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bad medicine again up at Shi-wah-ki 
! village. Red Snake always was a 
I little bit crazy—talking about the 
thieving white man that stole his 
country and looking for a chance to 
get the rest of his people killed off ”

"1 heard that down at Hallick's last 
week,” drawled a man in the crowd. 
"The Sioux is only waitin’ for the 
Great White Queen to come out o’ the 
heart o' the airth an' lead ’em on thi 
warpath. They got a surprisin’ plenty 
o’ arms, too, for, reservation Injuns. 
Dldja know that, Sheriff?”

Ti.e sheriff nodded slowly. ”1 wish 
Haines would get to,” he said. “I’d 
like to have a talk with him before 
we start Hut it's getting late.”

The dull thudding of tired horses’ 
hoofs from the other side of the hill 
below town came to him as an answer 
to his wish. Presently Haines and his 
companion joined, silently, the eager 
crowd at the station.

The owner of the Double Cross 
seemed to have aged ten years since he 
had driven away with Pauline from 
that same station platform only a few 
hours before. He was bowed and brok
en by the grim result of his merry 
plan. He would have given all the 
acreB of the Double Cross for just a 
word about Pauline; he would have 
given his life to know that she was 
alive. But he had learned nothing.

' “There’s nothing for it, sheriff, but 
to rake the whole country,” he said 
wearily. “They’ve hidden her some
where, if they haven’t killed her. And 
if they've kliled her, mind, it’s me you 
hang for it.”

The sheriff laid a strong hand on his 
old friend’s shoulder. “1 can get the 
state 'militia out to look for her, liai,” 
he said. “By the way, is there any
thing—anything queer about her?” he 
asked

“What do you mean?”
“Why, only that her folks have been 

writing to the Governor at Helena. 
Sikes just gave me this—from Gover
nor Casson himself. Who is this Ray
mond Owen? Who's been wiring to 
the governor?”

“That’s her guardian, I think.. H’m,” 
mused Haines as he read the message? 
“that is queer. I wish they’d have wir
ed me that yesterday.”

The sheriff folded the telegram and 
Come at putting it back in his pocket, stepped 

up on a box near the hotel door.
”1 want to call for a hundred vol

unteer citizens to go hunt this girl,” 
he announced.

There was no response save a gener
al scurry of the cowboys and miners 
for their horses. A minute later, all 
that was left of Rockvale was the 
buildings and the women, children and 
old men, who stood watching a cloud 
of dust blotting the Bur.set glow and 
listening to the retreating clatter of 
a flying cavalcade.

Sikes kept the office open late. At 
7 o’clock he telephoned to Mrs. Haines 
at the Double Cross.

“What does he say?” she cried. 
“Just one word 

in an aggrieved voice, 
sent ten words fer the same price,” 
he grumbled.

“Thank you, Curt. The one word Is 
enough.”
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The meaning of which every owner who buys from the Johnson 
Auto Sales Company will realize.

Careful men buy motor cars as they would a bond^-investigate 
the security back of it*.

They make sure that the agent for the car is substantial, successful 
and reliable, that his guarantee of the car is genuine and that his estab
lishment is such that the owner will be certain of Service—Real Ser
vice during the entire life of his automobile.

We are here with the experience to render such service.
Buy an automobile as you would a bond—investigate the security 

back of it.
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Johnson Auto Sales Co. Everybody will like the fat man’s looks when 
he wears our clothes. They will fit him and make 
him feel good.

We carry both “slims” and “stouts” in many 
bright new patterns. Long, thin men as well as 

short, fat men and “regular” men can get a fit in 
our store.

Try the store that tries to please you and has 
the goods to do it.

All fall Weight suits, flannel shirts and winter 
goods at cost.

Marmon Motor Cars
Hudson Motor Cars Phone140 2nd 

Ave. N. Maxwell Motor Cars 50
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fell from his chair aB he took the fol
lowing message over the wire at Mrs. 
Haines dictation;THE PERILS OF PAULINE Harry Marvin.

