CHAPTER XXIL !

“Phew! But we have struck a caveof |

the dead!™ excliimed Joe, who was !

nearest the opening as the stone fell out.
A rauk, mnsty odor issuel frowm the |

cave and drove the three wen down the

of a hundred feet and
kept them sneezing and coughing for @
gnartey of an hour. During this time

canyvon a distance

the captain prepared a couple of torches,
ar v oand by they advanced to find the
odor po longer perceptible.  The cap-
tain pushed his torch into the dark {
opening for a look at the interior of the |
cave, and after a mowe:nt he drew back |
and suid: i

“We have got a find here, but there |
will be some disacreeal) work about it. |
The cave is heaped w:th bodies of the |
dead.”

The others looked in to find that his |
words were true. It was a chamber |
gixteen or eiglitcen feet square and ten
or twelve feet high, and it was solidly
packed with a grayish mass. That mass
was the shriveled and mummified bodies
of the lost race—dead men, women and
children who had been laid away for
perhaps two or three centuries.

“Well, we have had our labor for our
pains,” said Harkins as he stepped back.

*“And we don't want to discover any
more caves,” added Joe with a tinge of
bitterness.

““If they followed the rule in burying
these dead we shall find a fortune in
here,” said the captain as he braced his
torch against a rock. “Let's see what I
can discover.”

He entered the opening, thrust his
hand into the mass of dust, worked it
about for a moment, and then backed
out holding in his fingers an anklet
weighing at least four ounces. He
rubbed the metal briskly on his sleeve,
and lo! the shine of gold caught every
eye!

“Worth at least sevents-five dollars,”
said the captain as he held it up, “and
there ought to be bushels of them in
there. Take it with you to camp and
give ’em the news, and send up two of
the men with shovels. Everything in
there has got to be thrown out.”

So will it be a century hence. The
dust of those who live today will be
treated as earthly clay in the search for
wealth.

At the end of the third day there was
a council of the wagonmen. The cave
had yielded an amount beyond the wild-
est guess. It had been cleared of the
last shovel of dust, and every ornament
and relic had been carried to the camp.
Each member of the party would have
thousands of dollars, and the council
was called to determine what next step
should be taken. The unanimous de-
cision was that the party should make

its way back to civilization as soon as
possible.

Since the Indians passed ‘down the
valley not a redskin had been seen, and
it was hoped the way out was safe and
clear. It was a long and dangerous
journey across the plains, but if at-
tacked the little band must make the
best defense possible. It was s peril
that must be encountered in any event.
and there was just & chance that the
train might be left unmolested. The
men were feeling exultant over their
good luck and the hope of a safe jour.

“Worth at least seventy-five dollars.”
ney when the lookout at the mouth of
the canyon, whose services had never
for a moment been dispeénsed with, sent
an alarm into camp that something was

wrong.

In five minutes every man was at the
barricade or wall. Opposite the mouth
of the canyon, across the narrow valley,
was a fine spring. A single Indian had
come galloping up to dismount, but five
minutes later a band of at least forty
arrived and prepared to camp. The
ponies were unsaddled, two or three

fires kindled, and it was evident the red- i} o4

skins had gone into camp for the night.
The captain, Joe and two or three other

gl:h-nondnwaddo for consultation,
t it was a brief one.

“It's just one chance in a hundred that
they may overlook us,” said the captain.
“The horses must be led as far up the
canyon as we can get them, the fire put
out and no man must close his eyes
tonight.”

The horses were at once led away, the
fire smothered, and a quarter of an hour
after the Indians arrived the canyon
was plunged in midnight darkness and
seemed to contain no living thing. The
white covers had been removed from
the wagons and carried up the rift, and
one standing twenty feet away could
not distinguish the vehicles. Joe and
Harkins were ordered to remain with
the wagons as protection to the girls,
while the others took places along the
embankment, and thus the night
came on,

The Indians were on the warpath, but
they seemed to have not the slightest
suspicion of the presence of the traim,
They could plainly be heard singing,
laughing and talking, and a few of them
acted as if they were hilarious with
whisky.

“All we've got to do is to keep quiet,”
whispered one of the men to the cap-
tain,

*“I don't know. Those Indians are
too much off their guard. They are
acting a part. I think they have some
plan in their heads. If some of them
are not crawling this way before mid-
night I shall be greatly mistaken.”

At ten o'clock the campfires of the In-
dians had burned low and all was quiet
on that side of the valley. The men in
the mouth of the canyon crouched be-
hind rocks and logs, and the darkness
Wwas 80 dense that the keemest pair of
eyes could not see a yard distant. One
looking over the barrier into the valley
could see a hundred feet quite distinctly,
s the night was starlight and the trees
cast no shadow there.

Eleven o'clock found evervthing quiet.

A quarter of an hour later, as the cap-
tain raised his head for a keen look
around him, it seemed to him that the
f;:“‘;' of :tﬂl’wn blackened at &

not over fifty feet away, A spot of
black paint or an inkstand ;.,,d.'::z in
relief. A human fignre dressed in black
will stand out in relief against the gloom

of midnight.
Was he mistaken? Did the object
object to begin

move? Was there an

with? He touched the man nearest
him on the shoulder and whispered his
fuspicions.  After a steady look the
man returned the whisper with:

“It's an infernal redskin up
to make sure that we are still here! It's
& part of the same band we saw four
days ago, and they suspect we are hid-
den away in some of the canyons!

