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SYNOPSIS

Chip MeGulre, a ltyear old givl living
at Tim's plivee in the Malne woods s
sold by her ftather to Pete Boldue, o
B if-bred SBhe runs away aml reaches
the camp of Martin Frisble, oceupled by
Martin, his wife, nephew, Ruymond Stet-
son, and guides. She tells her story and
Is cared for by Mres, Frisbie. Journey of
I'risble's party Into woods to visit father
of Mrs., Frisble, an old hermit, who has
resided In the wilderness for many yenrs,

When camp ig bhroken Chip and Ray ocs

cupy same canoe, The pavty reach caomp
of Mrs, Frisbie's father and arve wel-
comed by him and Cy Walker, un 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 thig but Cy Walker, Strange

capoe marks found on luke shore In front

af their cabin, Strange smoke s seen
aoross the lake, Martin and Levi leave
for settlement to get offficers to arrest
MoeCiuire, who Is Known as outlaw and
escaped murderer, Chip's one  wouoils
friend, Tomal, an Indian, visits camp
vy bhelieves he sees g boar on the ridge.
Chip Is stolen by Pete Boldoe and es-

capes with her in o canoe. Chip I8 res-
cied by Martin and Levl as they are re-

turning from the settlement. Boldue es-
capes. Old Cy proposes to oy that he
remain in the woods with himself and

Amzl and trap during the winter, and he
goncludes to do 8o, 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 espocially by Hannah,
Old Cyv and Itay discover strange tracks
in the wilderness, They penetrate fur-
ther into the wilderness and discover the
hiding place of the man who had been
ancaking about thelr cabin, They inves-
tigate the cave home of MeGuire during
his absence, Boldue finds MoeGuire and
the two fight to the death, finding @
witlery grave together.

CHAPTER XVI|.—Continued.

How welcome he was, and how all,
even Amzi, of those winter-bound
prisoners vied with each other in mak-
ing him the guest of honor, need not
be asserted. He had been a part of
their life here the previous summer,
with all its joys and dangers, and now
seomed one of them.,

When mutual experiences and their
winter's history had been exchanged,
of course Chip's rescue, the half-
breed's escape, and the whereabouts
of her father came up for discussion
that evening.

“I've heard from Tim's Place two or
three times this winter,” said Levl,
“an’ neither Pete nor old McGuire has
been seen or heard on since early last
fall. Pete got thar all safe, but vowed
revenge on McGuire, as Martin and |
found, when we went out. He stayed
round a week or so, I heard later, and
then started for his cabin on the Fox
Hole, 'n' since then hain't never been
seen or heard of by nobody, Tim an’
Mike went over to his eabin 'long in
the winter, but no signs of him was
found, or even of his bein' thar since
snow came. McGuire also seems to
hev droppdd out o' business and ain't
been heard on sinee in the summer.
We've expected him all winter at the
lumber camp, but he didn't show up.”

“We've seen him,” put in Old Cy,
flashing a smile at Ray, "leastwise I
callated 'twas him, though I never let
on to that effect. He was trappin’
over bevond a big swamp last fall, 'n’
he paid us a visit, stole a half-dozen o’
our catches 'n' left his trade-mark on
our canoe."” And then Old Cy told the
story of their adventure, omitting,
however, any reference to the sup-
posed cave.

“It's curis what has become o' him,"”
Levi said, when the tale was told, “and
our camp crowd all believe that thar's
been foul play, with Pete at the bot-
tom on't. Nobody's shed any tears,
though, an' I'm thinkin® the woods is
well rid o' him., He's been a terror to
everybody long enough."

Much more of this backwoods gos-
sip and change of experience filled in
the evening, and next morning Old Cy
gave Ray a word of caution.

*“I kept whist 'bout our findin' what
we callated was a cave,” he sald, “an’
I want you to. This matter o' Me-
Tuire and the half-breed ain't blowed
over yit, an' we don’t want to git mixed
up In it. Ez fer the cave, if we ‘lowed
we found one, the folks at Tim's Place

‘wd g0 buntin’ fer It, sure, 'n’ I've my | veferred to her as “rebellious, ubsli-l

o mum's the word to Levl 'bout it"”

Levi's arrvival, however, changed
thefr plang, for he at once offered to |
convoy Ray out of the woods, thus re-
Heving Old Cy, and three days later
thega two, with welllad:n canoes,
started on the out-going journey.

