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8YNOPSIS.

Chip McQuire, o I6-year-old girl lving

&t Tim's place in the Malne woods
ld by her father to- Pete Bolduc, &

half-breed. Bhe runs aw

the camp of M; Frial

{Martl

Fri in
of Mrs. Friable, an old hermit, who has
resided In the wilderness for many years.
‘When camp s broken Chip and Ray oc-
The party reach camp
father and are wel-

for summer's
and Ray are in love, but no
one reailzes this but Cy Walker. Btrangs
‘eanoe marks found on lake shore In front
of thelr cabin, Btrange smoke Is seen
Martin and Lovi leave
for settlement o gat officers to mrrest
nown as outlaw and
m Chip's one woo:
mah, Indian, visits camp.
ves he sees @ bear on the ridgs,
tolén by Pele Boldue and es-
Chip s res-

Chip_is
capes with her in a canoe.
cued by Martin and Levi as they are re-
turning from tha settismeht. Dolduc es-

Amzi nnd trap during the winte
concludes to do so. Others of the party

.
] lo_80 especially by Hannah.
0ld Cy and Ray discover sirango tracks
in tho wildernss, Thay penetrate fur-
ther Into the wilderness and discover ihe
hiding place of the man whe bad bess
sneaking about their eabin. They Inves-
e the save homo of MeQuire during

a

ulra

. Ray returns to

nds Chip waiting for

8 Chip l:? znb‘lﬂii:\ Ivnll’::
ng

p with ey has bee

aver, it Is as lovers. ¥

m Aunt Comfori’s and finds another
homa with Judson Walker, She gives her
nam Vi Abb)

o a8 Vern Raymond, Aunt
Aunt Mandy Walker's r, ‘Visits therm,
and taken Chip home With Her to Chrst:
mas Cove,

CHAPTER XXIl.—Continued,

“lT was born close to the wilder-
ness,” she sald, “and my mother died
when I was about eight years old.
‘Then my father took me Into the
‘woods, where I worked at a kind of
@ boarding house for lumbermen. 1
ran away from that when [ was about
16. T had to; the reasons I don't
want to tell. I found some people
camping In the woods when I'd been
gone three days and 'most tarved.
‘They felt pity for me, I gu and
took care of me. 1 stayed at thelr
camp that summer, and then they
fetched me home with them and I
was sent to school. Somebody sald
something to me there, somebody who
bated me. 8he had been pestering
me all the time, and I ran away.
Uncle Jud found me and took care
of me until you éame, and that's all I
want to tell. I 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 I don't tell where
T eame from. Then I felt 1 was so de-
pendent on them—1 was twitted of |t
—that it's another reason why I ran
away. 1 wounldnt have stayed with
Uncle Jud more than over night ex-
cept that I had a chance to work and
earn my board.”

"But wasn't it unkind of you—isn't
it now—not to let thess people know
you are allve?” answered Aunt Abby.
“They were certainly good to you.”

“T know that they were," returned
Chlp, somewhat contritely; “but |
couldn't stand belng dependent on

. them any Jonger. If they found where
1 was, they'd come and fetch me back;
and I'd feel so ashamed I couldn’t look
‘em in the face. I'd rather' they'd
think I was dead.”

“Well, perhaps it Is best you do
not,” returned Aunt Abby, sighing;
“but years of doubt, and not knowing
whether some one we care for fis
dead or alive, are hard to bear. And
now that you have told me some of
your_ history, I will tell youa lifelong
case’of not knowing some one's fate,
Many years ago my slator and myself,
who were born here, hecame acqualnt-
ed with two young men, sallor boys
from Bayport, named Cyrus and Jud-
son Walker. Cyrus became attached
1o me and we were engaged to marpy,
It never came to pass, however, for
the ship that Judson was captalp of,
with Cyrus ae first mate, fonndered at
sea. All hands took to the two boats.
‘The one Judson was In was picked up,
but the other was never heard of
afterward. In due time Judson and
my slster Amanda married. He gave
up & saflor's life, and they settled
down Where they now live. I wajted
many years, valnly hoping for my.
sweetheart's return, and finally, realiz-
Ing that he must be dead, married
Capt. Bemls, That all happened so
long mgo that 1 do not care to count
the years; and yet all through them
has lingered that pitiful thread of
doubt and uncertainty, 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 yet 1 cannot
put away that faint hope and quite be-
Heve It is 8o, and never shall so loag
88 I Jive. Now you have left those
who must have cared something for
you In moch the same pitiful state
of doubt, and it Is not right

For one moment something almost
akin to horror flastied over Chip.

