-}

&
_|"

"louter one. He was a man of few words,

SYNOPSIS.

Innl.un% a frank, free and un-
hiiadelphia gtrl is taken
the Colorndo mountains by far uncle,
bort Maltland, James Armsirong,

's prot falls In love with X

her,
o s B
buniness

. urt
pelled to shoot her to preyvest he
eaten by wolves whils be went for

Kirkby, the old gulde who tells the
ﬁm.hnld n pack of letters
says were {0 the dond

_b‘od‘l'. Bhatﬂldlmtht; efters Wl.'l?lg
n reques am.
mountain stream Enld is at-
by a bear, which ls mysterloualy
ds to the girl's teriru{o
n
t, whioch sweeps Enid Into
. where she s rescued by & moun-
min, hermit after a thrilling exparience.
. In great confuslon ueﬁa dincov-
Enid’'s abssnce when & mtorm
Meaitiand and Old Kirkby go In
roh of the girlk Enld discovers that
her ankle s sprained and that she is un-
ble to walk. Her mysterious rescuer
w her to his camp. Enld goea fto
eep In the strange man's bunk. Miner
ks breakfast for Enid, after which
Yy go on tour of Inspection.

CHAPTER Xl (Continued).

| “1 will go and cook you some break-

t while you get vourgelf ready, If

ou have mnot washed, you'll find a

bucket of water and a basin and towel
tside the door.”

| He went through the inner door as

Buddenly ag he had come through the

d whatever esocinl grace he might
ce have possessed, and in more fa-
worable circumstances exhibited, was
not notlceable now. The tenderness
{th which he had caressed her the
ght before had also yanished.

Hig bearing had been cool, almost
harsh and forbldding, and his manner
as as grim as his appearance, The
nversation had been o brief one, and
her opportunity for Inspection of him
loonsequently limited. Yet she had
Raken him in. He was o tall, splendid
iman. No longer young, perhaps, but in
e prime of life and vigor, His com-
on was dark and burned browner

y long exposure to sun and wind, win-

and summer. In apite of the brown,
there was a certain color, & hue of
lhealul in his cheeks. His eyes were
hazel, sometlmes brown, sometimes
igray, and sometimes blue, she after-
ward learned. A short thick closely
ut beard and mustache covered the
ower part of his face disguised but
mot hiding the squareness of his jaw
and the firmness of his lps.

He had worn his cap when he enter-
‘ed, and when he took it off she no-
tleced that his dark halr was tinged

th white. He was dressed in a leath-

hunting sult, somewhat the worse
wear, but fitting him In & way to
‘free play to all his muscles, His
ovements were swift, energetic and
{gracetil. She did not wonder that he
go easfly hurled the bear to one

de and had managed to carry her—uno

t weight, indeed!—over what she

recogniged must have been a
horrible trail, which, burdened as he
was, would have been impossible to &
n of less splendld vigor than he.
The cabin was low celled, and a8
he sat looking up at him, he had tow-
ered above her untll he seemed to
fill it. Naturally, she had serutinized
his every action, as she had hung on
his every word. His swift and some-
'what startled movement, his frownlug
he had selzed the plcture on which
he had gazed with such Interest,

pused the liveliest surprise and cu-
opity In ber heart
Who was this woman? Why was he
80 guick to remove the plcture from
her gaze? Thoughts rushed tumultu-
pusly through her brain, but she real-
sd at once that she lacked time to
indulge them., Sha could hear him
moving about in the other room. Bhe
h aside the blanket with which
she had draped herself, changed the
bandage on her foot, drew on the
heavy woolen stocking which, of
course, was miles too blg for her, but
which easily took in her foot
ankle encumbered ms they were by
he rude, heavy but effective wrapping,

Aral T she hobb]ld to the door

.

