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SYNOPSIS.

: iMaltland. a frank. free and un-
young P'hlaldelphli girl, is ta.ken

td Coloralh, mlountains by her uncle.
Maitland. James Armlstrong.

*s protege. falls In love with her.
eIsistefnt wooing thrillb the girl. but

-be ftates, and Armstrong goes east

aIliness witlhul a detlsite answer.

bears the story of a mining engt-

Newbold. ahose a ife fell off a cliff
was so seriously hurt that he was

_ d to shout her to, prevent her tie-
atSa by wolves while he went for

Klrkby. the old guide who tells the
ves Enld a package of letters

says were found on the dead
body. She reads the letters and

Itrkby' request keeps themn. Wrille
g In mountaing stream Enid is at-

g.a. by a bear. which sl mystertouslv
A storm adds to the girl's terror

a•idden deluge transform brook Into

sg torrent, which sweeps Enid into
where she is rersued by a moun-

h:rmit after a thrilling experience.
In great confuson upon discov-

S i-id's absence when the storm
Maltland and Old Klrkby go In

sof • the girl.

CHAPTER VIII. (Continued.)
iter as they went they called and

gile. The broken obstructions of

' way made their progress slow.

:'~at they would have passed over

'dianarily in half a day, they had not

_rameed by nightfull and they had
nm nothing. They camped that night

L down the canon and in the morn-
with hearts growing heavier ev-
hour. they resumed their search.

• Abt noon of the second day they
to an immense' log jam where

stream now broadened and made
SMeIlde turn before it plunged over

! 10 of perhaps two hundred feet
i, the lake. It was the end of their

If they did not find her there.
would never do so. With still

'its sard bated breath they climbed
• o ver the log jam and acrutinited

At A brownish gray patch concealed
ll•lbh the great pines caught their

T. They made their way to it.
SKL a b'ar, a big Grizzly," exclaim-

dI rkby.
" b huge brute was battered out of

.glblance of life, but that it was
*6ll11 Bear was clearly evident.

ns. the two men caught sight
eii of a dash of blue. Kirkby

ever to it. lifted it in his hand
s•idamtly extended it to Maitland

Sa Sweater, a woman's sweater.
riseognized It at once. The old

Iabok his head. Maitland groan-

yere." said Kirkby. pointing to
r•aed and torn garment where

*,, ^l

I I W

st Was a Woman's Sweater.

a of discoloration still re-
"looks like there'd bin blood

God!" cried Maltlaad, "not
bear; I'd rather anything than

ever It is, she's gone," aid
man with solemn finality.
body may be In those logs

ts the lake." answered Kirkby.
S"but w'ere ever she is we

,. to her now."
ust come back with dynamite

up this jam and- "
nodded the old man, "we'll

that, of course, but now, after
b this jam o' logs I guess

Dothin' to do but go back, a'
we git back to the settle

the quicker we can sit back
I tblhnk we can strike acrost

i al s an' save a day an'sa
no need of us goin' back

easoa now. I take It."
answered the other. "the

the better, as yes say, sad
hea oat George asd the eth-

* n*."

They searched the pile eagerly, pry-
ing under it, peering Into it. upsetting
it, so far as they could with their
naked hands, but with little result, for
they found nothing else. They had to
camp another day, and next morning
they hurried straight over the moun.
tains, reaching the settlement almost
as soon as the others Maitland with
furious energy at once organized a re-
lief party. They hurried back to the
logs, tore the jam to pieces, 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 mountains without
further delay or else be frozen up to
die. Then and not till then did Matt-
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 east, breaking to his
brother the awful tidings.

And In all that they did he and
Kirkby, two 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 mistakes, to leave the
plain trail, to fail to deduce the truth
from the facts presented. Yet it is
difficult to point to a fault in their
reasoning, or to find anything left un-
done in the search!

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

It so happened that on that Novem-
ber morning, when the telegram was
approaching him, Mr Stephen Mait-
land had a caller He came at an u'.
usual!y early hour Mr. Stephen
Mantland. who was no longer an early
riser, had indeed just flnished his
breakfast when the card of Mr. James
Armstrong of Colorado was handed to
him.

r- "This, I suppose." he thought test-
d ily, "is one of the results of Enld's

wanderings into that God-forsakenPt land. Did you ask the man his busi
a ness. James ' he said aloud to the

footman.
d "Yes, sir. He said he wanted to see

you on important business, and when
I made bold to ask him what busi-
ness, he said it was none of mine, and*. for me to take the message to you.
s air."

e "Impudent," growled Mr. Maitland.
"Yes, sir, but he is the kind of aI gentleman you don't talk back to. sir."

r "Well, you go back and tell him
that you have given me his card, and
I should like to know what he wishboes

to see me about, that I am very busy
k this morning and unless it is a mat-

It ter of importance-you understand?"

a "Yes. sir."k "I suppose IOW I shall have the

whole west unloaded ope me; every
e vagabond rteid of RebeVts sad pemod pie who meet Raid," he thoeht, but

.his reveries were bet latseruped
by, the retur of the man
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"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. Maitland, more and more
annoyed at what he was pleased to
characterize mentally as western as
surance. "Where is he?"