“And was he callod—was ho never
=1 mean this brither, ever heard

¥ las 1t you'd seen

from?" ghe stammered, recovering her-
solf In ‘time.

“Why, no,” answered Aunt Abby,
looking at her curlously, “of course
not. Why, what alls you? You look

ghost.”

“Oh, nothing," returned Chip, now
more composed; “only the story and
how strange it ‘was.”

It ended the conversation, for Chip,
80 overwhelmed by the flood of posst-
bilitles contalned In this story, dared
not trust herself longer with Aunt
Abby, and soon escaped to her room.

And now clreumstances came troof:
Ing upon her: the shipwreck., which
she had heard Ol Cy describa 80 of-
ten; the name she knew was really
his; the almost startling resemblance
to Uncle Jud in speech, ways, and
oplnlons; and eountless other proofs.
Burely It must be so. Surely 01d Cy,
of charming memory, and Uncle Jud
no less so, must ba brothers, and now
It was in her power to—and then she
paused, shocked at the position she
taced.

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 belng sold
as a slave; and all that now made her
blush.

And then Ray!

Full well she knew now what must
have been in his heart that last even-
Ing and why he actad as he did. Han-
nah had told her the bitter truth, as
she had since realized. Ray had been
assured that she was an outeast, and
desplcable In the sight of Greenvale.
He dared not say “I love you; be my
wite” Instead, he had been hurried

away to keep them apart; and as all
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Another matter also distarbed him
—the whereabouts of McGuire and the
ballbreed, Pete Bolduc,

that neither had been seen nor heard
of since the previous autumn; hut
that was not conclusive, and somehow
Old Cy felt that a certain mystery had
attached itsell to them, and once we
suspect a mystery, It pursues us lke
a phantom. He did not fear elther of
thess renegades, however, He bad
never harmed them. But he felt that
any day might bring & call from one
or the other, or that some tragle out-
come would be disclosed,

Another problem also annoyed him
~—who this thief of their gnme could
be, and whether his supposed cave Jair
was & 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 ones, an
Impulse to visit again this mysterious
Bpot came to him,

He had, at the former excursion, felt
almost certaln that this unknown trap.
per was elther McGuire or the half-
breed. Some nseertions made by Levl
seamed to corroborate that theory, and
impelled by it, Old Cy started alone,
one morning, to visit this lake again.
It took him untll midday to earry his
canoe, camp outfit, rifle, and all across
from the stream to stream, and twi-
light had come ere he reached tha la.
goon where he and Ray had left the
maln stream and camped. Up here
Old Cy now turned his canoe, and re-
pairing the bark shack they had built,
which had been crushed by winters
snow, he camped there agaln.

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

Here he halted and looked about.

e

No signs of aught human could be

e LU

Followed the Winding Stream.

this dire flood of shame that had
driven her from Greenvale surged In
ber heart, the bitter tears came.

In calmer moments, and when the
heart-hunger controlled, she bad hoped
he might some day fiad her and some
day eay, T love you" Bul now, so
200n, to make herself known, to tell
who she was, to admit to these new
friends that she was Chip McGuire
with all that went with It, to bave to
face and live down that sha to ad-
mit that she had taken Ray's first
name for her own=-ng, no, a thousand
times no!

But what ot Old Cy and Uncle Jud,
and thelr life-long separation?