Fifth Avenue, New York: 

Panline kidnapped, 
once.

Written By Charles Çoddard ALCO CLOTHES SHOP
Mary Haines.

her perils in New York and wait for 
Stanford Marvin, wealthy manufac- others to forget therm She thought 

turer of automobiles, has worn him- of promise to Harry that she
self out by overwork. His son Harry, would not try to get Into any more 
and his adopted daughter. Pauline, scrapes, and an actual Utter of mirth 
love each other, but she wants to see <**oed weirdly through the cave, 
two years of thrilling adventures be- The echoes frightened her into si- 
fore marrying. Her reason is that she lence, and the thought of Harry made 
Is ambitious to be a writer. Old Mr. her turn suddenly from smiles to 
Marvin asks to see what she has writ- tears. In her former dangers—even 
ten. While Pauline and Harry are in when there seemed no slightest ray 
search of a magazine containing her of hope—she had always a buoying 
first story, Mr. Marvin opens the case trust that there was one man who 
of a mummy just received from Egypt, could save her. He had always saved 
Raymond Owen, his rascally private her. In his protecUng shelter she had 
secretary, helps lift off the front of come to feel almost immune from 
the case, but leaves old Mr. Marvin to harm. But with Harry three thousand 
remove the mummy’s bandages alone, miles away and totally Ignorant of her 
Marvin during a fainting spell, sees need of him no sense of Imagined pro- 
the half-exposed mummy come to life, tection soothed her now. She took it 
step out of her case, take a bracelet for granttd that Mr. Haines had been 
from her wrist and try to force it into made prisoner or killed. She knew 
his hands, while her lips reveal a the word would reach Mrs. Haines and 
strange message from the remote past, the latter would invoke all ithe powers 

Restored to consciousness by Harry in the state to seek her out; but she 
and Pauline, the old man believes it was sure she would be dead before 
all a dream, until, later, he finds the anyone unearthed this fearful hiding 
identical bracelet on the mummy’s place.
skeleton wrist. He promises Pauline N#w the light at the far end of the 

year to see life and places her in cave grew steadily more dim and Fau- 
A final Une judged that the day was waning.

She had not tried to keep auy tra^k 
of time, but she knew that her cap- 
tors had ridden with her for many 
hours and that it must now he hue 
afternoon.

The slowly increasing shadow made 
the "place very gloomy. It was like 
the creeping of Doom upon her; It 
was stealthy, menacing.

A rustling sound caught her ear. 
Sounds are animate or inaulmate. 
This was unmistakably the sound of a 
living thing-

Pauline trembled a little but she 
stood up. Was it man or beast that 
she had for companion In the myster
ious cave?

She took a faltering step forward. 
The dound seemed to come nearer. 
The cave hod gone almost pitch dark, 
and suddenly, from the mid-level of 

For many minutes Pauline lay «pros- the back wall—from the rock ledge— 
träte on the rocky floor of her new there flashed upon the sight of the 
prison house. She heard faintly the imprisoned girl two beady, burning 
crackle of horses’ hoofs as her captors 
rode off through the underbrush. 8he 
felt that she was utterly alone—hope
less of aid from friend or enemy; but 
her fear of loneliness—of death even 

less than her terror of her re-

SYN0P8I8 The Store of Values»»“What — what’s it 
Haines?” he gasped into the trans
mitter. It ain’t the young lady that 
Hal just took off the express is it?” ‘

“Yes, that’s who it is, Curt. Cabot 
and the boys are coming into town as 
fast as they can ride; but you call 
Sheriff Hill and get as many men as 
you can—in case we need them. You’ll 
hurry, won't you, Curt?”

“Yes, ma’am; and I’ll get your mes
sage right on the wire. They’ll put it 
ahead all along the line.”

