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"YOU! HER HUSBAND?" 

Synopsis.—Tom Shelby, a rancher, 
rides Into the frontier town of 
Ponca, looking for a good time af
ter a long spell of hard work $nd 
loneliness on the ranch. Instead, 
he runs Into a funeral—that of Dad 
Calkins, a retired army man of 
whom little is known. A girl, still 
In her teens, survives Calkins. Mc
Carthy, a saloon keeper and Pon-
ca's leading citizen, decides that 
the girl, uow alone in the world, 
should marry. She agrees to pick 
out a husband from the score of 
men lined up in her home. To his 
consternation, she selects Shelby, 
who had gone along merely as a 
spectator. The wedding takes 
place and the couple set out for 
Shelby's ranch. With them is 
"Kid" Macklin, whom Shelby has 
hired as a helper. On the way the 
girl tells her husband her name Is 
Olga Carlyn, and also tells him 
something of the peculiar circum
stances of her life. Upon their ar
rival at the ranch Shelby Is struck 
down from behind and left for 
dead. He recovars consciousness to 
find that Macklin and his wife have 
gone. He starts in pursuit. He 
learns his wife is an heiress, that 
her abduction has been carefully 
Planned and that she has been 
taken to Wolves' Hole, a strong
hold of bandits and bad Indians. 
Reaching Wolves' Hole, he is dis
covered by "Indian Joe' and forced 
to accompany him into the Hole. 
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CHAPTER VIII—Continued. 

Shelby rode away silently between 
mo two, conscious that (his brief con
versation had in no way improved his 
position, lo be sure he had escaped 
Jin immediate meeting with Hanle.v, 
but the fact that the latter had entire
ly failed to mention his probable ar
rival must have left an unpleasant 
suspicion in Laud's mind. The fellow 
said nothing, however, and apparent
ly took no precautions, but Shelby 
was nevertheless fully aware that the 
other watched him cautiously, and 
would be quick to detect the slightest 
movement. They rode at a wall; 
through a darkness so profound that 
he could not be sure they were even 
following a trail. The sound of 
boisterous voices rang out occasion
ally, but they bore oIf steadily toward 
the left away from the noise, and he 
noticed the Mexican had grasped the 
liridle of the buckskin, -.ar.d was firm
ly guiding the animal. 

"H—1!" said Laud suddenly, "I 
forgot all about the Kid. Wanter see 
him, Churchill?" 

! "Not specially ternight," Shelby ad
mitted hastily, "niornin' will be soon 
enough." 

"All right, then; 'tain't much far
ther, enyhow. There's the high rock, 
•Tuan; the light'll show round the 
next turn." 

1 It did. shining out like a star, and 
they drove up in front of a log shack, 
an Odd-shaped, rambling affair, built 
close in against a wall of rock. The 
door opened in response to the sound 
of the horses' hoofs, and a young 
woman appeared in the entrance, peer
ing forth. 

"That you, Juan?" she asked in 
Spanish. 

"Si; there are three of us, Panclm." 
replied the Mexican, "and we would 
eat quickly. Is the senor here?" 

"Not since noon, Juan. He said 
little when he rode away, yet there 
lias that occurred I would talk with 
you about." 

" 'Tis well, little one—after we eat 
there will be'time." 

Laud swung heavily down from his 
horse, holding up his rein to Juan, 
vho remained in the saddle. He 
moved like one whose limbs were stif
fened by being long in one position. 

"Holy Smoke! I can hardly walk." 
lie muttered. "I will \'o along with 
you to the corral to teach my legs how 
lo behave. And as for you, Church-' 
ill." his voice deepening on the word, 
"go on into the cabin, and wait there 
fill we come." 