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

CHAPTER XXIII,

Old Cy especinlly found life dull
after Ray had gone. The hermit also
appeared to miss him and became
more morose than ever. He never
bad been what might be termed soelal,
speaking only when apoken to, and
then only In the fewest possible words,
Now Old Cy became almost s walking
sphinx, and found that time passed
slowly. His heartstrings had some-
how become entwined with Ray's
hopes and plans. He had bent every
energy and thought to secure for Ray
& valuable stock of furs and gum, and,
a8 with his nature, felt a keen satls-
faction in helping that youth to & few
huni.ad dollars.

Now Ray had departed, furs, gum
and ail. He bhad promised to return
with Martin and Angie later on, but of

seen. The long, narrow lakelet
sparkled beneath the morning sun
Tha bald mountain frowned upon it
the jagged ledges just across faced
him lke serrted ramparts, an eagle
slowly circled overhead, and, best in-
dication of primal solitude, an antlered
deer stood loking st him from out an
apening 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 ome. Wish 1 could take it
with me into t'other warld; an’ it 1
was gure o' flindin’ ipot like it thar,
I'd never worry “bout goln' when my
time comes.”

After & long walt, as if he wanted to
observe every detail of this wondrous
pleture of wildwood beauty, be dipped
his paddle, crossed the sheet of rippled
water, and stepped ashore at the very
spot where he and Ray had landed
over elght months before,

“Great Scott!” he exclalmed, glane-
ing mround, “if that ain't & canoe, bot-
tom up! Two, by ginger!” he added,
a8 he saw another drawn out and half
hid by a low ledge.

To this second one he hastened at
once 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 & setting pole. A gunny-cloth
bag, evidently containing the usual
«coking outfit of & woodsman, lay soak:
ing in one end, & frylng-pan and an ax
‘were rusting In the other, and & cont.
ing of mould had browned each cross-
bar and thwart, i

“Been here quite s spell all winter, |

Then with a vague sense of need, he
returned {o his canos, sefsed his rifle,
loaked all arcund, 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 arise. Here on top of
this ledge he agaln halted and looked
about.

Back of it was the same V-shaped
cleft peroms which a had neld
drying pelts, the cord was stil] there,
and below it he could see the dark
skins amid the confusion of jagged
stones,

‘Turning, he Stepped from this ledgs
to the lower one mnearer the - lake,
walked down Its slope, and looked
about again. At its foot was a long,
narrow, shelf-llke projection, ending
At the corner of the ledge. Old Cy fol-
lowed this to Its end and stepped down
into a narrow crevasse,

“Great Heott!" he exclalmed, taking
& bacltward step as he did so.

And well he might, for there at his
feet 1ay a rifle coated with rust beside
a brown felt hat.

Had a grinning skull met his eyes
he would not have been more astound.
ed. In fact, that was the next object
he expected to see, and he glaneed up
and down the crevasse for it. None
leered at him, however, and plcking
‘up the rusted weapon, he continued
his search,

‘Two rods or 80 below where he had
climbed the upper ledge, ho was halt-
ed again, for there, at his hand almost,
was a4 curious doorlike opening some
three feet high and one foot wide, back
of an outstanding slab of

The two abandoned cances ha
prised Bim, the rusty rifle astonished
him, but this, & self-evident cave en-
tranee, 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 w ghost or panther to emerge.
None came, however, and once more
Old Cy advanced and pesred Into this
opening. A faint light fllumined its
interlor—a weird slant of sunlight, yet
enough to show a roomy cavern.

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

“Can't see why T missed It afore,”
0ld Cy muttered, kneellng that he
might better look within, and snlffing
at the pecullar odor. “Wonder If the
cuss {5 dead lo thar, or what smells

ot

Then he arose and grasped the slab
of slate. One slight pull and it fell
aslde.

"A natral daor, by hokey!" ex.
clalmed Old Cy, and once more he
kaelt and looked in,

The bravest man will hesitate a mo-
ment before cntering such a cavern,
prefacéd, so to speak, by two aban
doned cances, a rusty rifle, human
bead covering, each and alj bespeak-
Ing something tragic, and Old Cy was
no exception. That he had come upon
SOmE ETEWAOMEe mystery was apparent.
Canoes were not left to rot in the wil-
derness or rifies dropped without
cause.