It was pot without incident, for
when the main stream was reached, It
was dotted with floating logs and the
red-shirted drivers with the bateaux
and spike shoex were in evidence. A
monster jam was met at the first
rapld, the bags of gum nuts, bundles
of firs, and canoes had to be carried
around it, and when Tim's Place was
reached, a score of the good-natured
woodsmen were In possession,

Levi disereetly avoided all questions
as to what Tim knew of Chip, her
father, or the half-breed. Ray's lips
were also zealed, and =0 both escaped
mueh questioning Here, also, they
lemmed what both had guessod-—that
MceGuire and Pete had elther ieft the
wilderness or had perished that win
ter. Where and how, if such was the
case, no one seemed to know or care,
and a close observer would have sald
that every one a Tim's Place hoped
that these two ountlaws had met their
fate,

Old Tomah was alzo found at Tim's
Place, and he was undeniably glad to
see both Ray and Levi, and to learn
that Chip was likely to be well cared
tor

When these two vovagers were ready
to start, he joined and kept with them
until the settlement reached,
Knowing full well the value of gum
and furs, he soon found a purchaser
for Rayv's store and stock cat its fall
villue;, and when that yvouth, now
elated as never hefore, was ready to
start Tor Greenvale, the fine old Indian
showed almost a white man's emotion

“Take this to little girvl,”” he said,
handing Ray a package, “and tell hey
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Sobbed in Utter Despair,

Old Tomah not forget. He hope she
come back to see him soon."”

“Tell Mr. Frishie 1 shall be here,
waltin' to meet him, when he sends
word,” Levi said; and shaking bands
with both of his good friends, Ray
now bade them good-by with many
thanks for all they had done,

Of his homeward trip and all the
charming anticipations now his, no
mention need be made. They are but
the flowers wisely strewn in the path
way of youth, and Ray—now more a
man than when he entered the woods
—full well deserved all that lay before
him.

But Old Tomah's heart was sad, and
far away beside a rippled lake was
another who felt the same,

CHAPTER XVII,

Chip’s success and popularity in
Greenvale was practically nullified by
Hannah, who from wounded vanity
and petty jealousy became her enemy
from the outset,

Aunt Comfort did not know it. An-
gle was not conscious of the facts, or,
busy with her own social duties and
home-making, gave them no thought
And vet, inspired by Hannah's mali-
clous tongue, Greenvale looked upon
poor Chip as one it was best to avoid.

With Angle as sponsor, she had been
made one of the Christmas chureh
decorators, and had been twice invited
to parties, only to exasperate Hannah
all the more and cause an increase of
BNneers,

“She’s nobody an' an upstart,"” Han-
nah said at the first meeting of the
village sewing cirele after Chip's ad-
vent, “an' I've my doubts about her
father an’ mother ever bein' married.
Then she's an infiddle an’ belleves in
Injun sperrits an' hobgoglin things she
calls spites, an' Is a reg'lar heathen, |
don’t trust her a minit, an' never leave
the house 'thout I lock up my things."

There was also some color for this
ill repute, for Angle had concealed
nothing, and Chip, foolishly perhaps,
had asserted her belief when it would
have been better to conceal it.

The parson also, chagrined at his

failure to make a convert of the girl,

]

[ yvensons for not wantin® they should go. { nate in her fdeas, and one who needed

chastening”

Her teacher, however, was her stanch
friend. Aunt Comfort beamed upon
her morning and night, while Angle,
having provided her with home, rai-
ment, opportunity for schooling, escort
to church, and much good advice, felt
that she had fulfilled her duty. And
in a way, she had.

Hut social recognition in a country
village can be made or marred by such
a person as Hannah, and quite un-
known to those most Interested, Chip’'s
popularity was not decreed.  Neither
was she conscious of this undercur-
rent. Each day she went to and re-
turned from school In a sturdy sort of
way. A most devoted pupll, she never
falled to thank her teacher for every
word of help, and if—thanks to Han-
nah—she falled to make friends about
the village, she won a place near to
Aunt Comfort's heart.

