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CHAPTER.XXX(.—Continued,

‘That evening was one that none who
were In that wildwood camp ever for
Eot, for Old Cy was the central figurs,
and told as only he could the story ot
his year's wandering in search of Chip.

It was humorous, pathetic and tragie
all in one, and & tale that held its |ls-
teners apellbound for three delightful
hours.

“I bad dogs set on me, hundreds
on ‘em,” Old Cy said, in conclusion,
“an’ I never knew afore how many
kinds 'n’ sizes o' dogs thar was In this
world. 1 uster think thar warn't
more'n two dozen or o kinds. 1 know
now thar's two million 'n” a fow more
1 didn't wait to count. I got 'rested &
few times on account o' not havin’ vis-
ible means o' support. I've been
hauled over the coals by dactors tryin'
to make me out a lunatie, 'n’ I'd ‘a*
done time in jail if T hadn't had money
1o show. I tell ye, boys, this is an aw-
ful "spiclous world fer strangers, ‘'
the milk o' human kindness is mostly
old cheese, 'n’ all rind at that. I hag
& little fun, too, mixed in-with al} the
trouble, 'n’ one woman who owned a
place where 1 ‘plied for lodgin® jest
“bout told me she'd be Willin' to marry
me if I'd stay ‘n’ work the farm. She
had red bair, hard eyes, 'n’ bossy sort
©' ways, an’ that's & dangerous combi-
nation. 1 watched my chance whén
she wa'n't lookin’, 'n’ It out middin’
Qvely.” i

And pow iife at this wilderness
camp, leas restrained than when wom-
ankind were here, became one of work,
and persistent, steady, no time-wastad
work at that. Martin had said that
Levl could boss matters, but It was
Ray who assumed msnagement fg-
Stead. Two years had changed him
Almost from boy to man. His new
ambition was the controlling power.
He was here to make his mark, as ‘it
‘were, and the half-hearted, boyish in-
terest In work had changed Into a tire-
less leadership. Then, & un-
spoken, tacit Interest in his ambltion
was felt by those who helped. They
koew what he was striving for, and
that Chip was the ultimate object
Her history, known as It now was to
All who eame into the wilderness, ia-
fluenced (he woodsmen. She had been
of them and from them, and as an es.
tire village will gather to help at &

#0 these thres, Levi and
the two helpers, now felt the same fa-
oentive.

Buccess usually comes to all whb
atrive for It, and now, with four will
Ing workers to ald him, Ray was rapid
Iy making & success of this venture
Ok
w

Cy, the most valusble assistant
Indefatigable. He not only kegl
the iarder well supplied with gamd
but tended and set traps,

tne with the rest betwi

B
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times,
droli

tramp. And bo seemed to grow
youager in this new, helpful life for

Hls eyes were bright, bis step
elastic, his mpirits  buoyant, his
= reless.

With Chip safe and provided for,
with Ray sbeceeding In manhood's
natural ambition, Old Cy saw his
heart's best hopes nearing frultion,
and for these two and in these two all
his interest centered.

Only once was the bond of feeling
betwesn Ray and Chfp referred to by

Wt na | 01 Cy, and then in responss to & wish
of

Ray's that he might hear from her.

“I don't think ye've cause to worry
now, arter ye've sent her word what
¥o're doln’ 'n’ who for,” Me answered.
“Chip’s true blue, not one o' the fickle
sort, '’ once ghe keers fer & man,
she won't give him up till he's mar-
ried or dead. I think ye'd orter sent
her word sooner,~ye know she run
'way out o' spunk,—but when ya go to
her like & man ‘n’ say, ‘'ve been work-
in','n’ waltin’ fer ye all the time,' thar
Won't be no quarrelin’
' “I'm not o sure about that” re-
sponded Ray, soberly. “From what
Uncle Martin said, my chance 1s gone
with Miss Chip, and I don't blame her
for feeling s0. Like every young fel-
low, I took It for granted that she was
In love with me and ready to fall into
my arms on call. Then I hadn’t any
plans In life, anyway, and, like a fool,
belleved it made no difference to her,
To mix matters up still more, Hannah
crowded hersel! into our affairs and
sald things to Chip, with the result
that Chip got mad, ran away, and you
know the rest.”