And then, that hat!

Surely here, or hereabouts, had
been enacted a drama of murderous
pature, and inside this eavern might
repose its blood-stalned sequel.

But the filteriag beams of lght en-
couraged Old Cy, and he eatered. No
ghastly corpse confronted him, but In-
stead a human, if cramped, abode, A
fireplace deftly fashloned of slate oc-
cupled one side of this cave: in front
A low table of the game flat stone, rest-
Ing upon small dees; and upan the
table were rusty “tn dishes, n few
mouldy hardtack, & knife, tork, and
scraps 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, en
either slde of the rude chimney, & nar-
Tow crack admiited light, and as he
looked about, he saw in the dim Ight
another doorllke opening Into still an-
other cave. Into this he peered, but
could see nothing.

“A queer livin' spot.” he muttered
at last, “a reglar human panther den.
An’ ‘twas out o' this I seen the smoke
<come. An here's his gun." he added,
a8, more accustomed to the dim lght,
he saw one in a corner. “Two guns,
two canoes, an’ nobody to hum,” he
continued. “I'm safe, anyhow. But
I've got to peek Into that other cave,
sartin sure,” and he withdrew to the

open

A ¥islt to & couple of birches soon
provided means of light, and he again
entered the eave. One moment more,
and then a faring toreh of bark was
thrust into the Inner cave, o mers cre-
vasse nol four feet wide, and stooping,
as ho now had to, Old Cy entered and
knelt while he looked about.

He saw nothing here of Interest ex-
cept the serried rows of jutting slate,
across two of which lay a slab of the
same—nq vestige of aught human, gid
Old Cy was about to retreat when hle
flare burhing close o his fnger tips
unnoticed, caused him to drop It on
the Instant, and drawing another from
his pocket he lit ft while the flama
lasted in the first one.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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astic New Yorker recently watching a
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the nobility were at the
great games of Tailtin, Cuchuillin
struck up & burley ball Inta the sky,
and then walked off to his pavillon and
took a drink of potheen, and strolled
back to the spot in good time to cateh
the ball on his hurley."—Harper's
Weekly.

Eafe Place.

“It states here that bulldog shoes
are In fashlon again,” remarked Mr.
Stubb as he perused the “latest styles
for men” column.

“That s0? laughed Mrs. Stubb In-
gredulously. “Why—er—where does a |,
buldog carry his shoes?”

“Don’t you know, Maria?™

“No, Jobn."

“Why. in his grip, of course.”

WHAT CAUSES HEADACHE.
From October 1o May, Coldn are the most fre
et rause of Head: ATIVE BROMO
AR remoreacatae 20 crors oo ot it

To cultivate kindness Is a valuable
part of the business of life.—Johnson,

A good way to keep well s to take Clar-
field Ten frequently: it purifies the blood,
insures good digestion &nd good bealth!

Many a man seems to have the eour-
&ge of & ,awfish,

1t's the judgment of ma
Lewis® Single' Hinder 30

quality the best loc cigar.

smokers that

m;
cigar equals in

And all may do what hi
beon dane.—Young.

by man

ey S

For chlidren 158 g, reduces In
Sammatice, llag wiad coil. ' 3¢ & bakie,

= .
ronies, best lime 1o go
apply to

.. JAHTON, Hoom 430 Quincy Bldg., Chica;
§ANmmE S sy o

"L agt e

TRy
i s

ot
A Foae Dollis back wihass
o plax I worth & forrass to

LIVE_ STOCK AND

s AE the lowest pric
At

Winslow-s Socthing Brrap. kum.um ELECTROTYPES
=] In geat venat For o=t

. ¥. KELLOGO EWAF AP CO.,

Many things lawtul are not expedt
ent.—Latin.

Thore Is Only One

DEFIANCE STARCH geepo ok ik st

“Bromo Quinine’’

That Is

Laxative Bromo Quinine

USED THE WORLD OVER TO OURE A OOLD IN ONE DAY,

Always remember the full mame. Look
for this signature on eévery box. 30a.