If Curt’s speed in getting the tele
gram away was inspired partly by 
burning need of telling the news to 
Rockvale that did not reflect on Curt. 
He flashed after the New York mes
sage a terse call up and down the 
line to "Find the Sheriff,” and then 
bolted out to the platform. His shout 
was heard not only at the little hotel 
across the street from the station, but 
at the city limits of Rockvale, a good 
mile away. Rockvale answered the 
shout as a clan answering the bea
con’s flare. When Curt Sikes shouted 
It meant news.

His messages along the line hal lit
tle effect. He had spent the morning 
flaunting the mews to fellow operators 
and rival communities that the Ex
press had stopped at Rockvale. They 
had only half believed that, and now 
this added flourish was too much. Ev
en Sheriff Hill, whom the message 
overtook at Galesburg, fifteen miles 

south, laughed when he read it, and 
started for Rockvale only because he 
was going there anyway to get Case 
Egan.

“There ain’t much doubt now which 
is our leadin’ city—Butte or Rock
vale," he remarked as he swung into 
his saddle and set off with two depu
ties.

umean, Mrs.

felt the breath of the hot nostrils, the 
rough hair of a beast, as the thing 
sprang. She felt that the end had 
come, but she still clung to the ledge.

As she uncovered her eyes, slowly, 
she was astonished to see that the 
faint light had returned. It came, an 
she had thought, over a concealed 
shelf of stone above the rocky in
cline.

The eye® had vanished. The cave 
was still.

She began to scale the Incline. Her 
hands and feet at nubs and slits of the 
surface and a little higher she felt the 
cool dampness of earth and grasped 
the root of a tree. As she drew her
self up, she looked over a shelf aod 
saw at one end of it, the open day.

She crawled a little way upon the 
shelf—then stopped, fearful, 
hardly dared to go on. What if the ori
fice, large enough to admit the light, 
were too small for her to pass through. 
What If the light had been only a lure 
to torture her. What If she must re
turn to the darkness with—that thing 
unknown, the thing with the blazing 
eyes.

Pauline crept on with her eyes shut. 
A stronger glow of light upon the 
closed lids told her she had rj-.uhed 
the end of the shelving. Th«j next 
moment would tell her if she had 
reached freedom or renewed captivity 
She looked up.

told of their long and brave struggle 
with the w'hite men, who by the inter
vention of the wicked gods had been 
enabled to conquer them. But the time 
of vengeance and retribution had come 
after long years. The Indian was to 
return to his own.

"The Great Spirit Is sending us a 
leader,” said Big Smoke. "The Great 
Spirit has spoken to me and said: ’Do 
I will send a White Queen with golden 
hair. She shall come from the heart 
of the earth, and she shall lead your 
warriors against the oppressor.”

This was the third time Big Smoke 
had said this. That wag what made 
It most impressive to the listeners. 
Big Smoke had staked not only his 
reputation as a medicine man, but, al
so his life, upon this wonderful predic
tion, which had aroused his people 
as they had not been aroused in fifty 
years. F’or it was the law of the an
cient code that fulfillment must follow 
immediately after the third announce
ment of the miracle. If fulfillment 
failed there remained only the Great 
Death Stone in the valley. No prophet 
of the tribe had ever won in the race 
with the Death Stone.

And so the chiefs sat in respectful 
silence and the young braves arose ea
ger for the war dance when Big 
Smoke finished Bpeaking.

The dance, beginning slowly, waxed 
wilder; the tom toms beat more vi
brantly, until the whole village was 
encircled by the painted and bonneted 
tribesmen. The red glare of daylight 
fires illuminated the wild faces. The 
women cowered with the children be
side the tepees. In the midst of the 
tumult, the medicine man stood with 
hands stretched upward calling on 
the Great Spirit to Bend the White 
Queen.

When the dance had subsided, the 
council resumed its deliberations.

It was arranged that there should be 
a hunt that afternoon and the foxee 
or coyotes should be driven as near as 
possible to the settlements, 
would serve a double purpose. It 
would be a means of reconnoitering 
and It would make the whites think 
the Indians were engaged in peaceful 
pursuits.