“Wal," asserted Old Cy, his eyos

king a cross-country drive
Tor an outing,” he explained, after An-
#£le had kissed Chip tenderly and greet-
ings had been exchanged. “We have
walted for you, Miss Runaway, to
come and vislt us,” he added, turaing
to Chip, “untll we couidn‘t wait any
longer and so came to look for you.
We have also some news that may In-
terest you. 014 Cr has been heard
from at last. He spent a year looking
for you. He has now gone into the
woods, o my ¢camp, where Ray located
for the winter,sand when spriag comes,
I can guess where they will head for."

How welcoma this news was to
Chip, hs: face fully iIndicated; but
neither Martin nor Angle realized how
much or for what reason it interestsd
this soft-voiced, graclous lady whom
Chip called Aunt Abby, They knew
Uncle Jud was Old Cy's brother and
that they had once been sailors from
Bayport, but the long-ago romance of
Aunt Abby's life was unknown to
them,

And now ensued & welcome to the
callers such as only Uscle Jud and
Aunt Mandy could offer.

“We sorter feel we robbed ye o
Vera," Uncle Jud explained, “though
‘twa'n’t any Intention on our part, an’
50 ya must gin us some chance to
make amends. We callate ‘twa'n't no
fault o yourn, either, only one o' them
happenin’s that was luck for us."

‘That evenlng was one long to be re-
membered by all who were present, for
Chip's history, &s told by Martin and
Angle, was the entertalning topic, and
Its humorous side was made the most
of by Martin. Chip was in oo wise ap.
noyed by Martin's fun-making. either.
Instead, consclous of the good-will and
affection of the friends who had res-
cued her from the wilderness, she
rather enjoyed It and laughed heartily
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Visited a Strangs Romantle

“the time to hug a gal Is
when she's willin," ‘n’ ye ortef spunked
up that night ‘fore ye comé-away 'n’
told her ye was callatin’ to.make yer
fortin’ in the woods, an' thdt yo want-
ed her to walt 'n' shire lt—then
troubles, 'a’, If need b she'd 'a’ starved
fer ye. I tell ye, boy, wimmin like her
18 scarce In this world, 'n' when ye
hugged ‘n’ kissed her a little more by
way o° bindin' the bargain, an’—know-
in' that gal ez I do, 'd fought Han-
nah, tooth n’ nail, 'a' walked through
fire ‘0’ brimstun fer ye. I thiak, stead
o' hidin' herself fer two years, an'
changis' her name, she'd ‘s’ tramped
clear to Grindstone fest to tall ye her
find one young 'n’ pretty es she la,
hang on to her an' hang hard."

“l know it now well enough,” re-
turned Ray, ruefully; “"but that don’t
halp matters. Then that fortune you
tound for her makes my case all the
‘worse, and Chip quite Independent.”

*It do, It do,” chuckled Old Cy, as It
8lad of It, “an’ all the more need o'
¥ou hustiin’. It's & case o' woodehuck
with ye now. But don't git discour-
Bged. Jest dig. Chip's worth it, ten
times over, 'n’ no man ever worked to
win 8 woman ‘thout beln’ bettered by
L

il

It was terss and homely ndviss,
and not only convinced Ray that he
had ected one wholi he now felt
mennt home, wife, happiness, and all
that life might mean for him, but made
him realize that all possible striving
and self-denial must be made In atone-
ment. With whom and what sort of
peopla Chip had found ssylum, he
knew not. What Influence they would

cheerful optimism an
hfﬁ* bridged many & stor
day and shortened imany a wear)

have upon her feslings was an equally
unkrown matfsr; anl worss thas

Grotto Up in the Mountains,

at Martin's description of various inel-
dents, especially her first appearance
In their camp, and the language she
used.