“Pass the word to every man to lie
low for his life and make no move untf]
he gets the word! That fellow will
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He rises to his feet.,

his gvard.

There is never an hour when the In-
dian of the plains is free from suspicion.
In his waking hours each rock or tree or
hillock may conccal an enemy. When
he sleeps it is to waken at the croak of
a frog or the chirp of a cricket, sus-
picious that the sounds were made by
enemies closing in upon him.

The Indian is a hypocrite and a dis-
sembler. If he suspects that an enemy
is hidden in a strong position he will
pass it carelessly by to return by stealth
and wait and watch.

Three or four days had passed since
the Indian band disappeared down the
valley, and it had seemingly gone away
satisfied that the train had escaped.
But the warriors were not satisfied.
They were mystified, but not satisfied.
They had returned to play hypocrite and
dissembler. They had gone into camp
as part of the plan. They had waited
for night—as another part of it.

White men would have advanced in a
body toward the mouth of the canyon,
or at least sent skirmishers forward to
investigate. The Indian is a human
cat. He creeps upon his prey—he wins
by cunning and stealth.

“Tell Joe to come down here!” whis-
pered the captain to the man at his side
after watching the seeming figure a fow
minutes longer.

The man quietly disappeared, and Joe
was at the captain’s elbow.

“Do you see anything on the ground
in line with my finger and perhaps two
hundred feet away?’ asked the captain.

*{ do,” replied Joe after a minute,
*“An Indian is creeping along to turn
the end of the barricade and come into
the canyon!”

“Sure?”

“I'll stake my life on it!”

Word was passed for every man to
fall back to the wagon, and after a brief
consultation between the captain and
Joe one took position to the right and
the other to the left of the entrance, but
fifty feet back. If the Indian scout
penetrated thus far he must pass be-
tween them, and his retreat would be
cut off.

Now came a silence 8o profound that
it was positively painful. The grimness
of midnight in a city is broken by foot-
steps—the barking of dogs—the whistle
of a locomotive. On the open plains the
chirp of crickets never ceases while
darkness lasts, and that very sound has
kept lost men and women from going
crazy under the great mental strain.
The sound connected them with civili-
zation and safety.

But in the grim and gloomy canyon
there was no sound. The horses, which
had been led to the extreme end, peered
about them and shivered with fear. The
men lying down about the wagon felt a
weight upon them. 1f there were crick-
ets in the grass they were silent.

If man wants to find a greater punish-
ment for criminals than the dark cells
of state prisons, let him turn to the can-
yon. No prisoner chained to a rock in
the gloom and silence and darkness
would keep his mind a week. The very
silence would torture him until he would
cry out to heaven for mercy, and the
sound of his own voice would terrify
him to insanity.

The captain and Joe had not been de-
ceived. It was an Indian creeping to-
ward the mouth of the canyon.

Creep! Creep! Creep!

So a tiger creeps up to within striking
distance of a man. So a cat creeps to
within striking distance of a bird. The
sharpest ear conld detect no sound. The
ows of evening could not have crept
more noiselessly.

Now the human cat has reached the
end of the barricade. Now he turns
into the mouth of the canyon. Now he
advances up the center. It is so dark
in the that he cannot see his hand
whke. .4 at arm’s length. Instinct
guices him, A rock lies in his path. He
knows this before he sees it. He creeps
up and - carefully passes his hand over
it. If the white men came in there with
their wagons they might have moved
the stone.

No, they did not. He creeps to an-
other and another. They have not been
disturbed. He sniffs at the air. If there
was the least fire he would discover it.
He lies with his ear to the ground. The
stamp of a horse half a mile away wonld
have been detected.

Creep! Creep! Creep!

Now he is within sixty feet of the
wagons, now it is fifty, now forty. The
slightest cough—a sleeper's change of

tion, & woman's sighing as she

ed—would reach his ear. He

heard nothing. Not a stone has been

disturbed—not a wheel print can he

find as ke pesses. For ten long min-

utes the red man listens with ears
strained to catch the slightest sound.

Silence—nothing but silence.

Now he is satisfied. He rises to his
feet and walks back to the barricade,
turns to the left and holds straight for
the camp on the opposite side without a
pause. He is satisfied at last. He finds
every warrior awake and alert for an
alarm. In a few words he makes his
report to the chief, and in ten minutes
more the band is flitting down the valley
80 quietly that their departure is not
suspected

Morning comes and the men in the
canyon are filled with astonishment and
satisfaction. They could not know
what the scout would report, and not an
eyo had closed in sleep during the night.

“Now for breakfast and then we will
be off,” said the captain after satisfying
himeself that the enemy had departed.

An hour later every wagon was ready
to move and the train passed down the
valley a couple of miles, crossed over
into the smaller valley in which Taylor
had encamped the day he was driven
out, and I leave them for a time, as
they push ahead to find a route through
the foothills to the plains.

