SYNOPSIS.

4 Maitland, n frank, free and un-
d young Philudeiphia girl, s taken
g.,h;.;-;..ru mountains by her uncle,

Maijtiand James Armsirong,
fand's protege, falls in love with her.

istent woolng thrills the girl, but
mmgq.‘ and Armstrong goes east
Busivess without o defigite anawer.
pears the story of a mining engi-
Newbold, whose wife fell oft a clift
§ was w0 seriously hurt that he was
oellad to shoot her to prevent her be-
by wolves while he went for
“Kirkhy, the old gulde who telis the

dves Enld A package of letters
o says were found on the dead
g8 hody. She reads the letters and
rkby's request Keeps them While
in mountaing stream Emnid is al-
by a bear, which is mysteriously
A storm adds to the girl's terror
sudden deluge trunsform brook Into
torrent, which sweeps Enid into

here she ia rescued by a moun-
E ‘.:m!t after & thrilling experience.

fn great confusion upon discov-
Enid's absence when the storm
g.u. Maitland and Old Kirkby go in
girL
CHAPTER Vil {Continued.)
Ever as they went they called and
“=* The broken obstructions of
“fhe way made their progress slow.
"What they would have passed over
ondinarily In half a day, they had mot
traverged by nightfull and they had
geen nothing. They camped that night
far down the canon and in the morn-
with hearts growipg heavier ev-
pour, they resumed their search.
o About noon of the second day they
pe to ap immenser log jam where
gtréam now broadsned and made
i3 sudden turn before It plunged over
" 4 fsll of perhaps two hundred feet
fulo the lake. Tt was the end of thelr
‘quest. If they did not find her there,
‘they would pever do so. With still
“Bearts and bated breath they climbed
_put over the log jam and scrutinized
4 A brownish gray patch concealed
‘msath the great pines caught their
‘wyer.  They made their way to it
*it's & b'ar, a big Grizzly,” exclaim-
of Kirkby.
The huge brute was battered out of
aemblance of life, but that it was
Bear was clearly evident
oo the two men caught sight
of a dask of blue. Kirkby
m ever to it lifted it in hi=s hand
#d sllently extended It to Maitland
Mt was & fwealer, A woman's sweater,
Wy racognized It st once. The old
m sbook his head. Maltland groan-

¢ yere,” gald Kirkby. pointing to
ragged and torn garment where

of discoloration still re
“looks like there’d bin blood

God!” eried Maltiand, "not
b bear; I'd rather suything than

ever it Is, she's gone,”  sald
man with solemn finality.
S8F body may be in those logs

in the lake,” answered Kirkby,
iy, “but w'sre ever she ls we
&t to her now.”
must come back with dynamite
& up this jam and—"

b modded the old man, “we'll
" ﬂ that, of course, but now, after
b this jam o' logs 1 guess
uothin' to do but go back, an’
we git back to the settle
5 the quicker we can git back
"% | think we can strike acrost
S Beuntains an’ save a day an' a
5} there's no need of us goin’ back
WM canon now, | take it

o

it Was a Woman's Sweater,

They searched the plle eagerly, pry-
Ing under it, peering mto It, upsetting
it, so far as they could with their
naked hands, but with little result, for
they found nothing else. They bad tn
camp another day, and pext morning
they burried straight over the moun-
tains, reaching the settlement almost
s soon as the others. Maitland with
furfous energy at once organized a re-
lfef party. They hurried back to the
logs, tore the jam to pleces, searched
It carefully and found nothing. To
drag the lake was Impossible It was
hundreds of feet deep and while they
worked it froze. The weather had
changed some days before, heavy
snows had already fallen: they had to
get out of the mountalns without
further delay or else be frozen up to
die. Then and not till then did Mait-
land give up hope. He had refrained
from wiring to Philadelphia, but when
he reached a telegraph line some ten
days after the cloudburst, he sent a
long message esst, breaking to his
brother the awful tidings.

And In all that they did he and
Kirkby, twe of 'the shrewdest and
most experienced of men, showed
with singular exactitude how easy It
is-for the wisest and most capable
of men to make mistikes, to leave the
plain trall, to fail to deduce the truth
from the facts presented. Yet It {s
difficult to point to a fault in their
reagoning, or to find anything left un
done in the search!

