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“YOU! HER HUSBAND?”

8ynopsis,—Tom Shelby, a rancher,
rides intv the frontier town of
Ponca, looking for a good time af-
ter a long spell of hard work and
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 s

“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 *“Indlan Joe’ and forced
to accompany him into the Hole.

o

CHAPTER Vill—Continued.
—

Shelby rode away silently hetween
the two, conscious that this brief con-
versation had in no way improved his
position. To be sure  he had escaped
an immediate meeting with Hanley,
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-
Iy took no precautions, but Shelbhy
Was nevertheless fully nware that the
other watched him cautiously, and
would be quick to detect the slightest
movement.  They rode at a walk
through a darkness so profound that
he could not be sure they were even
following a trail. The sound of
boisterous voices rang out oceasion-
ally, but they hore off steadily toward
the left away from the noise, and he
noticed the Mexican had grasped the
bridle of the buckskin..and was firm-
1y guiding the animal.

“H—I!" said Laud
forgot all ahout the Kid.
him, Churchin?”

“Not specially ternight,” Shelby ad-
mitted hastily, “mornin' will be soon
enough.”

“All right, then;
ther, enyhow.
Juan; the
next turn.”

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
Spanish.

“Si: there are three of ns, Pancha.”
replied the Mexican, “and we would
eat quickly. Is the senor here?”

“Not since noon, Juan. He said
little when he rode away, vet there
has that occurred 1 would talk with
you anhout.”

“"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 limbhs were stif-
fened by being long in one position,

“Holy Smoke! I can hardly walk."
he muitered. “I will %o along with
You to the corral to teach my legs how
to bhehave. And as for you, Church-
il his voice deepening on the wosd,
“xo on into the cabin, and wait there
till we come.”

There was nothing for Shelby to do
but 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 nppeu%m(-e of satisfaction.
The girl drew aside, and he stepped
forward into the #som. ‘An instant
she lingered, as I glanced hastily
about, at the plainly furnished inter-
for, then closed ri:¢ door, and began
busying herself In_arranging the ta-
ble. She was )'oxlﬁg. not over six-
teen, he judged, with dark hair and
eyes, degidedly pretty,- and with a
quick’ movement, llke the flight ‘of a
.bird.: Twice she passed himm on her
journeys to the fire place, without even
glaneing in his direction ; then sudden-
1y their eyes met, and she laughed out-
right.

“You verra dull, Americano. .I not
see a man like you before,” shg de-
clared positively. “You not care talk
with me?”

“Sure 1 do.” and he straightened up.
“I thought maybhe you couldn't talk my
language.”

“Oh. that eet; you not speak Span-
Ish, senor?”

*Well, hardly. I kin make out In a
way what 'anybody says, but when It
comes to talking the lingo, I'm a bit

Fusty.” e,

“\V_lzgrq.s_fon lexrn
! ‘ v

suddenly, “I
Wanter see

‘tain’t much far-
There's the high rock,
light'll show round the

vou, Juan?' she asked in

s b5 '

“When 1 was in the army, In Arl-
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 hend, resting back
against the table, and gazing 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! d 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;
Juan?” g

“Juan Villemonte; he Is my broth-
er—he. You not know heem, then?”

“No; we just met above. I had lost

and who Is

my way, and we ran into each other

“Because | Think You Are Straight”

up there. He and Indian Joe were
driving cattle, and brought me along
with them.”
Her eyes opened
hands Interlocked.
“You not here before, then?
never in Wolves' hole till now?”
“No.” %
“But why you come, then?
they say you ride with them?
de Dios!

TS

IS

wider, and her

You

Why
Madre
You know what zis place

“Yes, Pancha,” he answered sobherly,
feeling her earnestness. *“I know. 1
came to help a woman.”

“You tell them that? Indian Joe?"

“Not just as I have you; I let them
helieve T was In on the game being
played. In fact, T didn’t have to say
much of anything, for as soon as I
mentioned the name of Churehill, Laud
seemed to understand. \What T failed
to make clear was that my object
was to help her.”

“Why you tell me this?"

“Because you are a woman, T 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. i .
*She come from a ranch on the Cot-
tonwood 7"

“Yes." 7

Her white teeth gleamed 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
sild quietly.

“You! her hushand?” She almost
screamed the words, advancing to-
ward him flercely. “You not 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 lenst soméone did. also they
left me there. But I was not dead.”

“An' what he want of her? \Vhat
Senor Macklin want of her? You know
that?”’

“l know a little, hut perhaps not
all. I heard two fellows talking ahout
't; you know them. likely—Butt Han-
‘ley and Hark Slagin?”

“Hanley had got Macklin drunk and
pumped him. It's some matter of a
big fortune down FEast. It seems
Macklin's rexl name may be Churchill,
and if so hie father is trustee for alf
this property, which really belongs to
the woman. Macklin has got an idea
he can marry l.er and so cop all the
coin.”