There was nothing for Shelby to do 
hut obey. Suspicion caused him to 
feel a thrill of apprehension from In
dian Joe's curt manner, yet there was 
nothing in the words to resent, and 
his only chance of safety lay in an 
outward appearance of satisfaction. 
The girl drew aside*, and he stepped 
forward into the i-jom. An instant 
she lingered, as ha glanced hastily 
about^ at the plainly furnished inter
ior, then closed ti^e door, and began 
busying herself in arranging the ta
ble. . She was youAg, not over six
teen, he judged, with dark hair and 
eyes, ̂  decidedly pretty. - and with a 
quick'movement, like the flight >of a 

.bird.* Twice she passed him on her 
journeys to the fire place, without even 
glancing in his direction; then sudden
ly their eyes met, and she laughed out-

, right. 
"You verra dull, Americano. .1 not 

nee a man like you before," sh§ de
clared positively. "You not care talk 
>rith me?" 

"Sure 1 do." and he straightened up. 
"I thought maybe you couldn't talk my 

»language." 
"Oh. that eet; you not speak Span

ish. senor?" 
( "Well, hardly. 1 kin make out In a 

 ̂- ! *ny what anybody says, but when It 
comes to talking the lingo, I'm a bit 

*- rusty/' 

"When 1 was in the army, in Ari
zona." 

"I in Arizona once—Tucson; you 
there? Good. You not soldier now?" 

"Oh, no; that was quite a while 
ago; that Is why I have forgotten my 
Spanish. There aren't many of your 
people up here." 

She shook her head, resting back 
against the table, and gassing at him 
frankly with her dark eyes. 

"Juan and I all alone here," she 
confessed. "Eet Is not nice—no; I 
like not these Americanos. You do 
not look like the senor—vat vas ze 
funny name he call you?" 

"Churchill." 
"Shirchil—bah! J not say eet verra 

good. Maybe you hav' some other 
name I can say better? You tell me?" 

"My given name, you mean; that is 
Tom." 

She laughed, shrugging her shoul
ders. 

"Tom! Oh, I know that; I call you 
Tom, then. I am Pancha Villemonte. 
Which you rather say?" 

"Pancha, of course; and who is 
Juan?" 

"Juan Villemonte; he Is my broth
er—he. You not know lieem, then?" 

"No; we just met above. I had lost 
my way, and we ran into each other 

"Because I Think You Are Straight," 

up there. He and Indian Joe were 
driving cattle, and brought me along 
with them." 

Her eyes opened wider, and her 
hands interlocked. 

"You not here before, then? You 
never in Wolves' hole till uow?" 

"No." 
"But why you come, then? Why 

they say you ride with them? Madre 
de Dios! You know what zis place 
is?" 

"Yes, Pancha," he answered soberly, 
feeling her eai-iestness. "I know. I 
came to help a woman." 

"You tell them that? Indian Joe?" 
"Not just as I have you; I let them 

believe I was In on the game being 
played. In fact, I didn't have to say 
much of anything, for as soon as I 
mentioned the name of Churchill. Laud 
seemed to understand. What I failed 
to make clear was that my object 
was to help her." 

"Why you tell me this?" 
"Because you are a woman, I guess, 

and because I think you are straight." 
She stared at him a moment in si

lence; then went over and stood with 
her back against the door. She was 
breathing hard, and her cheeks were 
red. 

"She come from a ranch on the Cot
tonwood ?" 

"Yes." / 

Iler white teeth gluamed angrily be
tween the red of her lips. 

"An' what this woman to you, se
nor? Why you care what happen to 
her?" 

Shelby looked frankly into the girl's 
face, determined to risk all, suddenly 
convinced that this young Mexican had 
an interest, in his answer beyond any 
mere curiosity. 

"Because I am her husband." he 
said quietly. 

"You! her husband?" She almost 
screamed the words, advancing to
ward him fiercely. "You riot lie to 
me! They say to me you dead! They 
tell me that; they tell her that." 

"Who told you?" 
"Macklin; the Indians—all tell eet; 

Running Horse, he keel you—like zis, 
see!" 

"Yes, he struck me all right, Pan
cha; at least someone did. also they 
left me there. But I was not dead." 

"An' what he want of her? What 
Senor Macklin waut of her? You know 
that?" 