But somehow Aunt Comfort, who
loved everybody alike, good or bad, or
al least spoke no {1l of the bad ones,
didn't count. That she must inevit-
ably take Chip under her motherly
wing, all recognized,  She had taken
Hannah, then Angle and Nezer, and
now this wall who, as Hannah insist
edd, was all bad; and according to
Greenvale's  bellef,  Aunt Comfort
woild keep on “taking in homeless
waulfs and outeast mortals as long as
she lived, or house room held ont, And
it was Lrue,

By midwinter Martin's new house
was all furnished, and social obliga-
tions began to Interest Angie, whieh
made matters all the worse for Chip,
for now Hannah could persecute her
with less danger of exposure,

But Chip was hard persecute
She had known adversity in its worsl
form. Her life at Tim's Place had
heen practical slavery, and the worst

that Hanpah could do wus as pin
pricks compared to it
It is certain, also, i Chip had

“spunked up,” as Hannah would ecall
it, now and then, It would have been
better for her; but it wasn't Chip's
way, To work and suffer in sllence
had been her lot at Tim's Place. Angle
had said, “You mugt obey everybody
and make friends.” and impelled by
experience, and this somewhat broad
order, Chip was doing her hest,

One hope cheered her all that long,
hard winter of monotonous study—the
return of Ray, and possibly Old Cy,
when summer came., Somehow these
two had knit themselves into her life
as no one else had or could. Then she
wondered how Ray would seem to and
feel toward her when he came, and if
the little bhond—a wondrons strong
one, as far as her feelings went—
would still call him to her side.

It had all been a beacon of hope o
her in the uphdll road toward the tem
ple of learning; and how hard she had
studied, and how patiently she had
tried to correet her own speech, not
even her teacher gnessed,

It is also possible, in fact almost cer-
tain, that that unfortunate waif's some-
what pitiful tale had won her teach:
er's interest and affection as naught
else could. Only one reservation was
made by Chip—her own feelings (o
ward Ray. All else became an open
book to Miss Phinney.

When school was out, the two walk
ed homeward together as far as thelr
ways permitted, and then Chip ob-
tained the one hour of the day which
she felt was quite her own. At frst,
during the autumn days, she had used
it for a scamper through the nut
brown woods. When winter came and
it was not too cold, she ocecaslonally
visited the mill pond above the village,
where, If the conditions were right, all
the skating and sliding youth were
gathered; and when blessed spring re
turned, it was away to the hills and
fields once more.

On Saturdays left the

she seldom

house, unless sent on an errand, and-

sSunday became a day of penance.

And now, when the fAowers and
birds had cnee more returned to Green-
virle, and Ray might return any day, a
little plan that Chip had had in mind
for many weeks took shape. She
lkinew Ray must come on the stage,
and eager for a sight of his face as
only love can make one, she meant to
be the first to meet and greet him.

A mile down the village street and
bevond the last house was a sharp
hilltop. ‘The stage usually reached
here about an hour after the close of
school, and to this vantage point,
where she could hide behind a stone
wall, Chip now betook herself each day

Her plans for mecting her young
hero were well considered, She was
sure he would, like herself, prefer a
seat with Uncle Joe. That important
person, whose heart she had won by
her admiration of his horses on her ar-
rival, would surely invite her to ride
into the village, if he saw her. If he
was alone, she would remain hid; but
if some one was with him, she would
then diselose herself and the coveted
invitation and meeting with Ray would
follow,

It was mid-April when Chip began
her daily watch, and missed no day
unless a pelting rain prevented. It
was June ere she won her reward, and
then one balmy afternoon when she
saw the stage afar, there, perched be-
slde Uncle Joe, was—a ecompanion!

How sure that weary, walting walf
was that her heart was not mistaken!