lnkelet was rimmed with lce on the
shaded side. Thls enchanting little
body of water waas fed by the melting
snow from the crest and peaks, which
in the clear, pure sunshine and rarl
fled ailr of the mountalns seemed to
rise and confront her within a stone's
throw of the place where she stood.
On one side of the pretty lake In
the valley, or pocket, beneath, there
was & little grassy elearing, and thers
the dweller in the wilderness bad
built & rude corral for the burros, On
a rough bench by the slde of the door
she saw the primitive conveniences to
which he had alluded. The water
was delightfully soft and as it had
stood exposed to the sun’s direct rays
for some time, although the air was
exceedingly crisp and cold, it was
tempered suffiiciently to be merely
cool and agreeabls, She luxuriated
fn it for a few moments, and while
she bad her face burled in the towel,
rough, coarses, but clean, she heard a
step, She looked up In time to see
the man lay down upon the bench o
small mirror and a clean comb, He
gald nothing as he did so, and she had
no opportunity to thank him before
he wis gone, The thoughtiulness of
the act affected her strangely, and she
was very glad of a chance to unbrald
her lalr, comb [t out and plalt it
agaln. She had not & halr pin left, of
course, and all she could do with it
was to replait it and let it hang upon
her shoulders, Her coiffure would have
looked very strange to civilization, but
out there In the mountains, It was em-
Inently appropriate,

Without noticlng detalls, the man
felt the general effect as she lmped
back {nto the room toward the table.
Her breakfast was ready for her. It
was & coarse fare, bacon, & baked po-
tato, hard taclk crisped before the fire,
coffee, black and strong, with sugar,
but no cream. The dishes matched
the fare, too, yet she noticed that the
fork was of sllver, and by her plate
there was a napkin, rough drled, but
of fine linen. The man had just set
the table when she mppeared.

“I am sorry [ have no cream,” he
sald, and then, before she could muke
comment or reply, he turned and
walked out of the room, his purpose
evidently belng not to embarrass her
by his presence while she ate.

Enid Maltland had grown to rellsh

us she would to put it out of her mind
Well, she waa & falrly sensible girl;
the matter was passed, it could not be
helped now, ahe would forget it as
much ss was possible. She would
recur to it with mortifiention later on,
but the present was so full of grave
problems that there was not any room
{or the past f

CHAPTER XIL

A Tour of Inspection.

The first thing necessary, she de-
cided, when she had satlsfled her hun-
ger and finlshed her meal, was to get
word of her plight and her resting
place to her uncle and the men of the
party, and the next thing was to gel
away, where she would never see this
man agein, and perhaps be able to for
get what had transpired—yet there
was A strange pang of pain In her
heart at that thought!

No man on earth had ever so stim-
ulated her curiosity as this one. Who
was he? Why was he there? Who
was the woman whose plcture he had
so quickly taken from her gaze? Why
tiad so eplendid a man buried himsell
alone In that wilderness? These re-
flections were pregently Interrupted by
the reappearance of the ma him-
self. .

“Have you firnished?” he asked, un-
ceremoniously standing In the door-
way as he spoke,

“Yes, thank you, and it was very
good indeed.”

Dismissing this politeness with a
wave of his hand, but taking no other
notice, he spoke agaln.

“If you will tell me your name—"

“Maitland, Enid Mgaitland,”

“Migs Maitland?”

The girl nodded.

“And where you came from, I will
endeavor to find your party and see
what can be done to restore you to
them."

“We were camped down that canon
at a place where another brook, a
large one, flows Into It; several miles,
1 ghould think, below the place
where—"

8he was golng to say “where you
found me,"” but the thought of the way
in which he had found her rushed
over her again; and this time, with
his glance directly upon her, although
it was as cold and dispassionate and

the camp fare, bringing to it the appe-

Indifferent as a man's look could well

.,.
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ing, to shine and dageie In his face.
As ghe hesitated In confusion, perhaps

comprehending its calise, he helped

out ber Jame and balting sentence,

“l know the canon well"” he sald.
*1 think I know the plece to which
you refer. Is It just above where the
river makes sn enormpus bend upon
itaelf 7"

“Yes, that is It
we have been camped for two weeks.
My uncle must be y with anxiety
to know what has become of me,
and—"

The man [nterposed.