Ernid had started down the canom;
near the end of it they had discovered
one of her garments which they could
not conceive any reason for her tak-
ing off. 1t.wns near the battered body
of one of the biggest Grizzlies that
elther man had ever seen, it had evi
dence of blood stains upon fit; still,
they had found no body, but they
were as profoundly sure that the man-
gled remains of the poor girl lny with-
in the depths of that mountain lake
as if they had actually seen her there
The logic was all fAawless.

it so happened that on that Novem:
ber morning. when the telegram was
approaching him, Mr Stephen Malt-
land had = caller. He eame at an un-
vsually early hour Mr. Stephen
Maitland, who was no logger an early
riser. had indeed just finished his

| breakfast when the card of Mr. James

Armstrong of Colorado was handed to
him., .

“This, | suppose,” he thought test-
ily, “is one of the results of Enid's
wanderings into that God-forsaken
land. Did you ask the man his busi-
nmees, James?" he sald aloud to the
footman.

“Yes, sir. He sald he wanted 1o see
vou on important business, 'and when
1 made bo!d to ask him what busl-
ness, be sald It was none of mine, and
for me to take the message to you,
sir.”

“Impudent,” growied Mr. Maitland.

“Yex, sir, but he is the kind of a
gentleman you don't talk back to, sir."

“Well, you go back and tell him
that you have given me his card, and
i should like to know what he wishes
to see me about, that | am very -busy
this morning and ‘unless it i1s a mat
ter of importance—you understand?”

“Yes, sir.”

“l suppose now 1 shall bave the
whole west unloaded upon me; every
vagabond friend of Robert's and peo-
ple who meet Enid," be thought, but
his reveries were shortly

by, the return of the man.

“If you please, sir,” began James
hesitatingly, as he re-entered the
room, “he says his business is about
the young lady, sir.”

“Confound his Impudence!™ ex-
claimed Mr. Maltland, more and more |
annoyed at what he was pleased to|
characterize mentally as western as-|
surance. "Where is he?”

“In the hall, sir.”

“Show him into the Hbrary and say
I shall be down in a moment.”

“Very good, gir.”

It was a decidédly wrathful individ-
ual who confronted Stephen Maitiand
& few moments afterward in the Ui
brary, for Armstrong was not accus-
tomed to such cavaller treatment, and |
had Maitland been other than Enid's
father he would have given more oul-
ward expression at hls indignation
over the discourtesy in his reception.

“Mr. James Armstrong, 1 belleve,”
began Mr. Maitland, looking at the|
card In his hand.

“Yes, sir" .

“Er—{rom Colorado?"

“And proud of it."

“Ah, I dare say. | believe you wigh-
ed to see me about—"

“Your daughter, sir.™

“And in what way are you concers-|
ed about her, sir?” |

“l wish to make her my wife.” |

“Great God!” exclaimed the nIderl
man in a voice equally divided be-|
tween horror and astonishment |
“How dare you, sir? You amasze me |
beyond measure- with your Infernal
impudence.” |

“Excuse me, Mr. Maitland,” inter-
posed Armstrong quickly apd with |
great spirit and determination. “but |
where 1 come from we don't allow |
anybody to talk to us In this way
You are Enid’s father and a much old- |
er man than I, but | can't permit you |
to—" !

“8ir," sald astounded Maitiand, ::
drawing himself up at this boid flont-
ing. “you may be a very worthy young |
man, I have no doubt of it, but It Is
out of the guestion. My daughter—"

Again a less excited hearer might
have noticed the emphasis in the pro-
noun—

“Why, she 1a half-way engaged to
me now,” interrupted the younger
man with a certain contemptuous
amusement in his voice. “Look here,
Mr. Maitland, I've knocked around this
world a_good deal. [ know what's
what [ knmow all about you eastern |
people and 1 don't fimcy you anyi
more than you fancy ug. Mise Enid s |
quite wnspolled yet and that is why |
want her. I'm well able to take care
of ber, too; I don't know what you've
got or how you got it, but I ean ~me
near laying down dollar for doilar
with you, and mine's all clean money
—mines, cattle, lumber—and it's all
good money. 1 made It myself. | left
her two weeks ago with her promise
that she would think very seriously
of my suit. After | came back to Den-
ver—| was called east—I meade np my
mind that I'd come here when I'd fin-
jehed my business and bave Jt out
with you - Now you can treat me lke
a dog if you want to, but if you expect
to keep peace in the famlily you'd, bet-
ter not, for 1 tw&ll you plainly, whether
you give your comsent or not, 1 mean
to win ber. All | want is her consent,
and |'ve pretty nearly got that"”

Mr. Stephen Maitland was black
with anger at this clear, uneguivocal,
determined statement of the case
from Armstrong’s point of view.