CHAITER XXIV.
Three days after discovering the cave

break camp and head for civilization.
The contents of the cave had been
weighed and estimated, and the sum in
dollars and cents was beyond their wild-
est expectations. The precions metal
was stored in the bottom of the wagon
and every one felt exnitant and good
natured

lvcy.-n but Taylor. He could not

fail to motice that he was regarded as an
interloper. From the hour of finding

come right in smong us.”

make mno promises.
| ever, that you have no claims on the
| treasure—not the slightest.”

There are times when the tiger is off |

of gold the outlaw band was ready to |

the the remegades made every of- |
ford &g render bis position %0 disagree- | had been

o

"able that he would take his departure,
but he refused to go. Me was a deter-
mined and persistent man, and had they
known him better they would have held
him in fear instead of contempt. He
had smothered his anger and affected
not to hear the remarks flung out for his
benetit, and ho had worked as hard as
any one in bringing down and storing
away the gold.

On the evening before they were to
leave Tayvlor determined to settle mat-
ters one way or the other, and he took

opportunity to ask:

~ITas it been decided yet which route |

we are to take?”

“Certainly.” replied Bob.

“Which is it?

“Look yere, stranger,” exclaimed
Bob, as he fired up, **has any of this
crowd axed fur your advice?”

“I haven't pretended to advise. As

one of the party, and as having a fifth |

interest in the treasure, I am naturally
interested in knowing which route we
are to travel by.”
“Whar did vou it an interest in this
gold?” demanded Dob.
!t *As onc of the discoverers.”
| “Humph! Look ycre, stranger, you
{ want to go slow! You forced yourself
{into this crowd, and it's for us to say
{ whether you stay or go. Wedon't want
to turn a man out here to lose his ha'r,
but if he talks too sassy he'll hev to go.
When we get out o' this we may feel
like remembering you fur the little
!you've done, and we may not. We
Understand, how-

Taylor ground his teeth in rage. He
had staked all and was likely to lose all.
The thought maddened him, and had he
not been a cool and calculating villain
he would have forced a climax then and
there, which must have cost him his
life. He maintained silence for a few
minutes, and then said:

“Well, boys, I meant no harm, and 1
hope no one has any hard feelings.
You'd have found the cave without me,
of course, and you own the team. I'm
satisfied you will do the fair thing by
me when we get through, and so let's
say no more about it.”

“That's sensible,” replied Bob, and
the matter was dropped.

Taylor wandered away from the camp
a short distance, apparently to gather
firewood, but really to give vent to his
feelings by communing with himself,

“The fools!” he hissed when asafe dis-
tance away. ‘‘Not one of them will ever
leave the plains except that some one car-
ries his dead body away! They don't
know me. They think I'm a car to be
kiecked or petted at pleasure, but they
are trifling with a demon. They think
to beat me out of my share, but I'll take
all—every ounce!”

And as soon as he had left the fire the
outlaws drew closer together and Bob
said:

““We'd better shoot him tonight as he
sleeps. He's bound to trouble us.”

“No—wait,” replied one of the others.
“We've got a long pull before us, with
plenty of redskins in the way. He's
plucky and a good shot. When we don't
need him any longer somebody’s rifle
can go off by accident and we'll leave
his bones for the wolves to pick.”

It was settled that way, and when
Taylor returned each of the men had a
word for him, as if to show they held no
grudge.

The night passed without alarin, and
at the first sign of day all were up and
making ready for a start. When a hasty
breakfast had been eaten and the team
hitched up Taylor learned for the first
time that the outlaws were going to at-
tempt to push through to Fort Sully.
They had canvassed the matter and con-
cluded that this route would be safest.
The inpour of gold seekers was more
from the west, and the Indians would
naturally gather on that frontier. And:
by following the Cbeyenne river they!

the entire journey.

Once started, the outlaws were for
pushing ahead at a rapid pace, and by
noon they had cleared the foothills and
were on the open plains, During the
day each one of the four made a special
effort to be pleasant to Taylor, but he
was not to be hoodwinked by their hy-
pocrisy. They had showed their hand
in camp, and he was satisfied that he
was to be counted ont. He felt, too,
that they were hatching some plan to
get rid of him before the journey was
ended, and his chuckle was fiendish as
his fingers lovingly caressed the bottle
of poison he carried in his pocket.

There was murder in every heart, but
God’s sun shone clear and bright over
all as the party pressed forward to make
the first day's distance as long as possi-
ble. Not an Indian was seen during the
day, and the outlaws were in good
spirits when night closed down and they
went into camp on the banks of arivulet
carrying its waters toward the Chey-
enne. :

When it came time to post sentries
Taylor volunteered to take the first
watch. He wanted to be by himself,
that he might think and plan, but his
offer was brusquely refused and one of
the outlaws posted. This was proof that
they distrusted him, but he took no no-
tice of the slight. When wrapped in his
blanket he gritted his tceth with rage
and whispered to himself:

“One insult more or less does not
count. I'll stand by to mock them when
they writhe and thirst and scream out in
their agony, and before they are dead
they shall see me drive off with the
treasure,”

There was no alarm during the night,
and before sundown the next day the
party reached the forks of the Cheyenne,
where the soldiers were in camp. Be-
fore entering the camp Bob cautioned
each man to preserve the strictest secresy
regarding their adventures and the con-
tents of the wagon, and camp was made
about a quarter of a mile from the tents
of the soldiers.