How her pulses leaped and thrilled as
the slowmoving stage crept up the
hill; and how Ray, eager to eateh the
first glimpsge of his native village, saw
a winsome, smiling foce shaded by a
flowerdecked hat, peeplng at him over
nowall, was but a minor episode in the
lives of these two, yel one to he re-
called many., many times afterward
and always with a heartache

None came to them now, for on the
instant Ray saw who was walting for
him he halted the stage, and the next
moment he was beside his sweetheart
And Unele Joe, with the wisdom and
sympathy of old age, discreetly avert-
od his face, and sald “"Golang” to his
horses, and drove on alone,

CHAPTER XVIIL

During all the long weeks while
Chip had awaited her lover's coming,
one hope had been hers—that his re
turn wonld end all her loneliness and
hegin a season of the happy, care{ree
days HKke those by the lake onee more.

For the first few moments after ne
kissed her upralsed lips, she could nol
speak for very joy: and then, as hand
in hand they started towawrd the vil
lage, her gspeech came,

“I've been so lonesome,” she sald
simply, “I've counted the days, and
come down here to meet yon daily, for
over a month, 1 don't Hke {t here, and
nobody lkes me, | guess. 1'm so glad
yvou've come, though. Now | shan't be
lonegome no more,  've studied hard,
ton,” she added, with an accent of
pride. 1 can vead and spell words of
six syllables. 've eiphored up to deecl
mal fractions, an’ begun grammar.

“I'm glad to get home, too,” an-
swored Ray, as simply. "It was lone-
some In the woods all winter, when
we couldn’t tend the traps. But I've
made a lot of money—"most fve hun-
dred dollars—all mine, too, How is
everybody?'  And so they dropped

from sentiment into commonplace.

At the tavern he gecured his helong-
ings. At the corner where their ways
parted, he bade Chip a light good-by,
and with an “I'll see yvou soon,” left
her,

Her had arrvived They had
met, kissed as lovers should, and the
lonely walting and watching days were
at an end and a new lte was to begin
tor C‘hip.

Little did she realize what it wonld
mean for her, or how utterly her hopes
were to fall

hero

“He will come to-night,” her heart
assured her, and that evening, with-
out a word to Aunt Comfort or Han:

nah as to whom she expected, she ar-
rayed hersell in her one best dress
and awaited his expected visit,

And what a propitions and all-favor-
ing evening it was'  The June night
was balmy. Hlooming lilaes and syrin-
gas hall hid, as well as adorned, the
poreh of Aunt Comfort’s home. Aunt
Comfort had just departed to make a
call, Hannanh was away at prayer
meeting, and “no one nigh to hinder.”

But Chip waited in vain!

At school next day her mind and
heart were at war.  The parts  of
speech and rules of subtractlon and
division seemoed complete chaos, and
when homeward bound, she loltered
slowly along, hoping Ray would male

amends and meet her on the way. Hut
again he failed to appear.

And that night, when alone with
Hannah, a worse blow came.

“I heerd young Stetson got bhack

vesterday,” she sald, fixing her steely
hlue eyes on Chip, “an’ yon went down
the road to meet him. [ should think
vou'd be ‘shamed o' yourself. If you're
callatin' on settin® your cap for him,
twon't do a mite o good. His aunt
wounldn't think o' havin® such an out-
cast ez you for him—that 1 can tell ye"

But not a word of reply eame from
poor Chip. Such speeches were not
new to her, and she had long bhefore
ceased to answer them., But this one,
from i{ts very truth, hurt more than
all others had, and, crushed by It, she
stole away out of the house,

No thought that Ray might call came
to her. She only wished to escape
somewhere, that she might ery away
her misery and shame in solitude,

The evenlng was but a repetition of
the previous one, The same sweet In-
fluence and silvered light was all
about, but no heed of its beauty came
to Chip. Instead, she felt herself a
shameful thing of no account., Her
lover had falled her—now ghe knew
why, and as she sped along the lonely
way to the schoolhonse, scarce con-
gelons of her steps, all hope and all
joy left her. Why or for what purpose
she was hurrying toward this deserted
Mttle bullding, she knew not. Hot
tears filled her eyes. Shame surged In
her heart. She was a nobody in the
eyes of all her world, and once she
had reached the worn sill, o0 often
crossged by her, she threw hersell upon
it and sobbed In ntter despalr,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Loaded.