“1.would rather see her dead,” he
exclaimed with s&ngry stubbornness.
“than married to a man like you.
How dare you foree yoursell into my
house and insuit me in this way?
Were | not an old man | would show
you, | would give you a taste of your
own mAnner.”

The old man's white mustache fair-
ty quivered with what he belleved to
be righteous indignation. He stepped
over to the other and looked hard st
him, his eyes blazing, his ruddy
cheeks redder than ever. The two
men confronted each other unflinch-
ingly for & moment, then Mr. Maitiand
touched a bell button in the wall by
his side. Imstantly the footman made
his appearance. %

“James,” sald the old man, his volce
shaking and his knees trembling with
passlon, which he did not quite suc
ceed in controliing, despite a desper-
ate efort. “Show this—er—gentie
man the door, Good morning, sir; our
first and Ilast interview la aover.”

He bowed with ceremonious polite
ness as he spoke, becoming more and
more composed as he felt himsell
mastering the situation. And Arm.
strong, to do him justice, knew a gen-
tleman when he saw him, and secretly
admired the older man and began to
teel a touch of shame at his own rude
way of putting things.

“Beg pardon, sir,” sald the footman,
breaking the awkward silence, “but
here is a telegram that has just come.
sir.”

There was nothing for Armstrong to
do or say. Indoed, baving expredsed
himself so unrestrainedly to his rapid:
ly-increasing regret, as the old man

| clothing, but mot

as death, sat collapsed in the chair
gasping for breath, his hand om his
neart; the telegram lay open on the
floor. Armstrong recognized the se
riousness of the situation, and In
three gteps was by the other's side.

“What s it?" he asked eagerly, his
hatred and resentment vanishing at
the sight of the old man's ghastly,
stricken countenance.

“Enid!'" gasped her father. *T said
I would rather see her—dead, but—it
Is not true—I—

James Armetrong was a man of
prampt decision, without a moment's
hesitation he plcked up tha telegram;
it was full of explicity. thud it read:

“We were encamped last week In
the piountains, Enid went down the
canon for a day's fishing alone. A sud-
den eloudburst filled the canon, wash-
ed awny the camp. Enid undoubted-
ly got caught in the torrent and was
drowned. We have found some of her
ber body. Have
searched every foot of the canon.
Think body has got into the lake, now
frozen, snow [alling, mountains Im-
passzble; will search for her in the
spring when the winter breaks. [ am
following this telegram in person by
the first train. Would rather bave
died a thousand deaths than had this
bappen | God help us. .

“ROBERT MAITLAND."

Armstrong read it, stared at It 8
moment, frowning heavily, passed ts
over to the footman and turned to the

stricken father,

“0Old man, 1 loved her,” he said.
gimply. *1 love her still; 1 believe
that she loves me. They baven't
found ber body, ciothes mean mnoth-
ing. I'l find her, I'll search the moun-
taina entil 1 do. Don't give way;
something tells me that she’s alive,
and I'l find ber™

“If you do,” sald the brokem old
man, crushed by the swift and awfu!
response to his thoughtless exclama-
tion, “and she loves you, you shall
have her for your wife”

“It doesn't need that to make me
find ber,” answered Armstrong grim-
ly, “she is a woman, lost In the moun-
talns in the winter, alone. They
ghonldn't ‘have given up the pearch.
I'l fird her as there is & God above
me whether she’s for me or not.”

A good deal of a man, this James
Armstrong of Colorade, fn spite of
many things in his past of which he

| thouzht so Yttle that he lacked the

grace to be ashamed of them. Stephen
Maitland Tooked at him with a cer-
tain respect and a growing hope, as
he stood there im the library, stern,
resolute, stroug.

Pérbaps—

CHAPTER IX.

“Qyer the Hills and Far Away”

Recognition—or some other more
potent instantaneous foree—bgought
the woman to a Bitting position. The
man drew back to give ber freedom
of action, as she lifted berself on her
hands. It was momeuts before com-
piete consciousness of her situation
came to her. The surprise was yet
too great, she saw things dimly
through a whirl of driving rain, of a
rushing mighty wind, of a seething

sea of water, but presently it was all

plain to her agdin. She bad caught
no fair view of the man who had shot
the bear as he splashed through the
creek and tramped across the rocks
and trees down the camon, at least
ghe had not seen him full face, but
she recognized him immediately, The
thought tinged with color for a mo-
ment ber pallid cheek.