“I couldn’t help swearing,” she ex-
plained. “I never had heard much
except ‘cuss’ words. I think also now,
s I recall my lite at Tim's Place, I
‘would never have dared that desperate
mode of escapa had I not been hard.
ened by such a life, I wish I could
80e Old Tomah once more,” she added
musingly, “and I'd like to send him
some gl He was the best-hearted
Indina 1 ever saw or heard of, and his
queer teachings about spites and how
they rewarded us for good deeds and
punished us fbr evil ones was no harm,
for it set me thinking. The one
thought that encouraged most dur-
ing those mwful days and nights slone
in the woods was the baellef that
among the spites which I was sure fol-
lowed me was my mother's soul. I've
never changed In my ballsf, elther, and
ahall always feel that she guided me
to your camp.”

Uncle Jud also obtained his ahare
of fun at Chip's expense, describing
his finding of ber with humorous addl-
tios

ns.

“She was all beat out that night [
found her on top o' Bangall hill, '’
yat when I asked her If she'd run
away from soma poor farm, she was
ready to claw my eyes out, an' dusno's
I blame her. 1 was Innoceat, too, fer
I really s’'posed she had.”

Martin's visit at this hospitable
home was not allowed to terminate
for & week, for visttors seldom came

®, and Uncle Jud, as big's boy as
his brother when the chance cams,
planned all sorts of trips and outings

corn, and such toothsoms fare formed
the meal, with nut
Amusemen

Bquirrel and lag alsa

Pprotege, in private, the last evening
of this visit, may be quoted.

1 must Ineist, my dear child,” she
sald, “that you make us a visit in the
near-future. You left us under an en-
tirely false impression and It has
grieved me more you can im-
aglne. There was never m word of
truth In enything that Hannah safd,
Bhe was splteful and maliclous and
desired to get even with you for a
burt to her pride. Wae had no thought
of hurrylng away to the woods to sep-
arate you and Ray for any reason
whatever. Of course, ms you must
know, I had no suspiclon of any at-
tachment between you, and If [ had, 1
certainly should not have trled to
break it off in that way. That Is a
matter that concerns only you and
hlm. My own life experience shows
that first love Is the wisest and best,
and while you were both too young
then for an engagement, you must be-
lleve me when I tell you that I had no
wish to Interfere.”

And so the breach was healed,

This visit of the Frisbies to Peace-
Tul Valley also awakened something of
repentance in Chip's mind, and more
mature now, it oceurred to her that
leaving Greenvale as she did, was,
after all, childish, .

Then Angte's part in this drama of
her life pow returned to Chip in a
new light. Once she began to reflect,
tion grew apace and her
repentance ms well. Now she began
to see hersell as she was at Tim's
Place, :

“l think 1 treated my Greenvale
friends very ungratefully,” she said to
Aunt Abby one evening after they had
returned to Christmas Cove once mors,
“and what Mrs. Frisbie sald to me has
made me realize It. T know now that
few would have done what she did for
me. 1 was an Ignorant. dirty, home-
lesa ereature and no relation of hers,
and yet she took charge of me, bought
me clothes, pald all my expenses going
to Greenvale, clothed me there, and
always treated me nicely without my
‘even asking for It.

“The Frisbies certalnly tan some
risk by keeping me &t their cabin
when they knew that half-breed was
&fter me. 1 don't know why they
should have done all this. I was noth-
Ing to them. And yet when I recal
the night I stumbled into thelr camp!
how Mre. Frisble dressed me In her
awn clothes, shared her tent with me,
and even prayed for me, I feel
ashamed to think of what I have done.
I did think that Mrs. Frisble desplsed
me from what Hannab sald. I know
now that 1 was wrong, and roaning
away as I.did, was very ungrateful”

“I think It was, myselt,”" responded
Aunt Abby, "and yet belleving as you
did, Mrs. Frisble ought not to blame
you. I don't think she does, elther.
She seems & very sensible woman, and
Ilike her. You made your mistake in
not confiding in her more. You should
have gone to her as you would to a
mother, in the first place, and told her
just what Hannah had said to you and
how you felt about it. To brood aver
such matters and Imagine the worst
possible, is unwise In any one. I think
from what you have told me, that this
person who sneered against you so
mlich must have had a epite against

iy

“"Hannah was jealous, I know,” Chip
Interrupted, smiling at the recollee-
tion, “and I hurt her feelings because
1 asked her why she didn't shave.