"In the ball, sir."
"Show him into the library and say

I shall be down in a moment."
"Very good. sir."
It was a decidedly wrathful individ-

ual who confronted Stephen Maitland
a few moments afterward in the li
brary, for Armstrong was not accus-
tomed to such cavalier treatment, and
had Maitland been other than Enid's
father he would have given mole out-
ward expression at his indignation
over the discourtesy in his reception.

"Mr. James Armstrong. I believe."
began Mr. Maitland, looking at the
card in his hand.

"Yes, sir."
"Er-from Colorado?"
"And proud of it."
"Ah. I dare say. I believe you wish-

ed to see me about-"
"Your daughter, sir."
"And in what way are you concern-

ed about her, sir?"
"I wish to make her my wife."
"Great God!" exclaimed the older

man In a voice equally divided be-
tween horror and astonishment.
"How dare you. sir? You amaz* me
beyond measure with your tnlernal
impudence."

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

"Sir," said astounded Maitland.
drawing himself up at this bold lout-.
ing. "you may be a very worthy young
man. I have no doubt of it, but it is
out of the question. My daughter-"

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

"Why. she Is half-way engaged to
me now." interrupted the younger
man with a certain contempuous
amusement in his voice. "Look here.
Mr Maitland, I've knocked around this
world a, good deal I know what's
what. I know all about you eastern
people and I don't fancy you any
more than you fancy us. Miss Enid is
quite tmspoiled yet and that Is why I
want her. I'm well able to take care
of her, too; I don't know what you've
got or how you got it, but I can - 'me
near laying down dollar for dollar
with you, and mine's all clean money
-mines, cattle, lumber-and it's all
good money. I made it myself. I left
her two weeks ago with her promise
that she would think very seriously
of my suit After I came back to Den-
ver-1 was called east-I made up my
mind that I'd come here when I'd fn-
ished my business and have It out
with you. Now you can treat me like
a dog if you want to, but if you expect
to keep peace In the family you'da bet-
ter not, for I tell you plainly, whether
you give your consent or not. I mean
to win her. All I want is her consent,
and I've pretty nearly got that"

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

"I would rather see her dead." he
exclaimed with angry stubbornness,
"than married to a man like you.
How dare you force yourself into my
house and insult me in this way?
Were I not an old man I would show
you, I would give you a taste of your
own manner."

The old man's white mustache fair-
ly quivered with what be believed to
be righteous indignation. He stepped
over to the other and looked hard at
him. bis eyes biasing, his ruddy
cheeks redder than ever. The two
men contrtonted each other unflinch-
ingly tot a moment, then Mr. Maitland
touched a ben button nla the wall by
hi, side. Instantly the footman made
his appearance.

"James." said the old man, his volce
shalking and his knees trembling with
passidon, which he did not quite sue-
ceed in controlling, despite a deeper-
ate efort "Show this-er-gentle-
man the door. Good morning, sir; our
first and last Interview is over."

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

"Beg parde. sir," aid the footman,
breaking the awkward silence, "but
bere is a telegram that has just come,
sir."

There was nothing for Armstrong to
do or say. Indeed, bhrtav expressed
himself so marestralaedlyto his rapid.
ly-increasing regret, as the old mae
took the telegram he turned away in
considerable dasematnra James bow-
ing before him at the door openlng
into the hall and following him as he
slowly passed out. Mr Stephen Malt-
land mechanically sad with great de
liberatlon and with o premonltioo of
evil tldings, tore oen the yqllow en-
velope and glan•ed at tLe dispatch.
Neither the visiter nor the foetman
had got out of adglbt r heaia tLhe
they heard the old ma gre sad
f.i back helpmlessly into. a chatr. Bath
men trned and rn bek to the door.,
'r there was that in the es amhtele

lwhich gave ri to I _a st l
iemL mesmhan Mamtmad mew*h~

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

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

"Enid!" gasped her father. "I said
I would rather see her-dead, but-it
is not true-I-