"I know a little, but perhaps not 
all. I henrd two fellows talking about 
!t; you know them, likely—Mutt Han-
ley and Hack $lagin?','. 

"Hanley had got Macklin drunk and 
pumped him. It's some matter, of a 
big fortune down East. It seems 
Macklin's real name may be Churchffl, 
aud if so his father is trustee for all 
this property, which really belongs to* 
the woman. Macklin has got an idea 
he can marry her and so cop all the 
coin." 

"He marry her?" 
"That is the way Hanley understood 

it." 
"Then your namo not Shirchil?" 
"No; It's Shelby." 
"And Senor Macklin—his name 

Shirchil?" 
"I reckon likely; I don't know." 
There was a sound without and she 

sprang instantly aside to> the table, 
busying herself furioudlv. Laud and 
the Mexican entered, throwing their 
saddles down noisily into on.e corner 
and without paying the slightest at
tention to Shelby, prepared themselves 
for the meal. To the rather curt in
vitation of Hie former the ranchman 
drew up the bench to the table and 
joined them. Pancha asked her broth
er a few questions, bilt Indian Joe nev
er uttered a word until he had eaten 
his fill. Once Shelby caught his eyes 
looking acrostt at him. but except for 
that .one glajce the fellow seemed 
oblivious of aay other presence. Fin
ally he pushed back his chair, pulled 
his feet around to where the butt of 
a revolver was within easy reach of 
his hand and his eyes glared straight 
into Shelby's face. 

"Had enough?" 
"Plenty; Pancha is a good cook." 
"She is that. Thought I'd wait till 

after supper before we talked busi
ness. Now, Churchill, or whatever 
your name Is, maybe you'll tell me 
where you got that bronc with a Three 
Star brand on him?" 

Where r«o learn r She-nodded 

CHAPTER fX. 

The Love of a Woman. 
Shelby, while eautiousl'y watchful 

of Laud's everv motion, was yet aware 
that the girl leaned suddenly against 
the wall, her face white; her eyes 
staring toward' Mm, and that Juan 
was leaning forward' across the table, 
with gleaming teeth exposed'. He was 
calm enough himself; however, for he 
had Imagined this unpleasant discov
ery might be made and was mot eo- • 
tirely unprepared1 to meet ft. 

"What brand?"" he asked coolly. 
'You mean the Three Stars?" 

"That's exactly what I mean. p»r«i-
ner. I happen 60 know where that 
bronc com' from'."' 

'Then you know more ttvnn I do.1 

Laud. I bought the pony from a liv
ery man at Gerl'arsche to ride out here 
on; some buclter, at that. Say. come 
to think about It, those cows' you were 
driving in were.Three Stars," 

"That is just what they were, most 
them. Thafs what struck me as 

—n funny. Those cattle com' from 
up on the Cottonwood; tfrey belonged 
to a feller named Shell)j." 

"You run 'em off?" 
"That's none o' your <5—n business. 

That's where tfrev came from, an* 
Shelby's dead. But wllrat I'm inter
ested in is how the h—t yea got his 
horse." 

He dropped his gun down on the 
table and stared across into Shelby's 
imperturbable face with hard, threat
ening eyes. 

"Now you look here, young fellow, 
you know who I am. I reckon. It's 
Indian Joe Laud tnlkin' to you. May-
he yer all right an' maybe yer ain't; 
only I don't take no chances. Your 
story ain't sounded just right to me 
from the start, but I'll give yer a 
chance to prove it. I ain't goin' ter 
plug you now; not if yer've got sense 
enough to behave yerself. Tomorrow 
I'll see what Matt Hanley has to say, 
l»ut till that time yere goin' to be lock
ed up. Goin' ter make any row over 
that program?' 

