a word must he say about the swine.
The prodigal had been tending swine.
The elder brother must not mention
the swine; not u word about the
swine. Anything but that.”

“1 don't know about that,” sald the
practical New Yorker. “There are two
ways of looking at it. I think if 1 had
been the elder brother, I should have
snld: ‘Now, look here! You drew your
patrimony ke a hog; you went off by
yourself and blew it llke a hog, you
have come home on the hog; now it's
up to you to go out and mind the
hogs.'"”

And the Brooklynite laughed in spite
of himself,.—The Sunday Magazine,

Statesman's Confessions.

For all his caustic Wit, Thomas B.
Reed of Malne was as tender of heart
as large of frame, He was not much
of a hunter. "l never shot bul one
bird In my life,” he once confessed.
“1 spent & whole day doing that. 1t
was a sandpiper. I chased him for
hours up and down a mill stream.
When at last I potted him and held
him up by one of his poor little legs,
I never felt more ashamed of myself
in all my life. I hid him In my coat-
tall pocket for fear somebody would
gee how blg I was and how small the
vietim, and I never will be guilty
again of the cowardice of such an un
equal battle.,"—Woman's Companion.

Chivalrous Man,

A father and mother, with slx chil-
dren, spent a holiday at the seaside.
Immediately on arrival they set about
looking for cheap lodgings.

At lenglh they came to a notice of
a “furnigbed room to let" and made
inquiries.

“Oh, yes,” sald the landlady in an-
swer to the father's questioh; “it's
here the room I8 to let, but there's
only one bed in It."

“Oh, that's all right,” replied the fa-
ther; “we're used to roughing it. The
wife and bairns will sleep on the
floor."—The Tatler.
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ONE-WAY RATES

FROM

Missourl River Terminals

(KANSAS CITY TO COUNCIL BLUFFS, INCLUSIVE)

EVERY DAY

March | to April 30, 1908

to San Francisco, L.os
Angeles, San Diego, and
many other California
points.

T'o Everett, Bellingham,
Vancouver and Victoria,
via Spokane,

To Portlandand Astoria,

To Tacoma and Seattle,
via Spokane,
$30 To Ashland, Roseburg,

Eugene, Albany and
Salem, including So. Pac.
branch lines in Oregon.

To Spokane and inter-

mediate O, R. & N.
points.
| VIA

Union Pacific

For full information inquire of

E. L. LOMAX, G. P. A,
OMAHA, NEB.
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