James Armstrong was a man of
prompt decision, without a moment's
hesitation he picked up the telegram;
it was full of explicity. thus it read:

"'We were encamped last week in
the mountains. Enid went down the
canon for a day's Qshing alone. A and-
den cloudburst filled the canon, wash-
ed away the camp. Enid undoubted-
ly got caught in the torrent and was
drowned. We have found some of her
clothing, but not her body. Have
searched every foot of the canon.
Think body has got into the lake, now
frozen, snow fallirg, mountains Im-
passable; will search for her in the
spring when the winter breaks. I am
following this telegram in person by
the first train. Would rather have
died a thousand deaths than had this
happen . God help us.

"ROBERT MAITLAND."
Armstrong read it, stared at it a

moment, frowning heavily, passed it
over to the footman and turned to the
stricken father.

"Old man. I loved her," he said.
simply. '1 love her still; I believe
that she loves me. They haven't
found her body, clothes mean noth-
ing. I'll find her. I'll search the moun-
tains until I do. Don't give way;
something tells me that she's alive,
and I'll find her."

"If you do," said the broken old
man, crushed by the swift and awful
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 her," answered Armstrong grim-
ly. "she is a woman, lost in the moun-
tains in the winter, alone. They
shouldn't have given up the search.
I'll find her as there is a God above
me whether she's for me or not."

A good deal of a man, this James
Armstrong of Colorado, in spite of
many things in his past of which he
thought so little that be lAcked the
grace to be ashamed of them. Stephen
Maltland looked at him with a cer-
tain respect and a growing hope, as
he stood there in the library, stars,
resolpte, strong.

Perhaps--

CHAPTER IX.

"Over the Hills and Par Away."
Recognition--or some other more

potent instantaneous foret-blpught
the woman to a Hitting position. The
man drew back to give her freedom
of action, as she lifted herself on her
hands. It was moments before com-
plete 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 agiin. She had 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 canon, at least
she had not seen him full face, but
she recognized him Immediately. The
thought tinged with color for a mo-
ment her pallid cheek.

"I fell into the torrent," she said
feebly, putting her hand to her head
and striving by spechb to pat aside
that awful remembrance.

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

'1 didn't.know."
"Of course not, how should yeu?"
"And how cnme I here?"
"I was lucky erou to pnll yu

Out."
"Did you Jump into the flood for

me"'
The man nodded.
'"That's twice you have saved my

life this day," mid the girl, forcing
herself, womaallike, to the Iple thal
she hated.

"It's nothing," deprecated the oth-
er "

"It may be nothing to ge, bat it tIs
a great deal to me." was the answer.

"And now wbhat bi to be done?"
"We muast get out of here at once,"

said the man "You need shelter,
food, a fre. Can y walk?"

1 don't know."
"Let me help you." He rose to

his feet, reached dowS to her, took
her hands In the stroun grasp ot his
own and raised her ightly to her feet
in an effortless way whieb showed his
great strength. She did not more
than put the weight of her body
slightly on her left foot when a spasm
of pain shot through her, she swerved
and would have fallen had h e n
caught her. e sat her gently ean the

rock
"My foot," abe said piteonmsey. "I

don't know Lwhat's the matter with it"
Her high boots were tightly id,

o coutne, bat be coald mse that her
left foot had beun badly mauled or

spraftadt lready. the sleba# anale
was swetli vby. He elamlned t
swftly a moement. It might be a

spraint m ght be the result of some
w,•test thrust assist the recas. sme
whmiress tre treks mlght m

eausgt' ed ecfsbed be, r o I ut t t
there wa no sad t p speea lmttg
to e-a, the tr'.st pmtet at wee
that she e mlt st wsik: al 6h seml

e o- tla mm lm inlmwtam.
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T'his unltotunate accident made. him I
the more mntious to get her to a
place of shelter without delay, It
w-ould be necessary to take off her
boot and give the wounded member I
proper treatmeant. ia the present
the tight shoe acted as a bandage, I
which was well.

When the man had withdrawa him-
self from the world, be had Inwardly I
resolved that no humap being should
ever invade his domain or share his
solitude, and during his long soJoun 1
In the wilderness his determination
had not weakened. Now his comting
desire was to get this woman whom
fortune-good or WI!--bad throl

1 1
IP1

I t

•Wht k Isitl• H Asked It rl1,

upon his hands to his hbuse without
delay. Thber was nothing he could
do for her out there in the rain
Bvery drop of whiskey was goner they
were Just two half.drowned. sodden
bits of humanity cast up on that

rocky shore, and one was a helpless
woman.

