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CHAPTER XVill—Continued.

For a long hour she sat there while
the tide of feeling ebbed and tears
came unchecked, and then the reac.
tlon came. With it, also, came some-
thing of the old courage and defiance
that Bad once led her to face night,
danger, and G0 miles of wilderness
al

ne.

"l have made a mistake,” she said,
altting up, “and Hannah was right. 1
am a nobody here, and Ray has been
ftold so and has kept awa;

And now with returning calm, and
soothed, maybe, by the stlll, ethereal
night, she saw herself, her past and
present, as It all was. Back In an in-

—stant-she-spad-in-thought-to-the mo- |-

ment when, kneellng to these people,
she begged for food; back to that first
prayer she ever heard in the tent, and
the offer of rescue that followed,

And then her life here, with all its
hopes and humiliation, rose before her.

“It was all wrong, my coming here,”
sho sald, looking away to the village
where lights twinkled; “T am not their
mort, nor they mine. T'd better go

Then, lifted & wee bit by this new
Tesolve, she rose and returned to the
house. .

“The tall clock In the sitting-room
wag Just chiming ten when she en.
tered, and Aunt Comfort was there
alone.

“Raymond was here this evening,”
she sald kindly, “and walted quite a
&pell. ‘Where have you been?"

“Ob, nowhere answered Chip,
pleasantly, “only I was lonesome and
went out for & walk"

Littls did good Aunt Comfort realize
what a voleatio of hope, despalr, shama
and tender Jove was concealed beneath
that calm answer, or the new resolve
buddieg in Chip's heart.

No more did Ray suspect It when he
met her coming home from sehool the
next afternoon.

For during those two wretched hours
when she was alone on the worn
schoolhouse step, poor Chip McGuire,
the low-born, pitiful walf, had becoma
& woman and put away girlish im.
puls

“I eouldn't come to see you that first
evening” he said at once, “for unmcle
and aunty kept 'me talking il bed-
time. Whers were you last nlght?

“Ob. I didn't much think you would
€ome,” answered Chip, calmly, smil-
ing at Bim in & farof way, “I am a
mobody here, as you will soon find out,
and 1 don't expect—anything, 1 got
lonesoms last night and went off for a
walk."

Ray  looked at her fn wide-eyed
astonlshment. And well he might, for
only two short days since she had
met him, an eager, simple girl, and
now she spoke lilke s woman. No
word, 0o hint of his neglect, escaped
hor; but a cool Indifference was ap-
Pparent.

“Tell me about the woods and Ola
Cy," sha sald, not walting for him to
Bpeak again, “and how Is the hermlt?
1 want to know all about them.”

O, 1 left 'em all righ nawered
Ray, sullenly, for like & boy he wanted
10 be conxed, And then, urged a litile
by Chip, he told his winter's experi-
enoe.

One eplsods interested her most of
[l—the strange trapper's dolngs, bis
of their game, their pursuit of

he sald,

was all described. "It wasmy
d if he had eaught you spy-

, 1 guess he'd shot you

she gald, somewhat timldly when tioy
parted; and scarce understanding’this
speech, Ray left her. e

“Chip has changed a whola lot," he
2aid to his aunt a little later, “and I
wish she hado't; she don't seem the
Same any more.”

“I'm glad of It If she Las,” answeroq
Angle, smiling at bim. “There was
need enough of It

CHAPTER XIX.

©Old Cy had bullded wiser than he
realized when he coaxed Ray to spend
& winter in the woods.

The long tramps through the vast
wilderness; the keen hunt for signs of
mink, fisher, otter, and wildeat, with
constant guard agalnst danger; the
tnremitting though sestful labor of
gum-gathering; ‘the far-sighted need
for winter preparation; and Inst but
not least Old Cy's chearful philosophy,
had broadened the lad and developed
both muecle and mind,

His success, too, had encouraged
him. He was eager to try another sea-
Bon there, and planned for hiring men
fo gather gum, and saw in thls vocs-
tion posslble future.