“l will go there directiy,” he sald.
"It {8 now half after ten. That place
is about seven miles or more [rom
here across the range, fifteen or twen:
ty by the river. I shall be back by
pightfall. The cabin 18 your own.”
He turned away without another
word,

“Walt,” sald the
nfraid to stay here.
She had been fearless enough before
in those mountaing, but her recent ex-
perlence had somehow unsettled her
NEerves.

“There is nothing on earth to hurt
vou, I think” returned the man
“There len't & human being, so far as
I know, in these mountains'
"Except my uncle’s party?”

He nodded.

“But there might be another—bear,”
she added desperately, forcing herself.
“Not lkely; and they wouldn't come
here if there were any, That's the
first grizzly 1 have seem in years,”
he went on, uncongernedly, studlously
looking away from her, not to add to
her confusion at the remembrance of
that awful eplsode which would ob-
trude itself on every occasion. “You
can use a rifle or guni”

Bhe nodded. He stepped over to
the wall and took down the Winches-
ter which he handed her.

“This one lg rendy for service, and
you will find & revolver on the shell.
There {s only one possible way of ac
cess to this eabln; that's down those
rock stalrs. Ope man, one Woman, a
child, even, with these weapons could
hold It against an army."”

“Couldn't T go with you?"

“On that foot?"

Enid pressed her wounded foot upon
the ground. It was not so painful
when resting, but she found she could
not walk a step on it without great
puffering.

“I might carry you part of the way,”
gald the man, "I carrfed you Iast
night, but it would be impossible, all
of it."

“Promise me that you will be back
by nightfall, with Uncla Bob and—"

“I ghall be back by nightfall, but I
can't promlse that [ will bring any-
body with me"”

“You mean?"’

“You 8aw what the clondburst near-
ly did for you," weas the quick &n-
gwer. “H they did not get out of that
pocket, there is nothing left ef them
now,"

“But they must have escaped,” per-
sisted the girl, fighting Wown her
alarm at this blunt statement of possi-
ble peril. “Besldes, Uncle Robert and
most of the rest were climbing one of
the peaks, and—"

“They will be all right, then; but if
[ am to find the place and tell them
veur atory, I must go now."”

He turned, and without another
word or 4 backward glance, scrambled
down the hill. The girl limped to the
brink of the clilf over which he had
plunged and stared after him. Bhe
watched him as long as she osuld see
him, untll he was lost among the
trees. 1f she had anybody else to de-
pend upon, she would certainly have
felt differently toward him; when
Uncle Robert, and her aunt, and the
children, and old Kirkby, and the rest
surrounded her, she could hate that
man in splte of all he bad done for
her, but now she stared after him de-
terminedly making his way down the
mountain and through the trees. It
was with diffioulty she eould restrain
herself from calllpg him back,

The sllence was most oppressive,
the loneliness was frightful, She had
been alone befors In those mountalns,
but from cholce; now the fact that
thers was no escape from them made
the sensatlon a very diffarent one.

fihe sat down and brooded over her
gituation until she felt that if she did
not do somsthing and In some way di-
vert her thoughts she would break
down agaln. He had sald that the

In that clearing

woman., "I am

ly. Bbe hobbled back Into the great
room and Jooked about ‘her again,
There was nothing that demanded
careful scrutiny. She wasn't quite

.| would be limited.

The owner of that book, whether the
present poekessor or not, had been a
college man, Say that he bad gradu-
ated at twenty-one or twenty-two, he
would be twenty-eight or twenty-nine

years old now, but if so, why that
white hair? Perhaps, though, the
book did not belong to the man of the
cabin.