“He marry her?"

“That Is the way Hanley understood
It.”

“Then your name not Shirchil?”

“No; it's Shelby.”

“And Senor Macklin—his
Shirchil?”

“I reckon llkely; I don’t know.”

There wus a sound without and she
sprang Instantly aside to. the table,
busying herself furiouslv. Laud and
the Mexican entered, throwing their
saddles down noisily into one corner
and without paying the slightest at-
tention to Shelby, prepared themselves
for the meal. To the rather curt in-
vitation of the former the ranchman
drew up the bench to the tahle and
Joined them. Pancha asked her broth-
er a few ques:ions, bdt Indian Joe nev-
er uttered a word until he had eaten
his fill. Once Shelby caught his eyes
looking across at him, hut except for
that one gla:ce 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 hefore we talked busi-
ness. Now, Churchill, or whatever
your name [s, maybe yon'll tell me
where you got that bronc with a Three
Star brand on him?”

name

CHAPTER IX.

The Love of a Woman,
Shelby, while eautiously watchful
of Laud's everv motion. was vet aware
that the girl leaned suddenly against
the wall, her face white, her eves
staring toward Bhim, and that Juan
was leaning forward across the table.
with gleaming teeth exposed. He was
calmr enough Khimself, however. for he
had imagined this unpleasant diseov-
ery might be made and was not ep-:
tirely unprepared to meet ft,

“What brand?™ he asked coolly.
“You mean the Three Stars?"
“That's exactly what I mean, pard-
ner. T happen te know wiere that
brone com' from.”

“Then you know more thap I o,
Laud. T bought the pony from s Mv-
ery man at Gerlasche to ride out here
on: some bucker, at that. Say., eome
to think about It, those cows you were
driving in were Three Stars.™

“That is just what they were, most
o' them. That’s what struck me as
d—n funny. Those cattle com’ from
up on the €ottonwood: tiwey hetonged
to a feller named Shelbhy.”

“You run 'em off?"

“That’s nome o' your d—n husiness.
That's where thev cuame from, an
Shelby's dead. But what Fm Inte>
ested In is how the h—} you got his
horse.”

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

“Now you look here, young fellow,
yvou know who I am. I reckon. It's
Indian Jce Laund talkin' to you. May-
be ver 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'Il give yer a
chance to prove it. [ 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,
put 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, coniprehending the
utter futility of any attempt at resist-
ance, did as he was told, managing to
retain the same coo! smile on his lips.
The murderous eves 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, . 4

“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 that way, Clean-
ed him up, have you Juan? Now, how
ahout 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 satisfled him, for
he turned to the prisoner, his revolver
still grasped |n readiness for instant
action,

*Go on in,” he commanded harshly.
“Ap’ tomorrow we'll zettle this case.”

Shelby walked past him without so
much ns a side glance, to all outward
uppearance quite at his. ease, Laud

»

closed the dour and the prisoner heard

him secure it with a stout wooden
bar. He stood there motionless; em-
deavoring to collect his thoughits,
the smile no longer on his lips, adv
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-
Hght found its way through the open-
Ing, which was further barred by two
stout wooden stakes. He stepped si-
lently across and tested them. finding
themr seiidly embedded in the logs. He
| feft his way cautiously about the room.
which was of small dimensions, con-
taining only a single stool, and a cot;
the floor was poncheon and the walls
of’ log, Neavily plastered with mud.
The' piace offered apparently no op-
portunicy for escape, and Shelby sat
down: on the edge of the cot discour-
aged:

He coutd' dfstinguish the volces of
the tliree: withent pizinly emough to
determine' wio: was speaking, but their
words were' Indistingwishable. Then
the murmur finally ceased, and he
thought one' of’ tlie: men had left the
house, pertiaps’ Both, yet that was
hardly likely. Someone remained cer-
tainly, for there' was: movement, and
the sound’ of  feet, mingled with the
clink of dishes: Pancha was evidently
clearing offi the' table. His thought
centered on'hery Had' Be made a mis-
take In thus: suddenly econfiding his
true story to'hertears? Yet, so far as
he knew, she had'said' nething to in-
Jure him, and’ had! made' no effort te
reveal his secret. Ihdeed' her actions
had rather expressed’ fear of Laud.
and a certain sympathy for 'him; sure-
ly that was what he had' read in the
depths of her eyes.
this be accounted 'for?” Stie' must eer-
tainly be one with  these others;
brought up probably from: chilidhood
in the atmosphgre of crime; and cer-
winly loyal to her brother;, i nothing
else.
ence her to show him the' slightest
consideration?