'Cornin’," said Curt 
He could’ve

i Red Snake was one of the younger 
chiefs of the Sioux. He was too young 
to have had a share in the bloody laBt 
stand of his race in their Montana 
fastnesses; hut he was old enough to 
have watched the dwindling of spirit 
and power among them for twenty 
years.

And every day of watching kindled 
new fire of hate in the breast of the ’ 
Indian. In him the spirit of his fath
ers had left the old unquenchable be
lief in the Day of Restoration, when, 
by some supernatural intervention, the 
Indians would return to their lands, 
and civilization be lost in the obliter
ating wilderness.

The officers of the agency had had 
trouble with Red Snake on several 
occasions. Twice he had started out 
at the head of war parties and had 
been caught just in time to prevent 
bloodshed among the isolated settlers. 
But of late—that is, until within the 
last two months—he had been docile 
and peaceful. The new disturbances 
-—the occasional shooting of a cowboy 
and the 'petty stealing of cattle dated 
from the beginning of the sway of a 
new roedicime man in Red Snake’s 
principal village of Shl-wah-ki.

HIb name was of many syllables In 
the native tongue, hue he was known 
to the whites as Big Smoke. He was 
a young Indian who had spent some 
years among the whites in the South
west, had made a pretense a getting 
an education, but had reverted violent
ly to the life and faiths of his fathers. 
Big Smoke had predicted to Red Snake 
the coming of the Great White Queen, 
who would empower the arms of the 
redman to overthrow the whites and 
would make him again master of his 
rightful lands.

Red. Snake squatted on a blanket 
beside his tepee, listened with immo
bile features but with a thrilled heart. 
He summoned a council of the chiefs 
secretly, and the medicine man ad
dressed his message to them also.

Thereafter the Indians of Shi-wah- 
ki were restive. Their growing spirit 
of rebellion manifested itself in fool
ish little offenses against the white 
men. The offenses were punish ad 
■with the white man's customary stern
ness and thfB increased the rancor of 
the Indians.

’ It increased too, the fulfillment of 
the strange prophecy of the coming of 
the White Queen.

On the very day when the white 
man's village of Rockvale was to a 
hubbub of excitement because of the 
kidnapping of Pauline Marvin, the vil
lage of Shl-wah-ki, in its far mountain 
nest, was tumultous with a different 
fervor.

Into the circle of the assembled 
chiefs rimmed with awed faces of 
squaws and papooses, had danced the 
weird figure of Big Smoke. He had 
been called upon by Red Snake to an
nounce what further his medicine had 
revealed to him of the White Queen.

Big Smoke wore the head of & wolf 
with cows horns set over the ears. 
His lithe red body was covered with a 
tong bear skin. His legs were hare to 
the tope of his gayly beaded mocca
sins.

He circled the silent group .with 
fantastic gyrations and stopped finally 
In the center. Lifting his hands, he 
addressed the-tribe Vest in glow- 

-hetorlc, he pictured the ancient 
story of the Sioux—their wealth in 
lands, their prowess in the hunt, their 

.triumph over all other redmeo. He

She

one
the guardianship of Owen, 
heart attack gives him just time to 
write on the doctor’s prescription pad 

brief and simple will. Then hea very
dies. A lawyer tells Owen that he 
would have permanent charge of Pau
line’s vast estate if something Bhould 
happen to her before she 
Hicks, a racetrack man, and Owen 
conspire to kill Pauline. The preced
ing chapters have dealt with the many 
efforts of the two to accomplish this.

In Pauline’s latest adventure she 
goes West to visit friends. Owen and 
Hicks have her stolen by villainous 
gunmen who thrust her into a cave to 

die.

marries.

Three of Red Snake's young war
riors had gained most of the plaudits 
of the village during the afternoon of 
the hunt. They rode together and not 
only did they bring in many foxes and 
coyotes, but much news of the white 
people. They had met armed men 
throughout all the mountain country, 
riding up and down the river. The 
armed men had greeted them fairly 
and had asked them for Information 
of other white mem—-who had stolen 
a girl and carried her away. The 
white men were thus fighting among 
themselves. It waa a propitious time 
for the coming of the new Queen.

