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CHAPTER XIII. 
DORIS AND HER PRIiSON HOUSE. -

Doris gazed around the rude cabin, 
when Hank had struck a light. It re
minded her of the camp occupied by 
Fairfax and the trappor, though there 
were none of the little conveniences of a 
woodland life, none of the drawings and 
sketches which cast an air of refinement 
a bo ui the rough interior of the other 
cabin. 

Munro seated himself by the side of 
the door, while bis companion kicked 
together the dry embers, and replenish
ed the lire from a store of dry branches 
and balf-docayed logs piled in one 
corner. 

"Whew! How it does storm!" said 
the latter worthy, as a fierce gust of 
wind brought the torrents of rain 
against the side of the cabin in a sweep
ing rush. 

"Yes," answered Munro, "and we will 
be lucky if we get home to-night." 

Doris started at these words. She 
hardly knew what to expect at Monro's 

' hands, but after reaching his cabin she 
had presumed that she was to be con
fined there, and she knew that her im
prisonment would be short, as her father 
—and Fairfax, she felt sure—would visit 
every spot on the peninsula in their 
search for her. What did be mean bv 
his last words ? Where was the "home1' 
to which he referred ? 

Turning her head towards Munro, she 
noted with intense scorn and anger, the 
triumphant look with which he gazed 
upon her. Her undaunted gaze met his 
unflinchingly. 

"I suppose, Mr. Munro," said she, 
finally, "you will inform me of your in
tention in bringing me here? I do not 
think anything you can say will sur
prise me now, for I am ready to imagine 
you capable of any villainy after what I 
have witnessed of your cond uct already." 

"Exactly so," sneered Munro. "we 
•re merely waiting here until the storm 
abates, so that we may continue our 
journey." 

"What is to be the end of that jour
ney?" inquired she, calmly. Although 
her heart was beating wildly in terror, 
she would not have allowed him to deem 
her afraid for untold gold. 

"To a safe and secure retreat, where I 
may be certain that there is no danger, 
either of your escape or of any inquisi
tive search being able to find you." 

"I am to be held your prisoner then, 
Mr. Munro ?" 
"Exactly—until such time—and I hope 
it will not be long—as you are willing to 
become my wife." * 

"And—then?" 
"Then vou shall be restored to your 

fathor. Instead of one child, he will re
ceive two—you and your husband." 

Doris gazed at him a minute or longer 
in perfect silence. Ha was puzzled bv 
her gaze, and by the equanimity with 
which Rhe listened as he unfolded his 
plan. Finally she spoke, and inquired : 

"Well, supposing I should consent— 
what excuse do you iutend to invent 
whereby to explain my absence?" 

Munro could not understand the quiet, 
equable manner in which she spoke. 
Her face was as calm as if she were die 
cuMiing some entirely commonplace 
matter, and her eyes fixed upon his face 
with a clear and steady gaze. 

"That is a matter that can be very 
easily arranged. You will find that 
your father can easily have your absence 
explained, and will not be critical in the 
rrmttftr/1 

"But explain to me the manner in 
which it carao to be done," answered 
Doris, in an inquiring tone. 

Munro began to be deceived by her 
quiet manner. "It is easy and simple 
enough," replied he, reassuringly. 
"Tbero are occasional parties of trappers, 
Indian traders and of Indians also, pass
ing along the lake in their canoes, and 
at this point they can cross, in their 
small canoes, from the northern shore 
of the lake to this side, passing from 
island to island. You can say that one 
of these captured you and held you a 

firisoner at some point among the 
stand, and that I discovered and rescu

ed you. Of oourse I shall take you to 
your father, when you go—or rather 
when you consent to marry me—and it 
will be perfectly easy for you'to fall in 
love with your gallant preserver, and to 
speedily marry him," and he smiled at 
the thought. "Don't you see, Doris, 
that It will be remarkably easy to do 
this?" 

Doris never moved a muscle as he un
folded his plans to her, though the hot 
blood danced through her veins as she 
listened. With a mighty effort she still 
controlled herself—for she wished to 
draw from him every detail of his 
scheme—and asked, "Where is this spot 
to which I am to De conveyed?" 

"It i* not far away," answered Munro, 
"but it is so well concealed that no one 
can possibly discover it. Never fear; 
you shall be well cared for—and you 
will be as safe as if you were with your 
father. And I sincerely hope," he con
tinued, smiling, "that your stay there 
will be extremely short—thai you will 
consent to make me the happiest of 
men." 

There was but one more point upon 
which Doris leqnlred Information. 
Her cheeks burned .as she asked it of 
Munro: 

"And suppose I should promise to 
become your wife, what guarantee have 
you that I should carry out that promise 
when I am restored to my poor father?" 