But the change In Chip puzzled him.
He had refurned, expeeting to find her
the same timid, yet courageous Mttlo
Elrl, ready to be his companion at all
tinies and to kiss him when he chase
—a somewhat better-educated girl, of
‘course, using more refined language,
but otherwise the same confiding child,
ag It were.

She was all this the day of his re-
thrn; and then, presto! like a sudden
biast of cold alr came a change. Too
loyal to her to question muy -one, he
could only wonder why this change,

He called again soon after that first,
unsatisfylng walk home with her, to
find her the same cool, collected
young lady. She was nice to him, In-

, N

It was true enough, as Miss Phinney
well understood, and somehow her
heart went out to this unfortunate girl
LeW, as never before,

“You mustn't think about that,” she
sald at last, In her most soothing volee,
“but come and see me as often as you
ean—every day, If you like, for I shall
always be glad to have you. I'd keep
on studylng, if I were you,” she added,
as Chip brightened, “it will help you
on, and I will gladly hear you recite
every day.”

Then hand in hand, like two sistes
they loft the dear old schoolhous
Little did Miss Phinney, good soul that
she was, reallze how recently poor
Chip had cried her heart almost out
on its well worn slll, or that never
#gRin would *this strange, winsome
Woman-grown pupil enter that temple,

At the parting of thelr ways the two
embraced, kissed, and with tear
dimmed eyes separated,

“I ean’t account for it," Miss Phin
ney sald to herselt when well away.
It may be a love affalr with young
Stetson, or it may be something
worse."

That evening she called on Angle.
The result was frultless, so far ad ob-
talning any lght wpon this puzzling
matter was concerned, for Angle was
elther biind to the situation, or felgned
Ignorance.

“They wers together all last sum-
mer, of course,” she sald, “in fact, they
were forced to be like two children,
¥ou know. I was glad to have it so,
feeling it would benefit the girl. 1t
any love flame was started then, it

has had ample time to die out sinee.”
“There Is something else the matter

“I Wish You.Wers Going Back with Us”

duced him to talk of the woods once
more and his own plans; but It was
not the Chip of old who llstened, but
quite another person.

“I am going back to the laks with
uncle and aunt,” he sald at last, “and
I mean to coax them to take you along.
You have been shut up in school so
long, It will do you good.”

“Please don't say a word to them
about It," she urged, in hurt tone, “for
It will do no good. T wouldn't go, any-

ay.”

ot g0 to the woods If you could,”
he exclaimed in astonishment; “why,
what do you mean?"

“Just what I say.” she returned
Armly, and then added wistfully, “I'd
fly there, If I had wings. I'd give my
life, almost, for one more summer like
the last. But I shall not go again now,
and maybe never."

It was unaccountable and quits be-
yond Ray's ken—this strange decislon
of hers—and her “Please don't say
aay more about i” closed the subject.

Anothér ‘and even greater shock
came to Ray when late that evening,
on the he essayed to kiss her.

“'No, o9, pleass don't.”" she’sald with
almost a sob, pushlog him away. “It's
#illy now, and—and—you mustn't.”

A week later school clpsed, and
Chip's conduct was then also 8 puzsle
to Miss Phingey. As usual on these
‘occasions, when the hour came, each
pupll, young mnd old, flled past the
teacher at her desk, the boys to shake
hands, the girls to be kissed, snd all

with Chip, then,” Miss Phinney re-
Jjolned, “she has been moody and quite
upset at times for the past faw weeks,
aod today when sehosl closed, she
sobbed like a broken-heartad woman.
It was quite pathetic, and 1 had to ery
myselt.” ’ -

That night Angle took ecounsel of
her husband

“Well, what if It is 80, he respond-
ed to her suggestion that a love affair
might have started between them. “1t
won't harm either. So far as I've ob-
served, the glrl copldn’t have beon bet-
ter behaved sinee she came here, She
has never missed an hour at school all
winter, no matter how cold It has
been. Her teacher says she has made
wonderful progress. Shé has attended
church with you ew

It was clear enough that Angie's
fears wera not shared by Martin,

“But think of her origin and parent.
age,” answersd Angle, “and that out-
Inw father who might appear at any
tims! The very idea of Ray marrylng
her 18 preposterous. It would wreck
hia life.”