She turned to other books on the
ghelf. Many of them wers technleal
books, which she had sufficlent gen-
eral culture to realize could be only
avallable to a man highly educated,
and a special student of mines and
minlng—a mining eugineer, she de-
clded, with a glance at those instru-
ments and appliancer of a sclentific
character plainly, but of whose actual
use she was igonorant,

A rapld iuspection of the other
books confirmed her in the conclusion
that the man of the mountains was
indeed the owner of the collection
There were a few well worn volumes
of poetry and esspys, Bhakespeare, a
Bible, Bacon, Marcus Aurelius, Eplete
tus, Keats, a small dictionary, a com-
pendicus encyclopedia, just the books,
ghe thought, smiling at her conceit,
that & man of education and culture
would want to have upon a desert is-
land where his supply of literature

The old ones were autographed as
the first book she had looked in; oth-
ers, newer additions to the little 1l
brary, if she could judge thelr condl
tlon, were unsigned.

Into the corner eupboard and the
drawers, of course, she did not look.
There was nothing «lse ln the room
to attract her attentlon, saye sgome
plles of manuseript neatly arranged
on one of the shelves, ench one cover
ed with a square of board and kept
In place by pleces of glistening quarta,
There were four of these plles and an-
other half the slze of the first four
on the table, Thege, of course, she did
not examine, further than to note that
the writing was in the same bold,
free hand as the signature in the
books. If she had been an expert she
might have deduced much from the
writing; mns it was, she fancied it was
strong, direct, manly.

Having completed her inspection of
this room, she opened the door and
went into the other. It was smaller
and less Inviting, It had omnly one
window, and & door opened outslde,
There was a cook stove here, and
shelvea with cooking utensils and
granlteware, and more rude box re-
ceptacles on the walls which were fill-
ed with a bountiful and well selected
store of canned goods and provislons
of various kinds. This was evident-
ly the kitchen, supply room, china
gloset, She saw no sign of & bed In
it, and wondered where and how the
man had svent the night.

By rights, her mind Bhould have
been filled with her uncle and hls
party, and in their alarm she should
have shared, but she was so extremely
comfortable, except for her foot, yhich
did not greatly trouble her so long as
she kept It qulet, that ghe felt a cer-
tain degree of contentment, not to say
happlness., The sdventure was 80 ro-
mantle and thrilllng—save for those
awful moments {n‘the pool—especially
to the soul of a conventional woman
who had been brought up In the most
humdrum and stereotyped fashion of
the earth's ways, and with never an
opportunity for the development of
the spirit of romance which all of us
gxhibited gome time in our life, and
which, thank God, some of us never
lose, that she found herself revelling
in it

She lost herself In pleasing imagina-
tions of tales of her adventures that
she could tell when she got back to
her uncle, and when she got furthet
back to stald old Philadelphia. How
ghoeked everybody wonld be with it
all there! Of course, she resoclved
that she would never mention one ep
{sode of that terrible day, and she had
somehow absolute confidence ghat this
man, In spite of his grim, gruff tack
turnity, who had shown himself so ex-
ceedingly considerate of her feelings,
would never mention it elther.

She had so much food for thought
that not even in the late afternoon of
the long day could she force her mind
to the printed pages of the book she
had taken at random from the shelf
which lay open before her, where she
gat In the sun, her head coversd by an
old “Stetson” that she had ventured
to appropriate. She had dragged a
besr skin out on the rocks in the sun
and sat curled up on It half reclining
agalnst a boulder watching the trall,
the Winchester by her side. Bhe had
eaten so Inte a bweakfast that she had
made a rather frugal lunch out of
whatever had taken her fancy in the
store room, and she was waiting most
anxiously now for the return of the

The season wns Iate and the sun

pelled to spend the night alone in that
cabin, she felt that she could not em
dure ft. She was pever gladder of
anything in her life than when she |
saw him suddenly break out of the
woods and start up the steep f.ral!.l
and for a moment her gladness was |
not tempered by the fact which she
was presently to realize with greaf |
dismay, that as he had gone, so he |
now retlirned, alone, [

|

CHAPTER XIIL,

The Castaways of the Mountaina.
The man was evidently seeking her,
for so soon &8 he caught sight of her
bhe broke into & run and came bound-
Ing up the steep ascent with the speed
and agllity of & chamols or a mountain
sheep. As he mpproached the girl
rose to her feet and supported hersell |

In Spita of His Hand Bhe Swayed.

upon the boulder against which she
had been leaning, at the same time ex
tending her hand to greet him.