Monro looked at her and gave a short 
laugh. "The best in the world, my 
beauty. Yon area Protestant, I know, 
but you rscognice the Roman Catholic 

^ceremony as binding. On the north 
side of the lake, hardly more than a 
day's journejr by boat, a Catholic mis
sionary U sojourning among the In-
dims, * When you consent, we will go 
thither and be married. Then we will 
return to our home—the same to which 
I am now about to take you—and re
main a couple of days—to begin our 
honeymoon, In fact. Then we will re
turn "to you r father. He need not be 
told we are married, unless you wish. I 
have ho Objection to a second celebra
tion of the ceremony by a Protestant 
clergyman afterward*—provided that It 
is not too long delayed." 

This then was the full measure of tV' 
vilUiuy that Munro proposed! fior 
soul turned from him with loathing. 

lie contlnnr.l; "So, you we, Doris,1 

that yon are ' tain to see your father 
wlfhin four days from any time that 
Ton pt re you r e<>nsen* —and I hope that 
will be right speedily." 

Dori# could no longer c real Vr peal 
feetlngs. Springing to nor she 
raised ber f«uer«d hands, few slender 
form drawn to Its full height, bar eyes 
tt*»hing, her cheeks glowing—* woman 
•lire with scorn and Indignation. 
Never had she looked so beauUTul as at 
that moment, Munro thought. 

"Mr. Munro!" she began vehemently, 
"sooner than accept the love you offer, 
or pollute my lipe with the foul lie your 
scheming brain has concocted, I would 
die iu captivity! Do yon imagine I 
could ever consent to wed a man so low, 
so disgraced, so lost to all sense of man
hood, as you are? A man who would 
attempt to iorce a woman to marry him 
would be capable of any villainy, how
ever great! Marry yon ! Never, never! 
Sooner die—a thousand times sooner! 
You may starve me, maltreat me, keep 
me imprisoned for years, and my an
swer will always be the same! I loathe 
you, and the day of retribution will 
come to yon yet! My father will not 
rest until be finds where I have been 
hidden. I know he will never give np 
the search until he has found me—and 
then, coward, you will receive the pun
ishment you so richly deserve!" 

She quivered with passion as she stood 
before him, with all her womanly sense 
of dignity outraged,and he shrank back 
from the angry light that flashed from 
her eyes, and the words of fierce denun
ciation that came from her lipe. He had 
expected tears, entreaty, expoetulation 
—but nothing like this. But in a mo
ment he recovered himself, and consid
ered that it would not do to get angry. 
The storm of anger far surpassed his ex 
pectations, but it would pass. A few 
days' sober reflection, in solitude, would 
break this spirit; her fears would return; 
and she would yield! Her love for her 
father—that was the card to play ! So, 
with no trace of anger in bis tones, he 
ftpsworod • 
" Your father will not dream of search 

ing for you, Doris. He will think yon 
lost on the lake in the storm—drowned 
while attempting to return home. Your 
boat—did you not see it cast off, the oars 
in the rowlocks, nothing removed of 
yours? This storm will drive it on the 
shore somewhere near your father's 
camp. He will naturally suppose you 
lost. His grief will be great—but think 
of the joy your return, safe and sound, 
will give his loving heart!" 

The blood left Doris's cheeks, which 
became the hue of ashes. She gazed on 
Munro's face, her .eyes dilating, as she 
realized the probability of all that be 
aaid. Then dropping on the rude seat, 
she lifted her hands, bound as they were 
to her face, with the exclamation, "Ob, 
father, father!" and then bright tears 
trinkled through ber fingers. 

"So you see, Doris," be went on piti
lessly, "he will search the waters and 
watch the shore for your body, but he 
will not dream that you are in the land 
of the living. But two persons, Hank 
and myself, know of your real fate. 
Your father will seek your corpse until 
all hope fades away, and be is convinced 
that the lake will not give up its dead. 
Then he will return to his Eastern home 
alone, and you will be in my power as 
absolutely as is a Circassian slave in a 
Turkish harem iu the power of her 
master!" 

Doris sat with her head bowed, while 
sobs shook her slight frame. She at 
tempted uo reply. Monro gazed on her 
in triumph, and then glanced at Hank, 
who was comfortably escouced in a cor
ner of the chimney, smoking a pipe. A 
smile and a grin were exchanged in 
silence between those two worthies 

Mnnro resumed his seat by the door, 
and silence reigned in the cabin. The 
violence of the storm had passed, and 
the wind was sinking, although the rain 
still fell. 

An hour passed—without a word be
ing spoken by either of the three. Doris 
gradually recovered her composure and, 
turning slightly so that her back wes to 
the light she sat silently, her bound 
hands resting in her lap, her eyes fixed 
on vacanoy. Then Munro arose, un
fastened the door, and looked out. The 
sky was full of broken clouds, but the 
rain was over. 

"It is time, Hank," said he. "Get the 
boat ready, and see that some blankets 
are on the seats." 

Hank arose, and taking a pair of oars 
and the blankets, left the cabin. 

Doris heard the words, but gave no 
sign. Munro resumed bis watch by the 
door until Hank returned in a few min
utes. 