“But what about Chip?" returned
Martin, who had broader views of life,
“You brought her here to Christianize
and educate her; do you proposs to
turn her adrift because she a
pretty face and the boy sees It? Hhe
fsn't to blame for her origin. As for
Ray, If he shows that ke is able to sup-
port & wife and wants ber, I honor

him for it, and Il give Am & houss b
start with - ; —
At Auat .

t housework, studled at odd
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an ked with him as it he
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The day he was to leave Greenvale
Was close at hand, however,
evenlng before he came early,
ing his banjo, and by tacit consent,
perbaps to eseaps Hannah, they both
left the house at once,

Just above' the village there was &
long, narraw pond, waoded upon one
8lde and around its upper end, with
partially cleared land and scattered
frees along the opposite bank. Ona of
these trees was & monster beech near
the water's edge, the trunk of which
was scarred by many Intwined Initials,

To this lovers' trysting tree now
came Ray and Chip,

The evenlng was not one for ro-
mance, for no moon graced ft—only
Btars were reflected from the pond's
motionless  surface, while fireflles
twinkled above it.

The shadow of the near parting also
hovered over these tWo as, hand fn
hand, they picked their Way up and
along the bank: and once seated be-
neath the ‘tree, It seemed io forbld
speech.

"1 wish you'd play some of the son;
you used 10, Chip safd at last hur
tiedly; “I'd lke to think I'm back at
the lake aghin,”

@ad to do so, Ray drew out his
banjo and began to tune 1t. He start.
ed a song also—one of the “grave.
yardy” ones which Old Cy bad Inter
dicted, but ehoked at once and stopped
abruptly.

“I can’t sing to-night,” he said; “I'm
100 blue about going away.”

There were two In this frame of |
mind, evidently, for Chip made no pro-
test, and for another long interval
they watched the firefiles and listened
to the whippoorwills,

I wish you were going back with
Ray sald at Jast. “It breaks my
heart to go away so soon and leave
you. Why won't you let me ask my
uncle to take you? He might be slad
to do it, just for me. f

“No,"” answered Chip, frmly, “you
mustn’t. It would shame me so that
I couldn't. look them in the frce.
Then, as IT this subject and their own
feellngs must be avolded. she added
Huriledly, “Teil me what you will do
when the folks come back—whether |
you will come with them or stay al
the lake"

“Stay there, suppose,’
Ray, somewhat doggedly, for money-
making and Jove were in confilet.
“0ld Cy says we can make g lot aof
money If I will. 1 wish I were rich,”
he added with a sigh

He was not ‘the first young man to |
whom that wish had come at such &
moment. “But converse between them
Wwas at ebb tide Just now, and the part-
ing moment, ever creeping nelrar.|
overshadowed all else. To Chip— |
known only to herself—it meaat for- |
ever. To Ray, another long isolation
from all the world and young msso- |
clates, and all for a fow hundred dol- |
lars sorely needed by him, yet seem.
Ing of scant value compared to the
8weet companionship of this maid.

Then Chip's feelings and the reason |
for them were quite beyond him. Ha|
could not see why she was unwilling |
to ask to be thken to the woods again, |
nor why she held herself aloof from |
him. She had not done 8o at the lake, |
or when they met agaln, and why |
should she now? i

answored

Something of this might have been
inferred by Chip, for she iuddcn[y;
arose.

“1 think we'd best go back™ she

sald. “It's timg and Hannah will be
watching for me." |

What Ray might have sald had he |
been a worldwise man, does not mat. |
ter. What he did was to plek up h(l‘
useless banjo, and elasplng Chip's arm, |

| 1ad ber along the windieg walk.