These three young men about 8 
o’clock in the afternoon, had just 
started the drive of a coyote towards 
the level country when the quarry 
doubled suddenly and turned toto the 
hills.

With shouts and shots, the Indians 
pursued it, but their horses were no 
mach for it on the devious wooded 
p&thB, and grunting their disgust they 
saw it dive into a burrow in a rocky 
hellow of the cliff.

The hunters were tired and disgust
ed with their final failure. The dis
mounted amd stood about the mouth of 
the burrow grumbling and "cursing 
their luck” in an ancient tongue. At 
last two of them mounted and Btarted 
to ride away, and their companion 
followed, slowly, leading his horse.

A sound made him turn his head. 
With a cry of mingled fear and joy, 
of awe and triumph, he threw himself 
prostrate before the mouth of the bur
row.

The other Indians dashed back. 
They literally fell from their horaea 
to the feet of the wonderful being that 
had risen from the heart of the earth 
—the promised goddess that would lead 
them against the oppressors. In the 
poor, disheveled person of Pauline, 
coming from her «prison cave, they 
saw their great White Queen.

CHAPTER XVI.

He found something more than over
done home town pride in Rockvale, 
however. The narrow streets were 
filled with men, women and curious, 
wide-mouthed children. Horses, pack
ed for long riding, with rifles hol- 
stered to the saddles, were tied all 
along the rallB of both the main ho
tel and the station. Curt Sikes was 
the center of a changing but ever in
terested group, but two of the Haines 
posse wh
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CHAPTER XV.

This

Hal Haines's best driving team was 
lathered with foam and the buckboard 
swung through the gate on two wheels any repo
as Bill Cabot drove bock to the Double Hid news of the hold up, were now 
Cross Ranch. the main objects of attention.

The young cowboy whom Haines had Briefly they told the story of the 
ordered to carry the news of disaster pursuit. With Haines leading they 
to Mrs. Haines was gasping for breath had struck a trail that took them to 
when the expectant hostess, who had the river. They had waded the river
heard the sound of wheels, appeared and found no trail on the other side
in the doorway. Seeing the buckboard K«nowing the bandits had taken the 
and only Cabot driving It, she knew middle of the stream, Haines had di-
instantly that «something had gone vided his party. He sent two men
wrong. down stream, one on each side and

“What is it, Wilir she asked run- he and the three others rode up stream 
ning down to the gate. “Didn’t she ‘wo on each side, 
come? Has anything happened to After long, rough riding, Haines had 
Hal?" found a trail coming out of the water.

“She was held up and carried off, All four had followed it a long way. 
Mr». Haines,” said the cowboy with There were three bandits making the 
his head bent trail, but the three stopped and each

“I know; I know. You played the took a different direction, one straight 
Joke; but—what happened?” She look- up into the hills, one straight down 
ed at the foaming horses. “What made Into the valley and the other off here 
you drive home like this?” she de- towards town. Haines and one man 
manded. had started on the trail to the hills.

“She wass’t carried off by us, Mrs. The other two—the two talking now— 
Haines. Some other crowd got ahead had each taken one of the other trails, 
of us—some crowd that meant what hut had lost them, 
they was doing. The Boss and the Haines would lose his, too. It had 
boys has got the trail by this time, I been a clean, u tv to-date expert piece 
guess. The Boss said I should come of work—this kidnapping. The geta- 
and tell you.” way had been a Work of art. Just as

F’or a moment Mrs. Haines looked the hold up had been a wonder-piece
at him In doubt. of stage setting.

“Is this another joke, Will?” she “You saw all the gang that held 
asked. "There hasn't been a hold-up you up?” asked the sheriff, 
in this section for ten years." “We wasn’t held up—tba’d been a

“I guess the jokin’ is all knocked little too rich, I guess.” said one of the 
outa all of, us,” answered Bill, turn- cowboys 
ing shamefacedly away. “No, ma'am, the rirl that was stopped.” 
this is the truth and—and 1 wish the “Well, then, I mean did Haines see 
Boss had took some one else’s horse the °nng? Were any of them Indl- 
lnatid of mine.” ans?”