“0Oh," she cried, her volee rising
nervously as he drew near, "I am so
glad you are back, ancther hour of
lonellness and I belleve | should have
gone crazy."”

Now whether that joy in his return |
was for him personally or for him ab- |
stractly, he could not tell; whatherl
sho was glad that he bad come back
slmply because he was n human being
who would rellave her loneliness or
whether she rejoiced to see him indk
vidually, was & matter not yet to be
determined. He hoped the latter, he
belleved the former. At any rate, he
caught and held her outstretched
hand In the warm clasp of both hia
owhn Burning words of greeting
ms!iif to his lips torrcntially; what
iw d, however, was quite common
place, as 18 often the case. Word
thought mnd ocutward speech did not
correspond.

*It's too cold for you out here, you
must go Into the house at once,” he
declared masterfully, and she cheyed
with unwonted meekness.

The sun had set and the night mir
had grown suddenly chill, Still hold-
Ing her hand, they started toward the
cabin & few rods away. Her wounded
foot was of little support to her and
the excitement had unnerved her, in
spite of his hand she swayed; without
a thought he caught her about the
walst and half li€ted, hall led her to
the door. It seemed as natural as It
was inevitable for him to assist her in
this way, and In her weakness and be
wilderment she suffered {t without

MEANING OF “AT HALF MAST*

At First Universal Symbol Was Token
of Submission and Respect
For Enemy.

Perbups you have noticed that when-
ever a prominenl person dies, espe
clally If Lie is connected with the gov
ernment, the flags on  public bulld
ings are hoisted only part of the way
up, remarks the Totonte Mall and Ex-
press. This ie called “half mast." Did
you ever stop to think what conneg
tion there could be between a fag
that was not properiy holsted and the
death of a great man?

Ever gince flags were used in war it
has been the custom to have the flag
of the superior or conquering nation
above that of the inferior or vanquish-
ed. When an army found itself hope
leasly beaten it hauled its flag down
far enough for the flag of the victors
to be placed above It on the samae
pole. This was a token mot only ol
submission, but of respect.

In those days when a famous sol
dier dled flage were lowered out ol
respect to his memory. The custom
long ago passed from purely milk
tary usage to public life of all kinds,
the flag flylng at half mast being &
gign that the dead man was worthy
of universal respect. The space left
gbove It 18 for the flag of the great
conqueorr of all—the angel of death.

Motor Cars and Mosquitoes.

Mosquitoes, flies and gnats of every
description are sald to be more numen
ous in Parie this year than ever be
fore. It has become a veritable In
vasion. The explanation usually giw
@n is that the swallows are much few:
er this summer, and also that the
ublquitous sparrow is mnotably on the
decrease. Nobody can find a reason
for the desertion of the swallows, bul
the reason of tho scarcity of spar
rows la not far to seek. The enemy
is mechanical traction, which ls sup
planting the use of the horse. Before
long horses will practically have dis
appeared in Paris and when thelr
nosebags go there will disappear one
of the principal staples of food for the
Parls “plerrot,” who I8 taking wing for
the country In search of the grains
on the boulevards and avenue.
on the boulevard and avenues.

Adulation Pleased Rousseau,

Rouesean, whose bicentenary cele
bhration oceasioned a riot in Paris the
other day, created a sensation when
he visited England in 1766, "Rousseau
and hls Armenlan dress," wrote Lord
Charlemont, “were followed by
erowds when he first arrived in Lon

| don, and as long as this species ol
| admiration lasted he was contented

and happy. Garrick not only gave 8
supper in his bonor, but played twe
characters speclally to please him
Roussean was highly gratified, but
Mre. Garrick declared that she had
never spent a more unpleasant eve
ning In her life, the philosopher be
ing so anxious to display himself
and hanging over the front of the
box s0 much, that she was ohliged to
hold him by the skirts of hls coat ta
prevent him from falling over Inte
the pit.”