The outlaws kept a sharp outlook on
Taylor for awhile, as if fearful that he
meant to betray them, but their sus-
picions did him injustice. He had other
plans, and they were plans to be carried
out after the encampment had been left
behind,

The outlaw leader was the only one
who went into camp and reported, and
when he returned he brought something
with him which made Taylor's heart
beat with delight. It was a two gal'®n jug
of whisky which he had purchased from
a gold seeker's outfit stopping on the
other side of the encampment for the
night.

“That perfects my plans!™ he chuckled
as Bob came in with the jug, “and they
are doomed men!”

Each ontlaw was told to help himself,
but Taylor was not invited. This was
another slight, deliberately intended,
and was a further proof that the quartet
considered him an interloper. It wasa
long distance yet to Fort Sally, with
danger menacing every mile of it, and
but for this fact Taylor would have been
driven out of camp. Five rifles were
better than four in a brush with the red-
| skins,
| The outlaw party moved on to the
| east at an early hour next morning, and
| a8 the traveling was good and nothing
| occurred to interrupt their progress a
| full thirty miles was covered before sun-
| down came and they went into camp on

the bank of the river,

While Taylor was watering the horses

| Bob said to his companions:
| “Being as we are between the fort and
| that camp of soldiers, it don't stand to
| sense that we shall meet any hostiles.
Tharfore let us git shet of that feller
| tonight. We'll draw lots to see who
| fires & bullet into him as he sleeps.”
And later on, as Taylor sat by him
| self, he meditated:
| “I believe the route will be safe from

this on. I'll dose that jug within an

hour, and before noon tomorrow ['1)
| drive off and leave four corpses behind
for the wolves!”

CHAPTER XXV,

long past dark when supper
caten. That the oytiawe medi-

It was

would be sure of wood, water and grass '

! tated some evil was clear to Taylor from
their demeanor. He had beenrepeatedly
snubbed and insulted during the day,
but now that they had arranged their

plan to kill him they greeted him with a |

hearty good will.

*They mean murder!” he gaid to him-
self as he looked from one to another,
and it occurred to him that they must
have planned to kill him while he slept.

He. however, returned joke for joke and |

laugh for laugh, and to have seen the
five sitting about the camptire one
{ wonld have thwught them the truest
friends,

*1 don’t calkerlate we rhall even see
. an Injun on this trip,” said the outlaw
| leader, as Le finally knocked the ashes

| from his pipe, “*but in course we can't |

be sure of it. 'We must tharfore post a
| sentry, as usual. Say, Taylor, I hope
! ye ar’ feelin good natured?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Didn’t know but I riled ye back thar |

at the old camp. I wasn't feelin well
| when ye jumped on me about the gold.
| We sheer and sheer alike, in course.
! You get a fifth.”
| “But as you have the team, and as
{ you are four to one in case we are at-
tacked, 1 shall be satisfied with less
than that,” replied Taylor.

“*Weli, you jest sot your own fizgers
and it will be all right,” continued Bob.

‘Now, then, let's get to sleep.™

Taylor went to the wagon after his
blankets. He had planned just what to
do, and he did it quickly and deftly.
Had the men been watching him he
would not have been detected. He re-
moved the cork from the jug, emptied
the poison from his bottle therein, gave
the jug a few shakes, and returned to
the fire humming a jolly air and evi-
dently in good spirits. The outlaw se-
lected to stand the first watch took his
station under the cottonwoods a hun-
dred feet away, the blazing brands were
scattered and in fifteen minutes the
four men wrapped in their blankets ap-
peared to be buried in slumber. Threo
of them perhaps were, but Taylor was
never 80 wide awake in his life. His life
never before depended on it. He noticed
that the three ontlaws lay down close
together, leaving him alone and several
feet away, and he figured it out:

“They have arranged to kill me, and
it will be when the sentry is changed.
When he comes in to wake the other
man up he is to do the deed. 1 must be
wide awake and prepared for him.”

And now came night and solitude on
the plain. Men who have not experi-
enced it can have but a faint under-
standing of its weirdness—its awful
solemnity~—the fear that creeps into the
heart of the wakeful listener and un-
nerves him.

Chee-wee! Chee-wee! Chee-wee!

It is only the voice of the tree toad,
but it makes every nerve tingle and the
breath come shorter. The notes broke
in on a silence as profound as the grave;
they cease and the silence which returns
is appalling.

Step! Step! Step!

It is only the footfalls of a timid rab-
bit yards away, but they reach the
strained ears with terrible distinctness
and make the perspiration start from
every pore.

Rustle! Rustle! Ruatle!

The listener almost cries out as he
starts up. It is a harmless snake mak-
ing his way through the dry grass, but
the sound might have signaled an In-
dian creeping into camp to do bloody
work.

He-wich! He-wich! He-wich!

It is only the note of a queer, wee bird
which flits at night over those vast aoli-
tudes, but it has made hundreds of
brave men shiver with alarm.