"All ready!" said the latter. Thej 
Munro, stepping to the side ot the gir! 
said : "Come. Doris; we must leave this 
place at once." 
" Have you not done enough base work 

for one night ?" replied she. . 
"Doris, you have to go with me, 

whether you wish to or not. I have 
treated you as well as I could, consist
ently with my purpose. I give you my 
word you are safe from any personal 
harm at my hands, as if you were in 
your father's tent to-night. But you 
must come with me! If you do not 
then I shall carry you!" 

After a moment Doris rose wearily 
She knew that no resistance on her part 
would deter him from carrying out his 
purpose, and had not the least doubt 
but that he. would put his threats Into 
execution. 

"Since yon compel me to go with 
yon." she answered, "I certainly prefer 
walking myself to being carried by you." 
She arose, and stood ready to accompahy 
him. 

Munro placed a blanket over her 
shonlders, and wrapped it around her so 
that she could grasp it in her bands and 
hold It In place. Then be opened the 
door, and they all stepped out, Hank 
leading the way. 

It was but a few steps to the edge of 
the swamp, where the boat lay. Munro 
aided the girl to step aboard, and gave 
her a seat. Then the boat was pushed 
off and they began to tread the mazes of 
the swamp. 

It waa very dark, of course, and their 
progress was slow. Doris looked keenly 
ahead, but could see nothing. She bad 
no idea whither she waa being borne, 
and when the boat stopped at the shores 
of the little island, lost in the recesses of 
the dark swamp, her amazement in
creased, for she could see nu sign that 
human footsteps had ever before reached 
that spot. 

Munro aided ber to land, and she was 
compelled to accept his aid, although 
she loathed even his touch. He kept 
close by her side, to aid her progress 
through the dense and tangled forest 
that covered the little taland. Doris's 
fears had been deepening, and it was 
with a feeling akin to delight that she 
saw the cabin hidden in toe center of 
the island. 

The door was unlocked, and they en
tered the first room. Hank started a 
fire, while Munro. after carefully fasten
ing the door, made a light. Doris gawd 
around ber in astonishment. 

Munro unlocked the door, and carry
ing the lamp into the rear room, placed 
it on the table. Then h* conducted 
Doris thither. 

Removing the blanket, be took out 
his hunting knifaaodsevered tbethoogs 
of deer bide with which her wrists were 
bound. 

Doris dropped upon a seat by the table 
and began to rub ber chafed wrista and 
aching arms. 

"This is the home I spoke of, Doris," 
said Monro to ber. Yon see It Is not 
only strong and safe, but comfortable. 
That bunk has plenty of robes and blan
ket*. The walls are thick and secure, 
and TOO can rest in perfect ewe. As I 
said "before, you are as safe here m in 
your father's tent, and yonr pri 
shall not be intruded upon on 
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ly. There is a wooden bolt on this 
of the door, which yon can fasten if 
wish. It will be locked on the otl 
aide, of course. I hope, however, tl 
yon will not compel me to keep yoq 
un willing prisoner long." 

Doris looked at him for a momeju, 
and then said sadly, "It will be my Vie-
long prison, 1 fear." " ' 

"Oh, no, Doris!" he replied, smiling
ly. "Yon will not be so cruel! Sha}lyI 
have some supper sent yon ?" M,. 

"I require nothing," was her repf®8^ 
"Then I will not intrude againFflb 

night. Good-night!" Closing the a&r 
after him as he left the room, I* ye 
beard him lock it on the other side/dro 

She shot the wooden bolt on the is 1* 
side of the door, and gazed around,tr«p 
room that was to be her prison. ,&ie 
reader is fsmiliar with it. The winaojra 
were narrow slits between the logs, some 
three feet long and three inches vg*fle, 
one on each side of the room. 
looked out into the dense forest. 

The poor girl was very weary 
terrible excitement of the past 
hours had overtaxed her, and sb 
glad of a chance to lie down an' 
Removing her bat, she threw 
upon the pile of skins in the bun 
though she was deeply anxious concern
ing ber own fate, and doubly so on Re
count of the agony she knew her fajner 
was suffering, it was not long unk&be 
dropped off into a deep, heavy slumber, 
induced by mental and physical ex
haustion. , 

kyou ?" 

^ CHAPTER XIV. 
SKTH'S SAGACITY. 