"Do you know where your camp
itt" he asked at last.

He did, not wish to take her to her
own camp, he had a strange instinct
of possession in her. In some way be
felt he had obtanoed a right to deal
with her as he would, he had saved
her life twice, once by chance, the
other as the result of deliberate and
heroic endeavor, and yet his bonor
and his manhood. obliged him to ofer
to take her to her own people If he
could. Hence the estion, the an-
swer to whieb he waited so eagerly.

"It's down the canon. I am one of
Mr. Robert Maitland' party."

The man nodded, he didn't know
Robert Maitland from Adam. and be
cared nothing about him.

"How tar down " he asked.
"I don't know. how far is it raom

Canary an Ardent Motorist
Atalat Man Ha. a Slrd That las

Traveled More Thatr 20 Msle s
Is Aiameo~tl.

Many dog sad oete resrWty r
calve their atrtafi motor o• ' sad
Lhave shows dlstiat pieatosee for
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Dick Lei of Atlanta. a., ti e p

ticular aary that has te diUsa
tkies b las the drat toa ths k and
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here to where yo-whr-wher--

"About a mile." he replied. gutekll
fully understandig her reason for
faltering.

"Then I think I must have eoem at
least five miles from the camp this
morning."

"It will be four miles away. thee.
said the man.

The girl todded.
"I coudn't carry yea that tar," he

murmured half to himself; "I question
if there is any camp left there say-
way. Where was it, down by the wae
ter's edge"

"Yes."

"Every vestige will hbae am
swept away by t,. look t It." tb
pointed over to th la Ie.

"What must we do?" she aske
stantly. depending spon his gm
strength, his Ihrger expprlme hbi
masculine tores.

"I shall have t ttatke e to as
camps."

"Is it tar"
"About a male or a mile ad a h

from bhere"
"1 cant walk that. tra."
"No, I suppoase not. YsU

be willing to etta urL whil I w!ll
down and huated for r at set)1

The girl clotbed at Im.
"I couldn't be ft hes t a a-

meat asloe" she saI i sMaid foer
of alarm. "t eerI w evw l be
fore, but now -"

"An right." be said agmn palg
her as he wold , abi~ i "W1e p
up to my esap and then I wml to
34 yeour peopie ad---"
"'Bt I tell yeu I ean't walt "
"Y•e dent have to walk." ali the

f0o a3 conmTUWM,

that they ar tra o leat b at
haoms Ms fear tat e w d os.a0
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L4TTLE NATION OF ANDORRA
eplluieo i a Veritable Rip Van Win.

kie Land Hidden High Among
the Pyrenees.

Paris, Pranoe.-There is nothing else
In the world quite like the little "pro-
•eated republic" of Andorra, a veritaS
ble Rip Van Winhle land, hardly yet
stirring from its thousand years slum-
ber, and ini its dreams it still bears
echoitn the mJarch of the valiant pals
dins of Charlemagne, by whose help it
came into being. But it is likely to
waken soon and be made to realize
that it. too, belongs to the 20th cen.
tary. For a railroad !s being built
acro'a the Pyrenees just east of An-
dorra, and then will be sure to come
a wagon road-the valley can be en.
tered now only by a bridle path--from
the railroad reto its midst.

Perched up among the Pyrenees, on
the border between France and Spaln
and on the ridge of the watershed be.

Old Stronghold n Andorra.

twees the Atlantle sad the Mediter
ranean, the Sag of this proud little na
tton flutters over a region that is a-
-most as much the land of the free aad
quite as much the home of the brave
as is that of the Stars and 8tripes, al-
though it includes but 175 square miles
and contalas a population of only 6,000
scale.

For over 700 years Andorra has
thrived under a modiied double pro
tectorate, the rule of France on the
morth and of the Bishop of Ungel as
the soeth. A representative of each
lives in the valley, administers Justioe
sad receives a small biennial tribute
Otherwise Andorra k an independent
and self-governtia state. Its relatoans
to these two "ovenlerds" are a quainat
survival of medieval ftedallem.

FINDS HIS LONG.LOST RING
Man ets Wedding !and foied In

Sand Three Yese at King's
baseh in Maeasehuete.

Boste., Mass-Thr• • ars ago
this summer J. Franhkit Brown, mow
hbead bookkeeper i a Dhee etcry at
Chises, lost a weddlat .lg whle
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FnDS GREAT ISTM F LOOT
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