An hour has gone by in the camp on
the Big Cheyenne. The sentinel does
not close his eyes, but feeling quite se-
cure from danger he leans against a
tree and gives himself up to his thoughtas.
; Taylor has a thousand wild thoughts—
a score of plans—a longing to have time
hurry up and bring the worst.

A wolf comes skulking over the earth
to saniff and smel! and growl and won-
der, but the sentinel neither sees hor
hears. -

The wee night bird ceases its notes
and alights on a branch over the sen-
tinel's head and loo':s down upon him
with curious eyes.

A rattlesnake which has been in hid-
ing under a brush heap on the bank of
the stream now comes forth and races
swiftly past the rear end of the wagon
to another hiding place.

The awful solitude affects the horses
as much as the men. They have laid
themselves down to sleep, but they are
uneasy and wakeful. Their ears work
back and forth. Their eyes are strained
to pierce the gloom, and nuthing keeps
them down but the feat of breaking in
on the solitude if they should get up.
They softly scent the air. One would
say they had a feelimg that some awful
tragedy was at hand.

Two hours passed away.

“Time must be most ap,” whispered
the eutlaw sentinel as he finally straight-
ened up and looked about him.

“The trial must be close at hand!”
whispered Taylor as he noted the action
of the sentinel.

Ten minutes later the outlaw walked
softly back to the sleepers. When he
reached the bodies of his friends he laid
his rifle on the ground, drew his knife
and had made two steps toward Taylor
when the latter saddenly sit up,
yawned, looked abeut him ina sleepy
way and then discovered the sentinel
and said:

“*Oh, it's youn, eh? | dreamed that one
of the horses was walking overme. Ev-
erything quiet?” y

“Yes!” stammered the would be mur-
derer, who expectéd to strike his victim
as he slept.

“Well, I think I'll turn out and have
a smoke,” said Taylor, and suiting the
action to the words he flung off his blan-
ket, arose and began to fill his pipe.

In retreating from him the outlaw
kicked against Bob, who sprang up in
alarm with a curse, and in a minute the
two others were awake. The one who
was to relieve the sentinel made ready
to go out, but before he left, the outlaw
leader said:

“Some one deserves a elubbing for
tarning us out in the middle of the
night. Omne of you bring out that jug
of whisky.”

All knéw that Taylor was to be killed
a8 he slept. All saw that he was alive
and unharmed, and that some blunder
had occurred. But there was no
tunity for explanations. One of the
men quickly brought the jug and a cup,
and beginning with the leader each
poured down a stiff drink.

Taylor bad his pipe alight, and, not
one of the quartet addressed him mor
offered him any of the liquor.

“Now, keep yer eyes open,” said Bob
vo the sentinel, “and we'll turn in agin
and go to sleep.”

CHAPTER XXVL

The ocean has its thrilling mysteries
and awful tragedies, and the plains and
prairies have theirs as well

One of the outlaws walked off in the
darkness to stand sentry for the next
two hours, and the other four men laid
down to sleep again, each taking his
| place as before. In two minutes the
| camup was as silent as the grave, and the
specter of murder which came out of
the gloom and hovered over the recum-
bent forms was seen by no mortal eye.

At theend of five minutes a wolf's
loug drawn, faraway how! was heard,
and a shiver passed over the listening
sentinel as the lonssome sounds reached
his ears There was a warmning in that
howl—-a menace, a wail—®Which whis
pered of tragedy,

Taylor heard it as well, and he grow !

pale and held his breath. He had braced

himself to carry out a part, but he wa:

fearful that his nerve might give way
before the end was reached.
Ten minutes passed —twelve—fifteen—
twenty
| It was time the powerful poison should
| begin to act.
Taylor was watching and listening.

One of the wen woved and grogyed,
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DR. SANDEN ELECTRIC BELT

is a complete galvanic battery, made into a belt so as to be easily worn during work or at rest, and it gives soothing, prolonged currents
which are instantly felt throughout all weak parts, or we forfeit $5.000. It has an Improved Electric Suspensory, the

reatest boon ever given weak men, and we warrant it to cure any of the above weaknesses, and to enlarge shrunken limbs, or parts, or
&oney Refunded. They are graded in\x;v‘t-n;::h to meet all stages of weakness in young, middle-aged or old men, and will cure
£Address

2’First St., PORTLAND, ORECON.

CTRIC CO., 17

“Say! Are any of yon awake?" called
Taylor as he sat up. “I've got terrible
pains, and I can't keep still any longer.”

*So have L" replied one of the men as¢
he sat up.

Three minutes later the others were
aroused, groaning and cursing, and the
sentinel came staggering in to gasp out:

“Do gomething for me or I'm a dead
man!”

From the way he acted one would have
thought Taylor the worst off of all. Hae
groaned, gasped, writhed, twisted, but he
had company. The outlaws rolled about
on the earth like wounded dogs, and, curi-
ously enough, none of them suspected
the cause of their illness. The jug wa¢
brought and each drank again, hoping
the fiery whisky would ease the pains
of what they believed to be colic. It was
only after one of the men had fallen in
spasms, foaming at the mouth and tear-
ing at the earth with his fingers, that
Bob suddenly shouted:

“By heavens, men! but 1 believe we
have all been poisoned.”