“Didn't shave!" exclaimed Anmnt
Abby, wide-eyed; “what do you mean

“Why, she has whiskers, you see”
laughed Chip, “almost “as much as
some men-—a nice Httle mostache and
some on her chin. I told her the next
day after I got there I thought she
was & man dressed a5 a woman. [
snickered, too, 1 remember, when I
sald it, for she looked =0 comical—
like a goat, almost—and then I asked
her why she didn't shave, I guess she
laid it up against me ever after.”

“Bhe revenged herself amply, It
seems.” answered Aunt Abby,

When Christmas neared, and with
It n vacation for Chlp, new lmpulses
came to her: & desire to visit Green-
vale once more and make ds as
best she could to her friends there;
and her gift-giving desire was quick-
ened by the coming holidays. She now
felt that she had ample means to grat-
ity this latter wish. Day by day, since
meeting Angle again, her sense of ob-
ligation had Increased, and now it was
in her power at Christmas-tide to re-
pay st least a little of the debt.

‘Others were also Included In this
Eenerous project: Uncle Jud, Aunt
Mandy, her foster-mother, Aunt Abby,
a8 well; and then there was Old Cy,
‘whom most of all she now desired to
make glad. That was Impossible, haw-
@ver. He was still an absent wander-
er, and ®0, as it ever s and ever will
be, some thread of regret, some note
of sorrow, must be woven into all joys.

(To Be Continyed.}

Good Nature.
Good mnature is worth more thaa
knowledge, more than money, more
than hotior, to the persons who pos

CLING TO ENGINES

—

ORIVERS HAVE REAL AFFECTION
+ FOR MACHINES.

Hlectric Locomotive Unable to Inspire
Sentiments Such as 8pring Up
Betwaen the Enginesr and
His Bteed of Steam.
In't the same,” wald

the old engineer. “She
aln't alive.

fangled electrie” he
“T coll her
shilllng  shocker,
e aln't so cheap as she looks.

2000 good money. But she's
ugly, humpbacked mnd cold. You
can't get on terms with her—ean't
feel & human interest. She squats on
the rails like s toad In & trance, only
there's something about the toad that
tells you he can hop. ‘Whereas, who
would aver know that this blsck Elant
could pull a whole train from here to
nowhers?

No, I don't take any shine to this
big lightning bu Me for hernelgh.
just steamed In
with the lmited. There's something
for your eyes—and the real thing In
rallroading.

“Nothing cold about her! And noth-
Ing dead. She's panting for the road
azaln this minute.  You can tell that
by the way she stands. She's ready
for the springing away—as ready as
the racehorse that prances at ths
post. And I want to say right now
t thers's nothingiike the experlence
and the feelings of s man that stands
at the throttle of & machine like this
—a llving machine, mind you—and
feels her boundlhig away over miles
af steel, through light or dark, merv.
ous and eager, but always obedlent to
the rein.

"It sets me to talking a lot, stranger,
but I can't help it. You see, I've been
at the throttle s long time. 1 know
engines. And [ don't balieve any
man who drives one of these electrio
critters is golng ever to know his ma-
chine in just the same way. It ain't
hatural. The thing can't make him
understand. Why, you can glve &
regular talk to this slim racer under
sloam, here, but what can you have
to say o this other thing, and what
can it answer back, of Itself, when
It has even to plck up its power from
a third raill—an outsider?