The next day was calm, brighi^and 
beautiful. A weary group of four were 
gathered at noon in the tent of Mr. JJurn-
nam, who sat in a chair, haggariPjand 
worn, the image of despair. All thiyugh 
the night be had not closed his^apes, 
grieving over the loss of his bUoved 
daughter. With the first dawn of day, 
he, with Fairfax, Seth and Jotham, bad 
set out, in both boats, and had se£tohed 
the lake from the island to which sttft bad 
gone on her fishing excursion, Co the 

f>enin«ula, and along its shore for tallies, 
n a vain search for the body of the miss

ing girl, or some trace of her. Their ef
forts were rewarded by no sign or token 
of the presence of Dons. A 

Persuading the agonized fatbertft per-
take of some nourishment, of which his 
exhausted system stood greatly in need, 
Fairfax, obeying a quiet signal which 
Seth had made to him to follow him out 
side the tent, made an excuse to the Mr. 
Burnham. and joined the trapper. - Seth 
walked slowly 8long in silence until 
they were beyond the possibility of being 
overheard, and then, turning sqoarely 
around and facing Fairfax, he said: 

"Cap., this is a mighty queer ge, this 
is." i 

Fairfax, whose pale face and distressed 
expression showed how keenly he suf
fered, only nodded his bead in sijence, 
and waited for the trapper to speatk. 

fSeth looked scrutinlzingly at him and 
then inquired: 

"Cap., where do you suppose the girl 
is?" » 

"Lying at the bottom of that stretch 
of treacherous green water over there," 
auswered Fairfax, sadly, indicating the 
bright expanse of lake, whose^jniling 
surface was hardly ruffled by We light 
breeze. *4 

"You do, do you ?" answered Shfb, af
ter a moment's pause. ri 

"Certainly," was the reply. V^tf she 
bad escaped the storm she would have 
returned home long ere this." 

"Think she waa drowned, 
pursued Seth, iknpeturbably 

"What else could have * 
br;J retdtiS bome 
mandea Fairfax. 

"Think the boat capsized with her, I 
s'pose?" pursued 9eth. 

"What else could have happened ber.'' 
repeated Fairfax. "For heaven's sake, 
Setb, explain yourself. Have you any 
hope that Doris is not drowned ?" 

"Well, Cap., I don't say that the gal 
isn't drownded, but tbar's some mighty 

?ueer p'ints about the hull business that 
don't quite see through, that's all." 
"Tell me, quick, what you mean, Seth! 

Your words drive me crpzy !" 
"Wall, Cap., let me just ask what rea

son you have for thinkin' that the boat 
capsized and spilt Miss Doris out Into 
tliG Ink© T" 

"Whatreasons? Why, Doris went 
out in the boat; a storm arose before she 
returned ; we find that she is not on the 
island near which she went to fish; the 
boat comes ashore, upside down and 
empty—" 

"Just so, just so," repeated the trap-

Ser. "The boat came ashore, upside 
own and empty. That's what I want 

you to take partie'ler note of." v -
"Tell me what you mean, Seth." >-*4 
"Well, what was In the boat besides 

Miss Doris?" 
"Her fishing tackle—" began Fairfax. 
"Jest so," interrupted Seth again. 

"And we found it not a hundred yards 
furder down the shore from where the 
boat was beached." 

And a chair-seat with aback, made to 
fit the seat of the boat—" went on Fair-
fax. 

"Which Miss Doris had been settin' 
on," assented the trapper. "And we 
found it on the beach, too—just off to the 
east of the boat a bit. Now, Cap., what 
else was there in the boat ?" 

"I don't know." said Fairfax ''Was 
there anythi ng else ?" 1" 

"Yes, there was. There was a gonrd 
that Jotham kept in there to bail her 
out when the water slopped over her 
sides; and we found it this mornin', not 
far from ber fishin' pole. And there was 
a looee piece of rope, colled up in the 
little cubby-hole at the stern; and we 
found that, too, along down tbere. And 
there wasn't nothln' else, except Miss 
Doris." 

"Will you tell me, Seth, what you are 
thinking of?" said Fairfax, laying his 
hand on the trapper's arm. 

"Well, now, Cap.," said the trapper, 
squaring himself aronnd, and emphasiz
ing what he said by striking the fore
finger of his right band on tbe broad, 
open palm of bis left, "this is what I 
was thinkin' of: 

"I was taikln' with Jotham, and find-
in' out what was in the boat when Miss 
Doris went out in it; and he told me all 
that was in ber that mnrnin' when he 
came back from fisbiu* with Miss Doris: 
that waa after we'd found tbe boat, ana 
before we searched tbe beach. I wanted 
to know, ao'a I could tell about bow fur 
we must hunt alongshore, by seein' how 
fur some of these things drifted. Wall, 
we've found to-day every identical thing 
that was in the beat, ceptin' Miss Doria 
herself, and tbey all came ashore not i 

more'a two hundred yards apart on tbe < 
beach. That ahows that they come! 
straight." 

4 Yes," answered Fairfax, "bat what 
is the point to ail this, Setb?*' 

"I'm eomtn' to it," was the reply. 
"Now, there's no sign of Miss Doris. 
She either is drownded or she isn't 
drownded. If she is drownded, why 
didnt ber body confte ashore?" 

"Drowned people often sink and do 
not come to the surface for day*, Seth," 
was Fairfax's aad reply. "That tbe— 
body—did not come arhore is no proof 
that Doris is alive." 