The old man looked reflectively at
the brass tip of his wooden leg.
“Then,” he said, "the surgeons took
me up and laid me carefully in the
ammunition wagon, and “Hold on,
captain,” said a listener. “You llnu'tL
mean the ammunition wagon., You |
mean the ambulance wagon,”
captain shook his head. “No,” he in-
sisted; I was so full of bhullets that |
they decided I belonged (o the ammu- |
nitiom wagon." |

But the .__._ - .
|

An Unlucky Answer,

Wealthy Aunt—Oh, 1 know you are

all just walting for my death.
Niece—Why, aunt, what an idea!

It's a matter of perfect Indifference to

me.—lllustrated Magazine.

.___Important to Mothers.
Examine carefully every bottle of
CASTORIA a safe and sure remedy for
infants and children, and see that It
Bears the

Signature of

In Use For Over 30 Y'eurl.
The Kind You Have Always Bought

Making things appear to prove what
we want them to prove, Is one wWay,
having them prove what they do
prove {8 another way.

OVER NINE MILLION (8,200,000)
SOLD THIS YEAR,

Salen Lewin' Single Binder cigars for
y!ll' lm more th‘nruia-ocunc-.."mlm
H.‘“ fOl' lm..-u.-u-u.-o..-..&mmnm

Olin T 00

700,000
Quality brings the business.

Ad a man dresses so he 18 esteemed,
=Danish.

HELPFUL
ADVICE
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You won’t tell your family doctor
the whole story about your private
illness — you are too modest. You
need not be afraid to tell Mrs, Pink-
ham, at Lynn, Mass,, the things you
could not explain to the doctor, Your
letter will be held in the strictest con-
fidence. From her vast correspond-
ence with sick women during the
past thirty years she may have
Eu'med the very knowledge that will

elp yourease. Such letters as the fol-
lowinr;, from grateful women, es-
tablish beyond a doubt the powerof

LYDIA E. PINKHAM’S
VEGETABLE COMPOUND

to conquer all female diseases.

Mrs, Norman R. Barndt, of Allen-
town, Pa., writes:

“Ever since I was sixteen years of
age I had suffered from an organic de-
rangement and female wenkness; in
consequence I had dreadful headaches
and was extremely nervous. My physi-
cinn said I must go through an opera-
tion to get well. A friend told me
about Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable
Compound, and I took it and wrote you
for advice, following your directions
carefully, and thanks to you I am to-
day a well woman, and I am telling
all my friends of my experience.”

FACTS FOR SICK WOMEN.

For thirty ?voam Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound, made
from roots and herbs, has been the
standard remedy for female ills
and has positively cured thousands of
women who have been troubled with
displacements, inflammation, ulcera-
tion, fibroid tumors, irregularities,

riodic pains, backache, that bear-
ng-down feeling, flatulency, indiges-
tion,dizziness,ornervous prostration.
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What a Settler Can Secure In

WESTERN CANADA

160 Acres Grain.Growing Land FREE,
20to 40 Bushels Wheat to the Acre.
40 to 90 Bushels Oats to the Acre,
38 to 50 Bushels Barley to the Acre.
[imber for Fencing and Buildings FREE,
o Laws with Low Taxation.
iplendid Railroad Facililies and Low Rates.
chools and Churches Convenient.
Satisfactory Markets for all Productions.
Climate and Perfect Health.
Chances for Profitable Investments.
Some of the choleest graln-producing landsin
Saskatchewan and Alberta may now be ace
quired in these most healthful and prosperous
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| sections under the

Revised Homestead Regulations

by which entry muy be made by proxy (on cer:
tain conditions), by the father, mother, son,
daughter, brother or sister of Intending home-:
steader,

Entry fee in ench case 5 £10.00. For pamphlet,
Sast BestWest, "particulars as torates, routes,
best thme to go and where to locate, apply to

W.V.BENNETT,

801 New Yovk Lile Building Omaka, Nebrasha,

SEEDTTaruse

n'lllh'l.!. Write for
our new ogue, It's FREE.
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