“How—who by?” shrieked one of his
companions.

“By—-by this infernal cur, if anybody,
and I'll have his life!”

Bob pointed at Taylor, who was ap-
parently in convulsions, and then
stooped for one of the rifles. As he did
80 he fell forward upon the earth with a
terrible curse, and Taylorsprang npand
ran away into the darkness. He did not
dare go far, and yet it was horrible for
him to linger within hearing.

Strong men who die by poison die
hard. Itisanawful end. The crouch-
ing, hiding, trembling murderer heard
them rise and stagger and fall; they
raved and wept;they prayed and cursed;
in their awful agonies they attacked
each other and struggled in death. The
night bird was driven away by the cries
and shrieks, and the wolf who sat lis-
tening and wondering was finally fofced
to flight by the wails and curses.

2 L ] L * * L

The Big Cheyenne, winding its way
through prairie and plain, has seen the
sun rise on many scenes of horror, but
on none worse than that portrayed in
the camp of the outlaws. Fourmen lay
dead and stiff beside the little heap of
ashes and blackened brands marking the
site of the campfire. Some lay on their
backs, their open eyes gazing into the
blue vaults of heaven; others were face
down, their limbs drawn up and their
fingers dug into the soil

~
Taylor leaned against a tree for support.

And as the first beam of the golden
sun touched the dead, Taylor crept down
to gaze upon his work. He came trem-
: bling and afraid. His face was ghastly

pale, his teeth clicked together and his
| limbs could hardly support him as he
walked. His own brother could not
have identified him, so great was the
facial change. He did not want to ap-
proach—he dreaded tho sight which
would meet his gaze, but gome mys-
terious power forced him along.

*Revenge is mine and 1 will repay,
saith the Lord.”

The fate which the outlaws meted ount
to the poor gold seekers had recoiled on
their own heads, but there was yet an-
other to be punished. Taylor leaned
against a tree for support and surveyed
the bodies lying before him. He had
| planned this. There was the wagon—
' there was the gold—there the horses.

He had but to drag the corpses to the
bank of the stream and roll themn in,
and then harness up and move off. The
Big Cheyenne would not yield up the
corpses for days, and if found who
could tell how they died or discover
their identity? The route was clear of
Indians, and he could tell a plausible
story to account for his possession of so
, much treasure. He had invented a story
and gone over it in detail fifty times.

Come! All are dead! Dispose of the
corpses. The treasure is yours.

But the man clang to the treeina
dazed sort of a way. A look of terror
erept into his eyes, never to leave them
again, and he moaned in distress as he
{ looked over the camp. The horses
whinnied for water and a change to new
feeding ground, but he heeded them not.

The sun climbed higher and higher,
but he did not move. A full hour had
| passed when he suddenly broke forth
in a mocking laugh, and this seemed to
give him physical strength. He threw
up his hands, shouted meaningless
words, and turned and fled as if pursned
by demons. Half amile away he hid
beneath the bushes, but not for long.
Terror roused him up, and he faced the
sun and dashed away over the earth as
wen fly for their lives.

- L] L g - L ] L

Night has come again on the greatex-
panse. A dozen miles to the east of the
spot where the dead still lle in their
#.1Tness the figure of 8 man rises from
the earth as the dews of heaven fall. It
| is hard to tell whether it is the face of a
| man or eome wild beast. The eyes are

sunken, the lips drawn, the cheeks like

those of one who has hungered for a

week. He peers this way and that—he

skulks and crouches—he indulges in
| strange and mysterious gestures.

“All dead! All dead! The gold 14
mine—ha! ha! ha!”

“Revenge is mine and I will repay,
saith the Lord.”
| Itis Taylor, and he is a raving luna-
. tic—a madman whose very soul is being

shriveled by the awful fire within. Letus
| leave him to God, himself and the dark-
uéss. When the sun comes up again its
; rays will not soften the pallor of an-

*other degd face. Thare age gaupt, fierce

wolves here—great wild eyed beasts
who are following at his heels and urg-
ing each other to make the first attack.

CHAPTER XXVIL

The vultures numbered hundreds.

It was not a ceincidence that Captain
Burton's party, when ready to leave the
valley, should head in the same diree-
tion as that pursued by the outlaws. It
was simply the same line of regspning.
The influx of gold seekers would natur-
ually mass the Indians on the western
border to oppose them, and it was rea-
soned that the route to Fort Sully would
be unopposed. In going out of the val-
ley, however, each party took a dif-
ferent route, and it was not until the
gold seekers arrived at the forts of the
Cheyenne and the soldiers’ encampment
that they knew the outiaws had passed
on before and only two days ahead.

“I had rather have them ahead than
behind,” said the captain when he heard
the news. “If they can get through
we ought to be able to.”

“I don't like it,” answered Joe with a
shake of the head. *They were a des-
perate lot before Taylor joined them,
and you know how he feels toward us.
I believe they have come this way to
ambush us, and from this on we can't
keep oureyes open too wide.”