'Dead people sink often, I know.* 
pursued tbe trapper. " Bat Miss Doris's; 
cap and feather w&sn't* dead body, and 

thaan't come ashore. A>«* "he always 
lad ribbon trimmin's about ber, flyin'i 
jnds, that was liable to wash off in the' 
heavy swash of the water* Then she! 
was always tnckin' her handkerchief 
into her belt, and it would wash out. 
Then she wore long wash-leather gloves, 
that she need to row in, but when she 
stopped rowin', Jotham savs, she would 
take 'em off and gtnerally didn't put 'em 
on again. Now ner cap, nor a bit of 
ribbon, nor a handkerchief, nor a glove 
—not one little bit of anything that she 
wore—has come ashore. Now, don't 
that look as if she wasn't, in the boat 
wl en it capsized?" , 

Fairfax's mind had rapidly canvassed 
the points in his mind as Seth waa speak
ing. He shook his bead sadly. 

"That is a weak bit of negative evi
dence, Setb, when we are confronted by 
the positive fact of Doris's disappearance, 
and that, too, under circumstances that 
show only too clearly that she perished 
in IKa I^ 

"Think so, do you? Well, come 
along with me, and I'll show you a 
piece of evidence that will be harder to 
git over than this." 

Seth started off, and Fairfax followed 
at once, eager to see what his companion 
had discovered. He had great faith in 
the ssgacity of Setb, especially in mat
ters connected with woodcraft. 

On they went, Seth preserving an im
penetrable silenoe, until tbey reached 
tbe spot where the overturned boat had 
been found. 

"Now, Cap," said Seth, "you see 
where Miss Doris was fishing? She said 
she was goin' over tbere, beyond the 
point of yon island." 

"Yes," assented Fairfax, wondering 
what was cotring next. 

"Now tell me what direction that 
point is from where that boat come 
ashore?" „ , . , 

"It is directly north," was Fairfax's 

"West so. Now, what direction did 
the storm blow from last night?" 

A look of surprise stole over Fairfax's 
face as the purport of tbe question 
dawned over him. Seth gazed into his 
face earnestly. ' 

"It came from the northwest, did it 
not?" said he finally. 

"Come up the hill a little piece," was 
the reply of the trapper. 

Eagerly Fairfax climbed the acclivity 
by his guide's side. A partially decayed 
tree had been overturned by the storm 
on the preceding night, and Seth baited 
by it. 

"Now, Cap," he explained, "this tree 
was turned over by the wina last night, 
roots and all; so you see she didn't twist 
round in fallin', lor none of the roots 
ain't broke off en the lee side of the tree. 
Consequently the way the tree lays is 
the way the wind blew. Now which 
way did the wind blow that turned it 
down ?"' 

"From the northwest—if anything, a 
little west of that," was Fairfax's deci
sion. 

"Correct you are. Now come to what 
was the top of the tree—right here! Now 
squint along the free-trunk, jest as if 
it was a rifle-barrel. Where does she 
strike ? Hey ? ' 

An exclamation of surprise broke 
from Fairfax. "Why it strike^ the 
shore! It is a couple of miles west of 
the point at which Doris was fishing J" 

"Well, what do you make of that?" 
demanded Setb. 

"I do not know—stop! Might not 
Doris have taken a whim to try fishing 
over there ?" 

"Yes, she might—but do we know 
that she did ? And as there hasn't any
thing come ashore of Miss Doris's—not 
£voib&eci)&t-s-don't it look a leetle as if 
there was something more than we un
derstand about this?" 

"True, Seth, there is a possibility; 
but " 

"We don't want any 'buts.' What 
ycu and me wants to do is to git a boat 
and go over there and do a little explor-
in'. Mebbe we won't find nothln'; and 
then agin we may." 

"It is worth trying. Come, we will 
go at once!'' 

"Hold on! Let's tako a sight over 
there, and see about where that boat 
must have started from to have drifted 
ashore down here." 

Seth gazed along tbe prostrate trunk 
very deliberately. Fairfax stepped to 
bis side, and tbey carefully marked the 
point at which a line parallel with the 
fallen tree would strike tbe shore. Then 
tbey made their way back to Mr. Burn-
ham's camp. 

They found him Jving down, wrap
ped in the deep sleep of exhaustion. 
Warning Jotham to watch him carefully 
and to make no noise to awaken him, 
our two friends took a boat and pushed 
for the designated spot. 

Reaching tbe shore, the boat was made 
fast, and tbey first walked along the 
distance up and down the shore, but 
without anything rewarding their 
search. 

They did not relax tbeir efforts, but 
pursued tbe same tactics just inside the 
edge of the forest, which at places came 
down almost to the very edge of the 
water. Fairfax stopped to examine 
every place at which a footprint might 
possibly be found, but if tbere bad been 
any tbe heavy rain had removed all 
traces. He bad been over a patch of loose 
sand to examine it attentively, when 
Seth gave a sbont. 

"By gosh, cap! Here's a boat hid in 
this clump of willows!" 