Below the falls and near the house
they paused, for now the last moment
alone together had come, and with 1t
the real parting. |

“Tell Old ©y Il haven't forgot|
him,” whispered Chip, her volce quiv-
eting, “and—and—you won't forget me
either, will you, Ray?"

That little #6b In her speech was all
that was needed to break away the
barrier between them, for the next in-
stant Ray’s armié were about the girl

No words of love, no protestations,
no promises. Only one Instant's mest-
Ing of soul and impulse, fierce as love
of lfe, sacred ds the hand of death.

Love consecrated It. The shadow-
ing maples blessed it The stars hal-
lowed it

And yet it was a long, long parting.

When Ray rode away next morn.|
Ing he watched for her at the Arst
sharp hilltop, .

It was In vain, for Chip's rescive
had been taken, and he never saw the
forlorn figure trouching behind that
bush-topped wall, or knew that two
wistful, misty eyes had seen him de
part.

(T0 BB CONTINUED.)

At the Literary Club,

“How did everything come off at
the lterary last night?” “Well, the
barbecuod beof was tiptop, an' the
Drunswick stew,couldn't be beat,
while the corn licker had enough
beads on it to make a pearl necklace
look slek” “But—was thers no lit-
erary discusylon?” “Lemme see, now.
—I belleve the president d'd hit the
vice president ‘slde the head with &
copy of Bunyan's ‘Pligrim's Prog
ress’ "—Atlants Constituilon.

i
The tan who has greatness thrust
Upon him is always sure that he could
Bave achleved It if that had been neo-
essary,
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” Rather Neatly Pyt,

A Baltlmere man had until recently
a darky In his employ—about as shift-
less and worthless a darky, says he, as
ever he came across, One day the
employer, his patlence exhausted,
called Sam fnto bis office and told him
to look for another fob. *“Will you give
me & letter of recommendation?* nsked
Bam, piteously, Although he felt that
he could not consclentiously comply
with this request, the Baltimore man's
beart was touched by the appeal. So
be sat down to his desk to write a
non-committal letter of character for
the negro. His effort resulted as fol-
lows: “This man, Sam Harkins, has
worked for me obe week, and I am
satisfled.”

The Making of a Journalist.
Henry H. Ashton, a Virginia City
capitalist, has In his library, richly
bound in crushed Levant, thoss early
volumes of the Virginia City Enter.
prise to which Mark Twain contrib-
u

The faded pages contain innumers
able specimens of the famous writer's
quaint humor. Mr. Ashton often
points out the first paragraph that
Mark Twaln wrote on his arrival in
Virginla City. The paragraph runs:

“A thunderstorm made HBeranger a
poet, a mother's kiss made Benjamin
West a palnter and a salary of §15 a
week makes us & Journallst.”

Power of Decelving,

There 15 & Brooklyn woman who
Posagsses a servant who Is a model In
all respocts save one—in that she is
none too truthful.

Lately the mistress has been uslng
Il her eloguence to make Nora see

the ortar of het deceltfuiness. Dut at |
last she had to own hersslf beaten |

when Nora, with a beaming Irish
smlile, turned and in a most eajoling
tone said:

“Sure, now, mum, an' wot de ye
suppose the wer of  desavin' wa
Elven us for?—Ilustrated Sunday
Magazine,

Sees America a Heaven.

Prof. W. B. Elkin of the University
of Missour] belleves that Ameriea will
be & veritable heaven on earth within
18¢ years, and he goes on to tel] why
In an article which he has written for
the American Journal of Soclology.
Among other things which will be a
feature of the millennium he pictures
i8 a reformed press. Newspapers, he
says, will be printed and edited by
the college.

BRAIN POWER

Increased by Proper Feeding.