He sat with head 'in ' hts: Hunds, en-
deavoring to solve the mysteny, and|.
out from the dark, a possiblé explana-
tion flashed into his mind—>Macklin.
Could any relation she might have
with this fellow account: for a: desive:
to wish his escape alive?” I might:
the fact that he was already e hus-

to marry would quite  naturally ex=

tain conditions. If that' raseal' had!
made love to her, and nowvdellberate~

the Spanish blood would aceount for
all the rest. By heaven;: tiiat must
he it! He recalled the insi¥tence off
her questioning; the flash of Her eves;
the threatening gleam of' ter white:
teeth, Unconsciously he: had’' touched
the secret spring, and unloosed! the: ti
ger. Jealousy was the weagon—a: lovg
turned to hate, the fury.o# a: woman
scorned. To get Olga out'of Her: path
forever, she would risk anything, dave:
anything. Here then, was<#is: one: and
only chance. >
But could the girl serveshim, evem if
she desired to do so0?* He' reailzed
the seriousness of his pesition;: his
helplessness without some outside aid.
He had been a blind fow): to. venture
into this den alone; and even a, kind-
er fool to claim friendship with Han-
ley. The morning woul#ifind hims com-
pletely exposed, and! he hadl littie
doubt.what form vengeance wouwld as-

“Tomorrow We'll Settle Thh‘cm."

sume at the hands of these men. He
was like a condemned man 4n his tell
walting helplessly faor the certain hour
of execution. Worse thap that, even;
for His fate must Inevitably seal also
the fate of his wife, Her only chance
of rescue lay In 'his efforts, and he
was helpless. . There was not s thing
he could do; yet he tried again and

aons of the floor. block by block. dig-

Yét Fow could |

What then could'pessibly influ- p

band of the woman Mscktin: plannedi |

plain the entire situation: umier cer: }

Iy planned to desert her for-anothen; |

again desperately,. testing the panch:.

ging at the dried mud' between the
logx of the wall; endeavormg to gain
seme leverage upon the' hinges of the
door, and tugging once agaiw furious-
ly at those wooden stukis prstecting
the narrow window. His: fingess bied
| from the frantic effort to'tHus: Meosemw
| something, to yleld him an opportund-
| I3 te really exert his strength). These
efforts were wtterly useless;: there wae
‘not' & spoet of weakness to be’ discow-
eredl. I the place had been ortizinally
construeted as a prison it could! pot
have: beem' more securely built;. Mbn+
tally and physieally exhausted) He
flutig’ lilmeelf’ upon the floor, and' lay
there;. quivering from head to: foot):
with nerves: completely shattered.

The sllence beeame ghastly: any"
sound ' woulll’ Have been a relief. There:
was ne'one mwving about even In that
other'room,.an¥' the door between fitted!
too clbsety fos him te percelve any:
gleam of lighti. He listened intently;

God's name hadn't he fought it out
like a man?: Wiy Had he ever permit-
ted himself’to: e thus eaught like a'
trapped rat?” THe frenzy of disgust he
felt caused:hi¥m to: sit wp and stare
once moreati the: single star shining
through the“windaow.. What was that?
A shadow?” Suwvedfy something out yon-
der moved !’ ;

Silently, cauticasly; he: stepped on
the stool, and looited: out hetween the
bars, his heurt besting:like & drum. At
first he saw nothikrg, tle' Bleod seem-
ing to stand 'still. as- lie' guzed—then

the fingers of ‘a:batrd' grasped one of
| the wooden bars; andi a face rose
slowly just Inifremt of His ewn. A
whisper revealed:!the lduntisy of his
| visitor. 2
' “Senor, come: quetly: to) wiadow ; do
not speak loud.”’ :

1 “Pancha, you!' You wouldl talk with
| me, then?”

“I must know seme things; senor; 1
must be sure,” shie saidifiencely. “You
tell me tonight.tie truth;. senor; yow
; ot lie to me.”

“Not a sifigle mord,” hie ansured ber
| eagerly, his heart beginning te beat
| with new hope, hkis faceradaneed um-
. §i1 only the bams dividedl them, *“X
! trusted you.”

“You are Senow Shelby?"

“"es"l
*And she,
3 wife?”

MYes."

“She is prettyr woman; werrs pretty;
you not marriedl long?”

“No, only a few dayss: we had just
come to the ramch whearshe was tak-
en away.”

“But, senor,.why she -ga away if sive
be just married like you: say?: Wiy
she leave youy an’ run.offf with Sener
Macklin? Sha love heam: better than
you?”

“Love him}. She didimet run off. He
stole her, hoe and four: Indlans, after
leaving me for dead.”

“He not tcié eet to me:like that; he
say she wapt to marry: heem, an’” not
| you. That he took hermbtmsave her from,
| you; that she wouldi,not let leem
Beave her.. Then yousfight, an’ se get
keeled.”