Fairfax hurried to the spot. It was as 
the trapper bad said. A boat waa drawn 
into the midst of the clump of willows, 
which grew dense to the very ground,— 
and evidently for purposes of conceal
ment. 

"It mnst bean Indian boat!*'exclaim
ed he. 

"Not much, Cap!" retorted Seth. 
"That's no Injun boat! It belongs to a 
white man—unless tbe theevin' redskin 
stole It," he added in a lower tone. 
"Let's give her a look !" 

He unfastened the rope, which was 
tied around a willow trunk, and poshed 
it out on the shore. Tbere was some 
water in it from the rain, and Fairfax 
tilted tbe boat to one side to empty it. 

The gleam of something metallic 
caught bis eye. He reached down and 
picked it up. A cry of gladness escaped 
nis lipe. 

It was a little gold crows, with a frag
ment of slender chain attached. Turn
ing it over hastily, the initials "D. B." 
engraved on the back, were plainly visi
ble. 

"It is Doris's cross!" be exclaimed. 
"By gosh !" was Setb's characteristic 

utterance. 
It was indeed tbe little cross that 

Doris bad worn tbe previous day. 
The two men gazed at each other. 

"Seth, you are tight! The boat drifted 
from this spot!" sakl Fairfax. 

"And Miss Doris isn't drowned. ITl 
be g*wb-darned if she is!" shouted Seth. 

"Where is sbe? How came she here 
—In this boat, when she had a boat of 
ber own T" was Fairfax's question, in 
tbe next breath. 

"That's what we've got to find out 
next. Cap!" waa tbe backwoodsman's 

t»search!" 
The boat was carefully examined, but 

nothing more was found to throw soy 
light upon Doris's disappearance. Then 
she was drawn back into ber hiding-
place, tbe rope fastened once more to 

tbe willow and tbe two men searched 
tbe woods in the neighborhood 
thoroughly. 

Rnt nothing was discovered to throw 
fuitiidr light on the disappearance of 
D»ri«|Qhough 'bey swept a considerable 
raiiKe of the surrounding forest. They 
kept on, however, until the descending 
sun warned them that the day waa clos
ing. 

"Let's go back, Cap, git a good night's 
rest, and take a fresh start in tbe morn
in' !" said Seth, finally. 

"And tell the news to Mr. Burnham!" 
added Italrfax. 

"Yes, Indeed-y! The old man'll be 
powerful glad to hear this—though I 
didn't know but the girl would be bet
ter off at the bottom of the lake than in 
anybody's hands that's likely to be 
prowlin' along here in the woods," he 
added, in a lower tone. 

Mr. Burnham was standing on tbe 
shorts, eagerly watching bis return. 
Fairfax rapidly explained the sagacious 
observations of Seth that had lea them 
to explore the coast to the west, and 
placed the little cros9 in his hand. 

The tears filled his eyes as he recogniz
ed his gift to Doris when she was but a 
little gTrl. "Thank heaven, Doris is not 
drowned!" he exclaimed fervently. 
"But where is my poor little daughter?" 

This was a question none could solve, 
though tbey speculated long upon it. 
Jotham provided a plenteous supper, to 
which all did full justice. They retired 
to rest early, for they were all worn 
down with fatigue. 

The trapper went to share Jotham's 
bed, while Fairfax was given Doris's 
little chamber for a sleeping-room. Fie 
sat and gazed arouDd the neat little 
apartment with reverence. 

Her trunk stood at one side. By the 
bed was a neat little dressing bureau, 
improvised from a rough packing-box, 
draped with pretty muslin. Above was 
suspended a glass, while various dainty 
toilet articles were scattered around, 
just as they had been left by the fair 
owner.. The book she had last been 
reading lay face downward upon the 
bed. Fairfax picked it up. It wa9 a 
volume of Shakespeare, and tbe page 
was open at the balcony scene in "Ro
meo and Juliet." 

Somehow, tired as he was, the bright 
face of Doris was before him in his 
dreams all night; but it wore a troubled 
look, and once he started from his slum
bers into wakefulness, seeming to hear 
her voice calling in agonized tones on 
him for succor. 

[CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.] 

Gout has various names, according to 
the parts affected, as podagra, when in 
the feet; chlragra, when in the hands, 
etc.: but whether the attack is first felt 
in the feet or the bands, rub with Salva
tion Oil at once. It annihilates pain. 
Price 25c. 

Popular trial shows the worth of every 
article, and 43 years constant use ha* 
proven the great efficacy of Dr. Bull's 
Cough Syrup;'it has no superior. 

Eternity is long enough to mnke up 
for the ills of our brief troubled life here. 

Kheuihatism, and similar diseased, 
caused by a low state of the system, are 
cured by using Ayer's Sarsaparilla. -

Can any one improve his condition by 
whining ? If not, whine not. ^ 

HOW WOMEN WOULD VOTE. 
Were women allowed to vote, every 

one in the land who has used Dr. Pierce_s 
"Favorite Prescription" would vote it 
to be an unfailing remedy for the dis
eases peculiar to ber sex. By druggists. 