"Not the least." 
"All right, then. Juan, you take the 

gent's gun; he's better off without it. 
That's=. right; now feel him over an' 
see if he's got any other weapons. 
Better stand up, Churchill." • 

The ranchman, comprehending the 
utter futility of any attempt at resist
ance, did as he was told, managing to 
retain the sarae coo! smile 011 his lips. 
The murderous eyes of the squaw-
man never once deserted his face and 
Shelby realized that the slightest symp
tom of treachery would prove his un
doing. Laud was in no mood to be 
argued with. 

"Nice of you to wait until after I'd 
eaten," he said easily. "It will give 
me a comfortable night's rest." 

"Glad you take it ttiat way. Glean
ed him up, have you Juan? Now, how 
about that room yonder? Empty, ain't 
it?" 

"Si. senor," It was Pancha who an
swered, opening the door. .. 

Laud took a step forward ' and 
glanced into the apartment. The swift 
scrutiny apparently satisfied him, for 
lie turned to the prisoner, his revolver 
still grasped in readiness for tnstfint 
action. . ,,. 

"Go on in," he commanded harshly. 
"Ap' tomorrow we'll settle this case." 

Shelby walked past him without so 
much as a side glance, to all outward 
appearance quite at his ease. Laud 
closed the door and the prisoner beard 

him secure it with a stout wooden 
bar. He stood there motionless-; en
deavoring to collect his thougfttfe, 
the smile no longer on his ,Iips, a# 
Justing his eyes to the darkness. 

There was a window high up, but" 
seemingly too small for the passage of 
his body, yet a slight gleam of star-
Hglit found its way through the open-
lug, which was further barred by two 
stoat wooden sitakes. He stepped si
lently across and tested them, finding 
them solidly embedded in the logs. He 
feft Ms way cautiously about the room. 
wTWch of small dimensions, con
taining only a single stool, and a' cot; 
tflw ffoor was jwjicbeon and the walls 
of log. heaviily plastered with mud. 
The piaw offered apparently no op
portunity for escape, and Shelby sat 
down* on' tike edge- of the cot discour
aged; 

He couttf dfstingrrfsrb the voices of 
the three- without plainly enough to 
determine'wlto wa» speaking, but their 
words were intlTstiiigulshoble. Then 
the murmur finally ceased, and he 
thought one of tlie men bad left the 
house, pertiaps bothi yet that was 
hardly likely; Someone remained cer-; 
talnly, for1 tliene wa» movement, and 
the sound' of1 fleet1, mingled' with the 
clink of dishes* Pancha waw evidently 
clearing offf' the table: His thought 
centered on hen- Had1 He made-a mis
take In thus suddenly confiding his 
true story to Weri ears?? Yet. s©> far as 
he knew, she had'said'nothing to In
jure him, and1 had' made' no effort to 
reveal his secret. Iftdfeed' her actions 
had rather expressed' ffeair of Laud, 
and a certain sympath'y for 'him ; sure
ly that was what h'e> had' read' in the 
depths of her eyes. Yet Row could! 
this be accounted 'f6r?'' She- must cer
tainly be one with these* others; 
brought up probably from- childhood* 
in the atmosphpre of crime;, and cer' 
tainly loyal to her broth'en HTnothiivgr 
else. What then could 'pwssfiJIy infltu>-
ence her to show him 1 the1 slightest 
consideration? 

He sat with head'in'htS'- hnndS) en>-
deavoring to solve thie- mystony, andt. 
out from the dark, a possib'lb explana
tion flashed into his nita}-!—Macklin. 
Could any relation she" migiit have-
with this fellow account forr a< desire-
to wish his escape alive*?'' Iij mightf 
the fact that he was already the- hus
band of the woman Macklin- planned) 
to marry would quite • naturally exs-
plain the entire situation1 •• untlfer cer
tain conditions. If tliaf rascal' had! 
made love to her, and nowvdWlberate-
ly planned to desert her for another;, 
the Spanish blood would aewunt for-
all the rest. By heaven; j: tiiat must 
be ft! He recalled the Insistence'off 
her questioning; the flash otf her eyest 
the threatening gleam of! Iser white-
teeth. Unconsciously he' h'ad' touched! 
the secret spring, and unloosed 1 tile* tit-
ger. Jealousy was the weaponi—a: low 
turned to hate, the furyy offi a'' woman 
scorned. To get Olga out'of her patili 
forever, she would risk anything; dure-
anything. Here then, was^is-one-andi 
only chance. 