Shelby lzmghed soititx.

i “So thati was Maoklim’s story, was
it? Welll it is nok exactly trwe,. I
ain’t saying she's ialowe with mie, or
nothin’ 1lte that, Imt she sure don't
hanker ngme after that chap. T tell
ver whyr he took imp—cause she’s got
a buncly o money comin’ her way.down
east that Macklirg, would like to get
his hapds: on.” .

“He-marry her

“Timi’s his game, no dombt, If It
works:. H not; ha/it evolve seme other:
1 domit think he.gives a cuss how‘lt‘s
done; o he ge's it—he gl his pre~
cloas: father,”

She stared: at
papted.

‘Bfaybe I sa» 't more clear naw,”
she exclaimed: “He mot love her,
tiem; he jusé want hex money, bah!
‘It eare not haw he get; that, if he not |

tis woman, IS your

him, with

lipps.

iget her. Yum take har away, Senor
iShelby, where he wmever sae her
{ again?”

“Of counse.”

i “An’ yow keop her married; to. you?”'

“Tll dos the bestt I' can. What do.
you mean, Pancha? Can you get us:
out of hore?” é

holding his- breath, buas kis head sank|:
back onte mere in: dejeetion. Why In"| |

:

thwt § wanted
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Feit Himself Wanting:

“I've* oftem been struck by the exs
treme lautewr of salesladies: Den’t'
you' suppose’ merchants suffer frem
it
“I'know one who dnes. Hé: tells: me
he féels like sneaking In the rear:door
of his estabiishment because he' sus-
pects: that his personal appearance
does not' meet with the approvat of
his clerks:at tie front door.”

— —————
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FOR INDIGESTION

A New Log Saw:

Cuts Fdster, Costs-Less, Makes
Morer Money for Users end’
Wounlis Whtle You Rest.

A new improvedi pewer log saw;.new:
being offered, outdoes el other 10g.saws -
in cutting; wood qmiekly and 'at’little-
cost. A\maw 4-cycle, high power moter
equipped# with OpeifPating. Magneto—
no battertas:to faillyou—makes the:saw
bite through logs fiaster than other log :
saws, It fiidshes iterent andis ready tor
‘another bwfore thaerdinary saw i#8well
started. This log saw—Tke Ottawas--hag »
& specldilydesigned fifetion clutcl; cons -
trolled biva lever;wiite® starts anst ktops. -
the saw.without: stepping the - engine,

power -log. saw- bas.thjs.imprevement,
Just like the. Ottawa. The Ottawa Log.,
Saw seils for Dless. money than apy.
powerrsaw of “amything:-likce:. its. sime..

R avntictie e’
TheJmproved Model, 4-H. P.Ottawa Lag Saw,.
@ne man wheels this; outfit frem ent.
to.cat and:log to log; Nke a. l@rrow.
Separate attachments eut dowm, trees.
amd cut up branches,. Extra power. lets,
the engine: do heavys-wark of gl} kinds..,
Owtlers of the Ottaswa Log Saw laugi
at coal shortiges amd are making big
money with ease, themachine.doing the.
work. 85ito 50 cordicut any day, raink
or dry, by one maw, are normpal figures.
And waed is approaching §20:a cord!:
The Ottmwa is comspact, simplé and dur-
able, It sells for-eash or eagy payments
and is; guaranteed:. If you ixave wood to
cut: the Ottawa Log Saw will be. the.
most, satisfactugy machina you've. ever.
ownad. We suggest that; you write the.
Ottawa Mfg. ©o., 2724 Wood St., Otta-
wa,, Kas., for: their complete new illus-

book “and prices, sent fnee to.
8lk readers of this paper.

BETTER
DEAD |

" “You lie. hid, Sesor, and

trust all to me.” ) i

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

The Wonder of Eggs.
Ome cannat find ameng he waltitude

of wonders In' unture anything more
marvelous than tle development of |
ap egg, writes Elsa G. Alen In the|
American ¥Forestry Magaxine. Wheth- '
¢x It be a butterfly which tlourishes for
a day only to die after depositing its
eggs, or a reptlle which lazlly leaves
Its eggs with only the warm sand 1o
mother them, or a fish, }Mke the salmon, |
which, with incredible strength, jumpg ’
the rapids to spawn In the upper |
_reaches af rivers, or most appeuling '
of all, a bird which bullds a beautiful
nest for its trepsures, the egg lu svery !
case Is structurally the rame, and the I
wirycle .of . life unfolds according ‘to
the sanie laws of ‘call %:vldun.‘ i

i

Life is a burden when the body
is racked with pain. Everything
worries and the victita becomes
deapondent and downhearted. Te
bring back the sunghine take -

GOLDMEDAL

CAPSULDS t

The national remedy of Holland for ever
200 years; it is an enemy of all palna re-
 sulting from kidney, Hver and uric acld
o e T ot ekl o ey b

BroWchlal Troubles
FERERTRRES
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Others: have. imieted, but; ner-octeer:-
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