Hope is the yeast that causes the cup 
of life to bubble over. 

A RAILROAD MAN'S VIEWS. 
Mr. Joseph Hlckson, the agent in 

Toronto, Canada, of tbe New York, 
West Shore and Buffalo Railroad Com-

is well-known throughout the 
_ jminion. He writes that for several 
weekB his little girl was ill with bron
chitis. He used different preparations 
and also had her treated by a physician, 
but without effect. Finally, he tried 
Red Star Cough Ci re, and before one 
bottle was finished she was perfectly 

• ir r "V 

"A Spotted Adder" is a name given 
by tbe Boston Record to defaulting 
cashiers. ___ 

There's nothing ha t so sweet in life ' f 
(Ne*t to the Joys of home and wife) 
As fragrant breath, and pearl}' teeth, 
With hard and rosy gums beneath— 
And see these cliarmH of which we sine 
Have from sweet SOZODONT their spring 

i. 1 • 
I rreproacliahle 

Not one word of censure can justly ut
tered against SOZODONT. No other 
dentifrice makes the teeth so entirely 
free from every objectionable ingredient. 

What SPALDING'S GLUE has joined 
cannot be put asunder. 17-5 w. 

The penality for watering milk in 
Florida is ten y >ars imprisonment. 

ItHEUMATMM ROUTED. 

A*T»u>e from So riven County. 
In the editorial columns of the Tele

phone, published at Sylvanla, tbe 
county site of Scriven county, Ga., in 
tbe number bearing date August 14, the 
editor, Col. Wm. L. Matthews, Jr., has 
tbe following in reference to a remarka
ble cure of rheumatism by Swift's 
Specific: 

"We know a gentleman in this county 
who, six months ago, was almost a hope
less cripple from an attack of rheuma
tism. He could scarcely hobble across 
the room, used crutches, and said him
self that he had little if any hope of ever 
recovering. We saw him in our town 
last week, walking about as lively as 
any other man. ana in the finest health 
and spirits. Upon onr inquiry aa to 
what had worked such a wonderful 
change in his condition, be replied that 
Swift's Specific b*d cured bim. He said 
be was on tbe eve of starting for tbe 
Hot Springs iu search of relief, but was 
persuaded by one of his neighbors to 
try Swift's Specific, and after using a 
dozen and a half bottles, be has been 
transformed from a miserable cripple to 
a happy, healthy man. He is one of 
oor most worthy and successful citizens, 
and is none other than Mr. E. B. LAM
BERT, 

Treatise on Blood and Skin Diseases 
mailed free. 

THE SWIFT Sreotnc Co* Drawer 3, 
Atlanta, Ga., or If.7 W. 23d St., N. Y. 

For several years I was troubled with 
Catarrh, have tried many remedies. 
Ely's Cream Balm has proved tbe article 
desired. I believe It i* tbe only cure.— 
L. EL Counts, Hardware Merchant, 
Towanda, Pa. See adv't. 
1 bad suffered from Catarrh for ten 

rears.; tbe pain would be so severe that 
X was obliged to send for a doctor. I 
bad entirely lost sense of smell. Ely's 
Cream Balm baa worked a miracle.—C. 
S. HAIXETS, Binghampton, N. Y.^ 

QAttMOy At All MAMUa 
Bhattns the Herns. Impain WgaBoa, aad>« f 

BEST TONIC 
nns Aliliirl««and Chi 

petite, aad strengthens the n*rroa. 
It doee not injure the teeth, oaoae headache, 01 * 

produce constipation—all othnr iron modtrtne* <&>. 
FATHER T. J. lUmxT, the patTiotta tnd aoholairij * 

Catholic Divine, of Arkansas. 
"I have owd Brown's Iron Bitten with the great- Hi 

eet MtisfMtfon for Malaria, and aa a preventive of 'r 
Ohills and like diseases, and will always keep it on, f 
hand aa a ready Mend." ,< 
Genuine has above trade mark and oroewd red lines 

on wrapper. Take so other. Made only by 
B KO WNCN E 111 OA I. CO-BAL,TIMORK,>n». 

LADIM' HAND BOOK—nsefnl and attractive, con
taining list of prices for recipes, information about ,.d 
coins, oto., Riven away by all dealers in medicine, at/ 4 

mailed to any address on receipt of So. stamp. 

w m 

The New Remedy 
Recommendwl by the high
est medical authority, in
cluding the Ijondon lancet. 

A positive euro for 

A nth mil, Hay Fever,' 
COLD IN THE IIKAD. 

These Tabloids are In the 
form of suppositories and 
are applied direct to the na
sal passages. 

per box, at drugglHts or by mall 
ALLEN COCAINE M'F'iJ CO.. 