“That’s true,” added Harkins. ‘**Tay-
lar knew what we were after, and
through him all the others know. 1
think they played spy on us and dis-
covered that we had struck the treasure.
They dared not attack us in the valley,
as we would be on our guard, but 1
shall be greatly disappointed if they do
not ghow their hands before our second
day down the river is over.”

The party remained in camp with the
soldiers only one night, and as in the
case of the outlaws the contents of the
wagons were not suspected. They were
looked upon as one of the hundred un-
successful expeditions already returning
disgusted from the diggings. They were
given three cheers by thesoldiers as they
moved out, and camp had been placed
only a few miles behind when a vigilant
outlook was maintained for the outlaws.
Three times during the day, when the
party was obliged to pass locations where
a foe could lie in ambush, scouts were
sent ahead to make sure that no trap
had been set for them. Their pace was
not so rapid as that of the ontlaws, and
it was noon of the second day before
they appoached the scene of the tragedy
brought about by Taylor.

While yet two or three miles away
the scout, who was riding in advance,
halted and waited for the others to come
up.
*“What is it asked the captain as all
had closed up.

*Look!"”

Hovering over the grove straight
ahead was a cloud of buzzards. What
their presenco signified every man
knew.

“They are low down,” whispered the
captain.

“Which means death,” replied Joe.
*“While they are waiting for a wounded
man or horse to die they sail high.”

“The other party has been attacked
and wiped out, I fear.”

“Can't be otherwise. There's certain
to be a sight there which the women
should not be permitted to gaze upon.
Some of us had best ride ahead and see
what can be done.”

Joe, Harkins and a third man were
dispatched on the errand, and they
féund it one to try their nerves. When
they had approached close enough to get
a view of the camp they knew it to be
the camp of the outlaws, for there were
the horses and wagon. The vultures
numbered bundreds, and while a part of
them were running about on the ground,
others sailed slowly about in short cir-
cles and hesitated to alight.

“Look at the horses!” exclaimed Joe.

The animals had been staked out on
ground furnishing scant pasturage at
best. For three days they had had
neither food nor water, and as Joe spoke
they were making tremendous efforts to
break their lariats or pull the iron pins
from the ground.

“There are dead men there!” whis-
pered Harkins, with pale face, “but the
buzzards are.afraid of the horses.”

The trie moved forward. They were
greeted with whinnies of welcome from
the suffering horses, but for two or three
minates they had eyes only for the bodies
of the dead. But for the clothing on
them it Would have been hard toidentify
them as human beings,

“There are only four, and neither of
them is Taylor,” said Joe as he rode
around the bodies, *‘There are mo ar-
rows here, no empty shells, no signs of
a fight with the Indians. Let us ride
through the grove and see if we can
find the key to this mystery.*

They scattered and hunted for further
evidence, bat they found none. Taylor,
living or dead, could not be traced.

*Here's his rifle,” said Harkins as he
dismounted and picked up a gun lying
by itself on the ground.

“And it has not been discharged,”
added Joe as he inspected it. *“Thesa
dead men are his work, and the fact
that he did not drive away with the
team proves that something happened
him. Let us relieve the horses and then
get these horrible objects out of sight.”

When the remainder of the party came
up not an evidence of the tragedy ex-
isted, but the story told them by those
who had drawn the corpses to the river
and floated them off was shocking
enough without the presence of the
dead. The horses had been reduced to
skeletons, and it was a full hour before
thelr thirst was sufficiently satisfied to
permit them to enjoy the fresh green
grass at the other side of the grove.

The next surprise came when one of
the men investigated the contents of
the outlaws' wagon and found the treas-

ure whigh had besp respouaibly fog 60

many . ;
that the men were hn imng for the cay
of gold, the idea that they had found
had not been entert:ined. Whem
it belong to? The wreckage of the se
belongs to the finder. So with th
wreckage of the plains.

The wagons were moved to the other
side of the grove and the gold hunters
went into camp. If the newly added
treasure was to be taken away it must
be drawn by the horses which had
hauled it thus far and were now hardly
able to keep their feet. It would take
& week to recruit them for the long pull
to the fort. The camp was therefore
made as comfortable as possible, the
treasure examined piece by piecc and its
value estimated, and when this task
had been accomplished even the sweet,
sad face of the orphaned Lizzie carried
a smile.

*

I have written much of adventura and
very little of love. Some of my rexders
may have been disappointed on that
score. There is love among the cast-
aways floating on a raft in i locean.
There i3 love beneath the white topped
wagon of the immigrant slowly trailing
across plain and prairie—in the gold
hunters’ camp, surrounded by perils and
alarms. But it is a silent love, born of
heroism, self sacrifice and true merit,
and it is not demonstrative. It waits for
safety and civilization to betray itself.

A month after Joe and his compan-
fons rode into that death camp 1 met
most of them in Denver. They had
come safely through all perils, their
treasare had reached the mint to be val-
ued and paid for in coin gold, and there
had been one marriage—Joe and Bess.
A month later there was to be another
equally satisfactory to all parties—
Harkins gapd Lizzie. From their own
lips I learfed the story and have given it
to you. If there was not enough love in
it to satisfy the sentimentalists, blamé
them for concealing the fact from your
most obedient servaut.

THE END.