But could the girl servet'ltim*. event I# 
she desired to do so?'- He realised! 
the seriousness of his jiositiou;: his 
helplessness without some outside afdL 
He had been a blind fo»l; to- venture 
into this den alone; an^even a.Wind
er fool to claim friendship withi Stan
ley. The morning would!1,find hinu com
pletely exposed, and! he hadl little 
doubt.what form vengeance would1 as-

1 

ging at the dried mutt between thfl 
log« of the wall ; endeavoring to gain 
seme leverage upon the- hinges of the 
d®orr and tagging once dgstiv fiirleas-
ly ait those wooden stakes-' protecting 

j narrow window. His- fihgevs bled 
j fton the frantic effort to' ttiUB1 Hsosev 
I something, to yield him an' oppofltunii' 
jty #• realty exert his stren&ttii DAese 
I effort* were utterly useless;: tlierawas-
; not? ai spot ®f weakness to bej discov
ered! M the- place had been originally 
constituted/ aer a prison it coold' noP 
have'been' more securely built;- Mfem 
talljf am# physically exhausted,1 tie' 
flung' Himself upon the floor, and > lay 
there; quivering front head to'foot) 
with'nerves* completely shattered.' 

The silimtre became ghastly; any 
sound would' Have1 been • relief. Tftere" 
was twone-mnvlng: aboat even in that 
other roomj anti! the1 door between fitted1 i 
too eliteel'Jf- fim Mm to> perceive any: 
gleam of ilgliu. He lfcrtened Intently 
holding hls bimtlit bun Iris bead sank 
back onee moreMn* dejettion. Why in' 
God's name Hadh't he fought it out 
like a maw-? -' Wtfiy had1 he ever permit
ted himself to> be* tliuEr canght like a 
trapped rat?.' THe frenzy of disgust he 
felt caused'! hltrn to: sit uq» and stare 
once more1 - at i tKe- single- star shining 
through th& wttwlow. What was that? 
A shadow?'.' Su*e4j>someCtteag out yon
der moved! • 

Silently, cautiously,, he- stepped on 
the stool, and lootiSed' out between the 
bars, his hearf bfe&tlngdika'a! drum. At 
first he saw nothSug, tile- bflood seem
ing to stand : still; as- lie' gaaed—then 
the fingers of a howd' grasped' one of 
the wooden bars; and' at face rose 
slowly just in iftwit of Hi» own. A 
whisper revealed 1 the idbntLSy of bis 
visitor. 

"Senor, come qisieHyv to> wiawtow; do 
not speak loud.".' 

"Pancha, you i: You would! talk wltli 
me, then ?" 

"I must know some things senor; 1 
must be sure," shfe said:!fiercely. "You 
tell me tonight itMe trutli;. aaooc; yen 
not lie to me." 

"Not a siflgle TOord." lie • assumed her 
eagerly, his heart beginning: to beait 
with new hope, his face« advanced umi-
ti! only the bans divided! ttuan. "I 
trusted you." 

"You are Seno* Shelby#?" 
"Yes." 
"And she, tMs womatu. Is yoimr 

wife?" 
"Yes." 
"S.he is prettyr womanvowrra pretty; 

you not married! long?" 
"No, only a ifew days*; had just 

wane to the ranch wheat afte- was taii-
en away." 

"But, senor^-.iwhy she go> atway if stfce 
be just manias! like youi say? Wlfey 
she leave yous an' runt offi'with Senior 
Macklin? Sha> love heam. better titen 
yon?" 

"Love hlmtl. She dkiiaot run off.. He 
stote her, hoeand fouev Italians, aitter 
leaving me for dead." 