Collective Housekeeping,

An English paper tells of an experl
ment in collective housekeeping In
what Is known ag Brent Garden vil
lage. The dwelling houses contain all
Improvements except a kitchen, Meals
for everybody are cooked at a cen
tral hall, and may either be eaten
there or sent home. A four-course
dinner costs only 1 shilling and {
pence. Bervants are supplled, when
needed, from the central hall at a
cost of about ten cents an hour, _ *

-

The Love In Fictlon and Life.

A periodical devoted to the drama
pleads fer playe based on some emo-
tlon other than love, The dificulty in
producing such plays is that every
play must bave a hero, and In mak-
ing & hero the playwright, as well as
his audience, almost Inevitably adopts
the view expressed 2,000 years ago by
a scribbler of the dead wall of Pom-
pell: *“He who has never loved a
woman is not 4 gentleman.”

Triumph of Machine Building.

Eoglish engineers have succeeded
in bullding & paper making machina
that will turn out 650 feet of newspa:
per, 175 inches wide, & minute,

comment or resistance. Indeed, there
was such strength and power in his
arm, she was g0 secure there, that she
liked it. As for him, his pulses wera
bounding at the contact; but for that
matter even to look at her quickened

his heart beat.
(TO BE CONTINUED.,)

Dralnage of the Zuyder Zee,

A great project 1s agaln before the
people of Holland—the draining of the
Zuyder Zee. The sea, which, avery
one knows, s at the north of Holland
and covers an aresa of 50,000 hectarea,
a hectare belng practically two acres
and a half.

Just half o century ago & scheme to
draln the southern portion of the sea
was first mooted and altbough It re-
celved conslderable support, the oppo-
sition, was greater, but pow an asso
olation has been formed and a bill will
be introduced into the chamber. The
promoters see that with an inereased
population means must be taken
enlarge the country and this reclams-
tion of the sea s suggeated as capable
at accomplishment. If the sea Is con
quered there are several lakes which
can be dealt with later.

Overheard,
“Haigho!” sald Bildad, as Jimpson-
berry flashed by in his motor car. 1
wish 1 bad a motor car”
“0h, nonsense, Bill," said Slathers.

.| *What's the use? You couldn't af

est and mont wern of the volumes on
the shelf. It was a text book on mln.
ing and metallurgy, she observed, and
opening it to the fiy leaf, mecross the
mw,.mm g
i & name, “Wil-
limm Berkeloy Nowbold,” and be
noath. Har-
vard,”

If you would win life's batile you
must be a hard hitter and & poor quit-
| ter.

A FOOD CONVERT
Good Food the True Road to Health,

The pernleious habit some persons
still have of relying on mapseous drugs
to relieve stomach trouble keeps up
the patent medicine buslness and helps
keep up the ermy of dyspeptics.

Indigestion—dyspepsia — iz caused
by what is put into the stomach in the
way of improper food, the kind that
so taxes the strength of the digestive
organg they are actually crippled.

When this state is reached, to resort
to tonics is like whipping a tired
horse with a big lead. Every addk
tional effort he makes under the lash
diminishes his power to move the
load.

Try helping the stomach by leaving
off heavy, greasy, Indigestible food
and take on Grape-Nuts—light, casily
digested, full of strength for nerves
and brain, in every grain of it. There's
no waste of time nor energy when
Grape-Nuts Is the food.

“I am an enthuslastio user of Grape-
Nuts and consider It an ideal food™
writes & Malne man:

“I had nervous dyspepsia and was
all run down and my food seemed to
do me but little good. From reading
an advertisement I trled Grape-Nuts
food, and, after o few weeks' uteady
use of it, felt greatly improved,

- “Am much stronger, not
now, and can do mote work
feeling &0 tired, and am better every