Shut the door
against disease. Danger comes oft-
enest through impure blood. Keep
your blood in order, and you kee
in health. For this, nothing equals
Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical Discov-
ery. It invigorates the liver, puri-

fies and enriehes the blood, and
rouses every organ into healthy ac-
tion. By this means it cures. Ev-
ery part of the system feels its
saving influence. Dyspepsia, Indi-
estion, Biliousness, Scrofulous,
gkin and Scalp Diseases—even

Consumption (or Lung-scrofula)
in its earlier stages, all yield to it.
It’s the only Liver, Blood and Lung

Remedy that's guaranteed to bene-
fit or cure, or the money is re-
fanded. Trying terms to sell on
—but it's a medicine that can carry
them oat.

“Golden Medical Discovery”
contains no alcohol to inebriate,
and no syrup or sugar to derange
di{e'stion.

t's a concentrated vegetable ex-
tract; put up in large bdottles;
pleasant to the taste, and equally
good for adults or children.

THE HEADQUARTERS FOR BUSTLE,

“_—,4 B -
Such Hoslin, Rasfin, Tas
(500, KOSLD, TOSHD,
As was neve r seen before is now a daily specta
cle in the great public and popular scramble
for a front place at our crowded coun-

ters. Wedon't want anybody killed
in the crush, so we announce

BARGAINS FOR EVERYBODY.

Come early, come often, come prefared to be
leased. We disappoint nobody who i8 looking
or honest goode and low prices,

A Splendid Stock Stands Back of Our
Promise,

We prize your trade, and we are ont for the
prize. Weare in the race to stay, and we will
win without a break. Remember the old Re-
liable House. :

== THE ——

California G*rocery

J. N. SQUIRES,

119 Fourth street. Proprietor.

THE

California Wine Co.

225 MAIN STREET,
Would respectfully inform the citizens ot Olym

pia that they are now prernrcd 1o sup-
ply the family trade with

PURE WINES & LIQUORS.

PARTIAL PRICE LIST.
Per Gallon.

Al Table Claret . ......... .. ..60c and 75¢
Riesling (White Wine) ....... Rl ‘Sl 00
BORGWIDO .....cooveoniioonnions cou 150
BRI oo s b e e 1 50
Sher saine $1 50
Angelica .............. cene.s -+ 150
California Grape Brandy ... .. . .... 8 50
Whisky................. 2 50, 8 50 and 4 50

All other California wines at the very lowest
priccs. Sample room and beer hall attached.

Goods delivered Lo any part of the eity free of
J. PULLES,

Charge.
Aug, 19, 1892, Mauager.
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Printing by hand,
Printing by steam,
Printing from type,
Or from blocks bv the ream.

Printing in black,
Printing in white,
Printing in colors,
Sombre and bright.

Printing for merchants,
And land agents, too;
Printing for any
Who've printing to do.

Printing for bankers,
Clerks, auctioneers;
Printing for druggists,
For dealers in wares.

Printing of pamphlets,
And bigger books, to;
In fact there are few things
But what we can, do.

M
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Job Printing Office

Possesses superior facilitics for the speedy

execution of every (l('wl'iptinn of

Job Printin

Printing of placards,
Printing of bills,
Printing of cart-notes
For stores or for mills,

Printing of labels,
All colors or use, sirs;
Especially fit for
Thrifty producers.

Printing of forms,
All sorts you can get,
Legal, commercial,
Or houses to let.

Printing for drapers,
For grocers, for all
Who want printing done,
And who will come or say oah

Printing done quickly,
Bold, stylish and neat,
At the office of the Srannane,
On Washington street.

=GO

Fourth Street, Apltf
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J. MEACHAM & COS

WAREROOMNS,

—F OR—

FURNITURE,

The Oldest and Best Established

A Fine Display ot i
Bedroom Suits, Chairs,
And Upholstered Goods

HRE<EHPEPHE MNuE=Se (R:E e
W< We can supply anything in the Furniture line.

Remember the place:- On Columbia between Third an¢

Olympia, March 4, 1892

He Who Hath Eyes Lot Him See,

But it is sometimes necessary to aid nature by the artistic appliance of
: modern scientific discovery. :

FRED CARLYON,

128 FOURTH STREET,
_ . b
Is prepared to do this by a course of iustruction and study in oneef

the leading Opthalmic Colleges in the East, (of which he is a
and holds a diploma), and a full assortment of Brazilian pebble glasses
and every apﬁliance for mounting the same.
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SHORTS, BRAN, FLOUR,

reu———0

OIL MEAL, BUCKWHEAT,

and all kinds of farm and dairy produce. Agent for Abbotts
buggies, Newton Wagons, N orwegian Plows, and Emerson,
Talcott & Co.’s Reapers, Mowers and Horze Rakes, and a

General Commission Business Done.

Cash advances will made be on purchases or sonsignments

HORR'S DOCK, FCURTH STREET, OL.YMPIA.
Olympia, Sept. 23, 1892,
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Furniture Business in Olympia or on the Sound 5

Optical Specialist. '

J. C. HORR,

DEALER IN

JAY, OATS, GROUND FRED,

CRACKED CORN, CORN MEAL,
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