*1 fell jnto the torremt,” she sald
feebly, putting her hand to her head
and siriving by speech o put aside
that awful remembrance.

“You didn't fall in," was the an-
swer, “it was a cloudburst, you were
caught In it."”

“] didn't knmow.”

“0f course not, how should you?"

“And how came I here?

“] was lucky enough to pull you
out.”

“Did you jump into the flood for
me?”

The man nodded.

“That's twice you have saved my
life this day,” sald the girl forcing
herself, womanlike, to the topic thal
she hated.

“It's pothing.” deprecated the oth-
er.”

“It may be mothing to you, but it is
a great deal to me,” was the answer.
“And now what I8 to be done?

“We must get out of here at once,”

in an effortless way which showed his
great strength. She did

!

afieg

This unfortunate accident made - him
the more &nxious to get her to a
place of shelter without delay. It
would be necessary to take off her
boot and give the wounded member
proper treatment.  For the present
the tight shoe acted as a bandage,
which was well

When the man had withdrawn bim-
self from the world, be had inwardly
resolved that no human being should
ever invade his domain or share his
sclitude, and during his long sojourn
in the wilderness his determination
had pot weakemed. Now his coming
desire was to get this woman whom
fortune—good or 1l!—bad

|

“What Is It?" He Asked Eagerly.

upon his hands to his house without
delay., There was nothing he could
do for her out there in the rain
Every drop of whiskey was gone; they
were just two halfdrowned. sodden
bits of humanity cast up on that
rocky shore, and one was a helplese
WOmaAan.

“Do you know where your camp |eamp.

147" he asked at last
He did not wish to take ber to her
mump.hehﬂamuumuu:t
of possession In her. In some way he
felt he had obtained a right to desl
with her as he would, be had saved
her fe twice, onece by chance, the
other as the result of deliberate ard
herclec endeavor, and yet his honur
and his manhood obliged him to offer
top take her to her own people if he
could. Hence the question, the an-
swer to which he walted so eagerly.
Am one
Mr. Robert Maitland’s party.
The man nodded, he didn't kmow
Robert Maitland from Adam, and b
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here to where you-—where—where—-
we—"

“About a mile,” he replied, quickly
fully understanding her for
faltering.

“Then I think I must have come at
least five miles from the camp this
morning.”

“It will be four miles away, then,™
said the man.

The girl podded.

“I couldn’t carry you that
murmured balf to himse!f; “1 question

i

way. Where was it, down
ter's edge?”

thr “Tea™
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LITTLE NATION OF ANDORRA

Republic Is a Verkable Rip Van Win-
kle Land Hidden High Among
the Pyrenees.

Paris, France.—There is nothing else
in the world quite lke the little “pro-
tected republic” of Andorra, a- verita-
ble Rip Van Wirkle land, hardly yet
stirring from Its thousand years' slum- .
ber, and In ity dreams It still bears
echoing the riarch of the vallant pala
dins of Charlemagne, by whose help it
came inte being. But It is likely ta
waken soon and be made to realize
that it, tco, belongs to the 20th cens
tury. For a raflrond !s being built
acrosg the Pyrenees just east of An-
dorra, and then will be sure to coms
a wagon road—the wvalley can be en-
fered pow only by a bridle patb—{rom
the railroad ‘nto Hs midst,

Perched up among the Pyrenees, on
the border between France and 'Spein
and on the ridge of the watershed be-

far,” he

thére is any camp left there any-
beuun-

o

2

vestige will have
swept away by that, look at it.” he
pointed over to the lake.
“What must we do?" she

“Every
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0Old Stronghold in Andorra.
tween the Atlantic and the Mediter
ranean, the flag of this proud Httle na-
tlon flutters over a reglon that is al

t Fmost as much the land of the free and

gquite as much the home of the brave
a5 s that of the Stars and Stripes, al-
though it includes but 176 square miles
and contains a population of only 6,000
souls, '

For over 700 years Andorra has

south. A representative of each
es in the valley, administers justice
recelves o small biennial tribute
Otherwise Andorra is an independent
and self-governing state. Its relations
to these two “overdords” are s quaint
survival of medieval feudalism.
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