"He not tetil eet to rne- like that; he 
say she wacfc to marry heem, an?' not 
yon. That he- took herotoisave her ftrom, 
yon; that sfcte wouladi, mot let lheeni 
leave her.:-. Then youiifl&ht, an' s» get 
kefcled." 

Shelby l&uighed soSMiy.. 
"So thatt was MaoRJfim's story; was 

it? Welt,!, if* Is nab exactly tune, I 
ain't sayjtog she's ianlonre with Die, or 
nothin' 10t» that, lait she sue* don't 
hanker nome after Slat chap. Fll tell 
yer whyt- He took —cause she's got 
a buncftitf money consiiin' her way .down 
east that Mackliitt would Ilk* to get 
his hands: on." ' 

"He marry her?*" 
"Tftatfs his game, no dcaabt, if Itt 

works;. If not; h^l't evolve seuie other*. 
I dottift think he > g£ves a cues how It's: 
don©; so he gei$t It—he ukd his pre* 
clous: tf&ther." 

She stared* at him., with liips. 
parted!. 

"Maybe I s*» »t mom clear nqsr," 
s&e- exclaimc^L "He aot love her, 

; he jus* want hq* money, bah! 
I? ecure not haw he get.(that, If li*> not 

iget her. Y<m take l>*r away, Senor 
Shelby. , wiiere he never safe her 
again?" , 

"Of coure»." 
"An* yo» keop he» married) to you?" 
"I'll do» the best) IT can. What do. 

you meao, Panchni? Can. you get US; 
out of here?" 

fan ftWoouuiWiMM Sarins W 
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PfathMgfi Veg«trtble Compound far a 
complete mcrres* 
breakdown fbftnr* 
ina the birtft of snr 
jwnteUldl 1 got 
qp too aoo» whtdl 
erased aeriom f* 
•alatrofnble. 
•o weak that I w&* 
•ot able to be ofl1!!!* 
feet bat Terjr li«» 
ifrt eodd twt domw 
torowworit at alii I 
[taiaibai pibitittnv 
left mide and' it 

if I ae^ped oft *> 
. v jourbooki 
WMWftwwn bratf^jndinl' 1> itadi 
wfw* weed in it. IlittwtMiwao'dinv 
vim bad been helpe^bjr jour Medidne-
thatl wanted to t^ittimwiinr bosband' 
went to town and (Ml? me*» bottSa. It' 
woimiI aatbonrii I felt^eUaf after thy 
aecomddtooeii so 1 kepttoa ontil! V bail 
Meat to bottles ant^b^yttiae 
\W8 as well as I could'wisU). Abovt a> 
par'WB I rave birth:to a^tbn pomi' 
bpR ana have bad twamrvchililtaap 
fince ami health haa? been flnev If 
I evw hswe- trouble of any-' W I 
goia® to take your medfcinirf^rl ; 
it aqt tb» pra&e for mj^good'hei 
II always* recommend £»uvr msdicina 
whenever 1 eon.Mrs.£3v^£t  ̂a«w.; 
Cternattr Kansas. 

Felt Himself Wantfng.i 
"I've' often been struck by the- ex  ̂

treme Itautew of salesladies.- Deo't1 

you suppose- aoerehants suffer fl>an 
it?"? 

"I know one- who does. H6< te1l&» me 
he-feels Mke-snenkfng in this* rear'door 
of his establishment because he' sus
pects- thati hi» personal appearance 
does not' meet wttb the- approval ot 
his clerks- at the- front door." 
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6 Bellans 
Hot water 
Sure Relief 
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INPIGESTIOM 

A NewJLog Saw 
Cats fMw, Cnte-'Lcis# Ahklw 

More*Money £vr Users -end* 
Wooba While Yoa Rest. 