1254 Il'way, N. I. 

xsP 
Price $t. 

Professional Card* 

T N. PIERCE, 
A# - \ 

Attorney at Law, 
Office:—302% Main Street..* • 

CO. LINCOLN, 
» DENTIST 

Office, 19>f S. S'xth, opT>wlte t'. t>. tu» • 
tracting and artificial teeth speolaJUe* • 
work: warranted, 

D 
R. W. C. EICHELBERGEK, 

OcnllMt >n«t An Hat. 
Room 13. Savings Bank Building. ,t, 

Torre Hanto, lnd/ j 
9—12 a. m. * . J 

Office hours, 2 5 p.m. J " J 

J. RICHABDHON. R. W. VAN VALT.AH J 

RICHARDSON & VAN ^ALZAH 

DENTISTS. > 
OrFioit—Sonthwest corner Fifth and Mate 

streets, over National Htate Bnn£ (onlram# 
on Fifth street. Communication by Teif 
phone. 

EE. GLOYER, M. D., 
• Practice Limited to DlNeases of J • 
THE BBCTTJM. V 

No. 116 south Oth St., Savings Bank Building.. 
Office Honrs:-9 to 12a. m.; 2 to 5 and 7 to 8 p i 1 

m., Sundays—9 to 11 a. rn. " 

GLENHAM HOTEL, 
FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, 

Bet. 21st and 22d sts., near Madison Square, 
EUROPEAN PLAN. 

' ^ N. B. BARRY, Proprietor. 
AlsoJH'OWLAND HCTRL. 

LONG BRANCH, N. J. 

Why call Callen-
dar's LI lver Bitters 
the Left Liver Bit
ten? Because tbe 
buman liver Is onr 
trade mark and' 
our left liver,see It 
on cach bottle, 
none genuine 
without 1L 

Why use the hu
man fiver as trade 

„ mark? Because 
Patented April 14,1874.\\ver bitters is a 
specialty for Liver Compialnts ln all their 
forms. Being J * * 
herbs, and 1 
of the age, 
warranted medicine. Liver bitters get at the 
seat of all diseases by the direct action, open-

BITTERS 

ing digestive organs of the liver at tbe same 
time acts directly on the kidneys, cleanses 
the lungs, cured bright* of the kidneys, puri
fies the blood and beautifies the skin. Ask 

druggtuta for them. Manufactured by 
mrbero A Callendar. Peoria, Ills. Sold In 
Terre Haute by toe following druggists 
Adamson & Krltenstlne, 841 Main et., Cook A 
Bell, 801 Main St., J. J. Baur <fc Bon, 703 Main 
C. F. Zimmerman, 1241 Main, C. C. Leek, 
Poplar, J. A. Wlllison, 001 n 4th, Allen A 
Havens, fiOO n lAth. J. E. Homes, N. E. Cor. 
6th and Ohio 

- The only known specific for Epileptic Fits. ~\JJ 
Also for Spasms and Falling Sickness. Kemras 
Weakness It instantly relievos and cures. Cleanses 
Wood and qnlckcn* sluggish circulation, neutra
lises germs of disease aud saves sickncss. Cures 

fA SKEPTIC SJUDJ 
o£ly sad ctaWwra t.wod seres. Eliminates 
CoU», Car'jnndea ac<l Scalds. £TV<mi.aiit:nt:y aad 
.nwnjiUy cares pira!;-*!*. Ten, IClaa charming and 
'waithii.i Aperie&fc- l'S.to'lkttMi sod Klam Evil. 
:wla taoUwr*. Change* bod brcaUi incoo£,rt...or-

.V 

tagfhs canw. Rocts bil!iw» tendencies and mal:e» 
deare6s:;>i"x;»cu Equal!' J liy cone la tbe del!r1na» 
of tf'vr. A : i -is bj.'T :i natdifow 
lasftt *<• It • Sick V.<- :.4i9 -4". the wind, 
gagrx'octi&ut no <5 ra ' lc csi'' n5c or opiates. Ileikrros. 

;(IHE mm). 
08|EiB|V[ElClO|H|8lUlE|B|Bi»l!l 

" 

IM® 

t:.»'-~:n of loorb-d fancies. ProasTtiy caret Khcu-. 
r-'Uia tyrrrJ^agft. lUe-gMng proper* 
t:<-> tot:* M'' 3. I*sua-O."••1 tOCr-f fell OCTTOttt 

i"ieru L "*• •'».«!. OS. Be. 
i-•: ,.i t. :::<!*».! Jr.v-i.aau* Cure* 
iy.-pcpgacrtzoaeyrefauled. ^ , , 

aissiw 

L' jK*»saof tbe M©o<3 own U s conqucror. Bndorr^t 
in wriUaf by crcr fifty tbrtttwnd leading citizen*, 
c)<nsyin*aaadpbystclHM in U. S. and Earope. / 

;jTTor sale by all leading drngs'.*U. 

ib us. A. nam) snmst 