“Englnes—the steam kind—begin to
have whims and notions the minuts
they get to work. They have to he
broke, like horses. I've seen ‘em
buck Ilke broncos, In the old times,
and I've seen 'em refuse to make
steam before they got quite ready.
Then sometimes they are coltish and
Just cut capers by the mile, Mostly
they settle down In the end, but some
of ‘em stay pretty mean and sulky,
and only fit to draw Jocal frelghts. It
takes a clever engineer to do nimble
yard work.
| “And, speaking of cleverness, did
anybody tell you of the old Delawaro
& Hudson locomotive that jumped her-
sell back on the track? No? Well,
she did it, all right, up the road from
Binghamton, I've forgotten hernum-
ber, which makes no difference, any-
way, but she was an engine that the
boys used to say had never dome a
mean thing, and she seemed to ' be
positively ashamed of herself when
she left the ralls that night.

“It was stormy and dark when the

was about as glum as they could make
‘em. They thought they saw a long,
bard job and perhaps a long walt for
@ wrecking gang. They swore a little
at the machine, but the engineer
wouldn't stand for much of that, and,
besides, thera was the crooked rail
in plain sight that had done the mis-
chief.

“Now, some folks won't bellevs
what followed, but [ do, because, as T
say, I know gpgfnes. All at once,
when the boys were poking around,
that old Number Whateverit-was just
gave & hump and a jump, and there she
was back on the irons just as neat
and s smooth as you please. Bay,
would one of these third-rail jiggers
be dolng a trick llke that? Well,
hardly,

, “Yes, I'm prejudiced. I don't deny
it. But I don't go 80 far as the other
engineer who sald once that he would
sooner run over his best friend than
reverse his engine. A locomolive s

i
, and I know how a fellow In
& jumper feels when his pet goes

from the rails to the scrapheap. But
& life is a life, and of course there
aln't anything made in Iron and brass
that's going to take the place of &
man or a chiid.

“They don't put se much fancy
work on engined now as they used to.
It was the way once that an engineer
or freman dead stuck on his machine
could put In all his leisure time shin-
ing the brass fixings.

“"All sentiment,’ some fellow will say
about this time. And sure it fs. But
sentiment some In the day's
work, though It probably won't stand
in the way of progress. That dead
one there with the hump ia electric
and sclentific and new. Its day Is
coming fast, a8 near as I can see,
and some day there won't be any of
us fellows who have handled the
steam throttle. Unless buman nature
Eets some way electrified, too, there
aln't going to be much seatiment
along the road ‘then, hor engineers’
tears for old machipes that come te
thalr doom In tha scrapplle”

thing happened, and the train crew |,

t.mi."tu ‘lj.nnh ruly as
xative,
%ég:?"“ﬁmr““

Mmﬁa%"ﬁﬁ

=

lmm\e

Explicit, i

“This Is an age of steel,” satd th
afterdinner speaker,

"Permit me to suggest.” Interrupt.
ed the chalrman, courteously, “that
for the benefit of the reporters pres-
ent you spell th
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“You are fined ten doliars for eon-
tempt of conrt.”
“I'm glad, judge, that this is not &
r court."—Harpar's Wtekly.

1t Cures Whils You Walk,
Allen's Foat-Esse is a certain cure for
, sweating, eall i
ot T, P Pris e, Dol
sy Fubatitute:
Ao Tien S Olinsre, T e THEG-

All effective work la the result of
concentrated thought and persever-
ence.~Marden,

Tewis' Bingle Binder strai
Ppay 10c for cigars not a0
er'or Lewin® Factory, Pearia, TIl.

Patlent endurance attalneth to all
things~St. Teresa.

our deal-

ME{' m':m T

Sures wind calla.*Fic 8 bostie,

Hope, without action, 1s & sad un-
doer~—Feltham.

“DODDS
KIDNEY

hast. Shi direcy
et Sl ot sasme peice sa
large lots. ~Prices and fall o

BOYD COMMISSION CO0.,  SL Lauls, Mo,

M=

More Money for, Wool

PATENTSiris=inss

Syruprfigs
Tf ﬂixirﬂf‘Semm. >

i
|

i

=