A new itnprovedi jwwer log sawj .now 
being offered  ̂outdbes aH'other log-saws -
in cutting.wood qptekly and datf little -
cost. A\n&wr4-cycll  ̂Mgb power motor* 
equipped? Mrtth OiwiTfatlng- Magneto-
no battert&rto fail) you—makes the*saw 
bite through logs flkster than other log. 
saws. It fihfiBhes ltw«a« and>i9Tead^-fbr 
•another-ibttfore tha^ewiSnary«aw iirwell 
Btarted. TlHs log saw-TIie Ottawat»--haa ̂  
a speclaHjjrdesignailfirlefionicmtci  ̂eon. -
trolled b(!j'a Iever„wW«ft4fterts aratbtops < 
the sawvwithouti stopjila^ the engine. 
Others< have indtettod. bn^t nv~ooM!t^' 
power lbg saw les-thls imprevement r 
Just HMfr the Ottawa. The,Ottawa Log,. 
Saw segfe for 9ess> mon  ̂ tban axtw* 
powcrn-saw of anything rliire> its slae.. 

Strictty 
«0neMan 
Outfit 1/ 

Th»Jwm»ad MoM. 441 .BtOlUw. LW^Smt., 
Otae man wheels thifeeutfit tram cutr 

t» cat and: log to lo£g Uke a liar row. 
Sfcnarate attachments e«t dow<t, trees, 
and cut up branches*. ISxtra po^er ietSi 
tfce engine-do heavy<-w«rk of ; kinds., 
Owners ol? the Ott^m Log S^w laugfah 
at coal shortages and are making blgv 
money wifli ease, tlti* machine -doing the> 
work. 35ito 50 cordfrcut any day, raiojd 
or dry, by one mam are norigal figures. 
And wowd is apgjoaching $6;a cord! 
?ie ot̂ ,wa ls compact, simple and dur

able. Itt sells for-eash or easy payments. 
&nd,ls*guarantcatL If you I^ave wood'to 
cut tl» Ottawa Log Saw will be. the, 
mosfe satisfacttay machine you've, ever, 
own ad* We suggest thati you write the. 
Ottawa Mfg. «*k, 2724 Wood Sfc,. Otta-
wa,. Kas., f01  ̂their complete nevit illua-
tratod book.'and pricoo, sent- ifeiee to 

readers of this paper. 

lrvviriw* ' 

<4Yov lie. hid, Sw^or, and 
trwrt all ta me." 

"Tomorrow We'll 8ettl« Thia Case." 

sume at the hands of these men. He 
was like a condemned man in his tell 
waiting helplessly for the certain hour 
of execution. Worse than that, even; 
for his fate must Inevitably seal also 
the fate of his wife. Her only' cbance 
of rescue lay in his efforts, and he 
was helpless. There was not « thing 
he could do; yet he triefl aviin and 
again, .desperately,, testing the panctir. 
eons of the floor, block br block, die-

(TO CONTUAUJSD.) 

The Wonder «f Eggs. 
One cannot find among the multitude 

of wonders in nut«re anything more 
marvelous than the development of 
an egg. writes E3sa O. Allen In the 

I American forestry Magaaine. Wheth
er It be a butterfly which flourishes fot 
a day outy t«> die aher depositing its 
eggs, or a reptile,whleh laally leaves 

' its «gga wjth only the wann sand to 
mother thero, or a fish, like tlt  ̂salmon, 
which, with incredible strength, Jumps 
the rapdda to spawn lu the upper 
reaches of rivers, or most appealing 
of all, a bird which builds a beautiful 
nest for its treasures, the egg in every 
case Is structurally the same, and the 
miracle of. lUe uiifpl^s actordlug io 
tha satne laws ol.c^i divlsiun. 

Life te a burden when the hodf 
isradted witkfc pain. Everything 
worries and the victim becomes 
despondent and downhearted. T* 
bring bade the sunshine tabs 

•» 

. 

i . 

COLD MEDAL 

c  A p s u i . r s  

f-

I ' ; /  :<•,  >;• '  1^ -

Th» national rttMdy of Holland foc Mer 

•altinc from Iddnay, liver andnricaaid 
tooabtaa. AU drag^ists. thrM 
(MhCw «U «MM (Ml MtJii Ml 

BroBbhiaI Troubled 

1'fs 