A lady writer who not only has done
good literary work, but reared a
family, found in Grape-Nuts the Ideal
tood for braln work and to develop
healthy children. She writes:—

“L am an enthusiastle proclaimer of |

Grape-Nuts as a regular diet. 1 for-
merly had no appetite in the morning
and for § years while nurafog my four
children, had Insufalent nourishment
for them. k
“Unable to eat breakfast I fgit falot

Every great man 1s alwayy belng
helped by everybody, for his gitt fs to
et good out of all things and all per-
sons,—Ruskin,
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Try to get rich quick to-day, then

bunt & job tomorrow,
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the
Woman's o It qui
attention m%k h‘
tells, with oul‘leal;dach
nervousness, e,
:Iolmi weight in the lower part of
the body, that & woman's feminins
needs

wgp l:uch cases the one surs remedy
1cl Bpﬂedll removes 9 ca

and restores minine o s
to 8 healthy, normal condition is

LYDIA E. PINKHAM'S
| VEGETABLE COMPOUND

Mrs. Will Young, of 6 Columbia
Ave,, 0., BEE
1L was tronbled for a Leag time with -
dreadful and 8 pain in my
tide, and was miserable
i 1 doctored until I was discouraged and
thought I would never got well. I read
what Lydia B Piokh&m's Vegetable
Compound had dons for others and
decided to try 145 after taking thres
bottles I can fruly say that I never folt
| 8o well in my lite™
Mrs. Augustus Lyon, of East Earl,
| writes to Mrs. Pinkham
| “I had very mevers backnches, and
| pressing-down pains. Iconld not slee
| and had no appetite. Lydia E. Pink:
bam's Vegetable Compound eured ma
and made me feel like a new woman.”
|FACTS FOR SICK WOMEN.
| For thirty years Lydia E. Pink.
ham’s Vegetable Compound, made
from roots and herbs, has been the
standard remedy for femals
‘ and has positively curad thousands of
‘women who haveé been troubled with
| diaplnmmenr.s,inﬂnmmntion,mmm—
|tinn, fibroid tumors, irrey nlarities,
-Ben‘orlm pains, backache, that bear-
| Ing-down feeling, fiatulency, indiges-
ﬂnn‘duzincss,ornemusmmunn.

SICK HEADACHE

Pdsitively cured by
these Little Fills,
‘They nlso relleve Die

treas (rom Dyspepals, In-

4ijgestion pod Teo Hearty
| Eailog. A perfect rem-
edy for Disziness, Nau-
ses, Drowsiness, Bad
| Taatainibe Mouih, Cont-
| 4 Tongue, Pain In the

1 Side, TORPID LIVER.

| They requlate ihe Bowsls. Purely Vegetable,

| SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRIGE.
! Genuine Must Bear
| Fac-Simile Signatura

|
IVER
PILLS,

IR

(CARTERS

Western
Canada

later, and would go to the pantry and |

eat cold chops, sausage, cookled, dough-
nuts or anything I happenedito find.
Belng a writer, at times my Wead felt
heavy and my braln asleep, .5,
“When'I read of Grape Nutsil
eating it every morning, also ga
«@ the children, Including, cmy 10
months old baby, who soon grew as
fat as a litle plg, mood naturpd and
contented, ¥
“Within & week I had pifaty of
breast milk, and felt strongetwithin
two weeks. 1 wrote eveningh and
feeling the need of sustainert: brain
power, began‘eating a small gkicer of
Grape-Nuts with milk Instead bf my
usual indigestible hot pudding ialc. or
eake for dessert at night. 3
“Grape-Nuts did wonders tdr me
and I learned to ke it I did ni§ mind
my housework or mother’
¥ felt strong and full of ‘go.’
plump, nerves strong, and ‘:?en 1
wrote my brain was active and’elear;
tndeed, the dull head pain ngear re
turned.” E
“There's & Reason.”
Namaow given by Postum Co,. Battls
Creek, Mich. Read, “The Read to
Wellville,” in phgn, &

gun
ve: It

capps, :orl
' grew
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in each case inH0.00. For pamphet,
e A0 or pampkiet.
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