“Never mind. They’ll have all the “Injuns? No. The Boss thinks 
men in Montana out to find that girl, pn^e of them were cattle-crooks from 
If this Isn’t a hoax,” cried Mrs. HalneB the Case Wgan «outfit. I guess they 
In a voice that choked. “Qo tell the Pin’t no Montons. Injuns that’d start 
other boys to get ready. The sheriff anriMn' like tbs- ’’ 
will want them. If Hal doesn’t,” “You guess a lot more than you

She sped back to the house and with a know ” paid the sheriff quietly. “I 
trembling hand rang the bell of the old- may he calling on any of yon hove 
fashioned telephone that furnished a i for some fast work against old Red 
new Hesotji» to the ranches. I these days.”

A moment later Curt Sikes, the tele- “V^hat’s the trouble, sheriff?’ 
phone operator at Rockvale, almost * "Oh, Just one of their devils brewing

ip bad Just come in without 
n of capture, but with all the

—was 
cent companionship.

Rested a little, she sat up and un
tied the rope from her ankles, 
light from some hidden orifice in the 
top of the cave behind a shelving wall, 
seemed to become brighter as her eyes 
became more and more accustomed to 
the shadows. She arose and began 
to inspect the cave

She found that she was confined in 
a chamber of rock about forty feet 
long and twenty feet wide. The bot
tom and roof converged slightly to
wards the end farthest from the giant 
boulder that formed the door. But ev
en there the cave was twenty-five feet 
high.

The boulder door was Bet into the 
rock with remarkable accuracy, and 
not a wisp of light came through the 
brush that covered the crevice. Pau
line, after a brief hopeless test of her 
frail strength against the weight of the 
granite mass, moved slowly along the 
wall to the extremity of the chamber.

Here, about seven feet from tht floor 
ran a ledge of rock, between two and 
three feet in width; and from this 
ledge upward the wall slanted at an 
angle of 45 degrees to a wide shelf or 
fissure. It was from this fissure that 
the faint light had come.

Pauline groped her way back along 
the other wall to the front of the cave 
again. Despairing, she sat down on 
the chill stone. The events of the last 
few hours had left her in a state of 

The holdup of the

Pauline after her first startled cry, 
stood spellbound by the two glowing 
eyes that shone from the far end of 
the cave.

There was not light mow save for 
the eyes. The rift in the roof from 
which the mysterious glow had come 
seemed to have been closed suddenly. 
The pitch darkness made the eyes 
doubly terrible, and just perceptibly, 
they moved and flashed, which showed 
they were living eyes.

Pauline longed to scream, but could 
not. The mystery of the creature fas
cinated her. Behind those fiery points 
imagination could picture all manner 
of horrid shapes. Was the creature 
about to spring upon her? Would it 
attack, or was it as afraid as she?

The eyes vanished as suddenly as 
they had appeared. The low rustling 
sound came again; then the utter si
lence.

Pauline, freed of the uncanny gaze, 
was able to think and àct. If that ani
mal could find its way into her prison 
house, there must be another entrance 
to the cave.

It was plain that the animal had 
been crouching on the rock above the 
ledge. Pauline began again to grope 
around the wall. She could uow touch 
the top of the ledge and now in sev
eral places she found small crevices 
in the wall by which she tried to 

,climb.
Time and again she fell back. Her 

«soft hands were torn by the Jagged 
rock; her dress was In shreds her 
long golden hair fell down upon her 
shoulders. She might have been some 
preternatural dweller of the place.

At last her foot held firm In a cre
vice three feet above the top of the 
floor. Clutching the ledge-top, pbe 
groped for another step—and fount It 
Tn a moment she was on the ledge

She sank there, covering her face 
with her bands. The eyes had blazed 
again hardly three feet away. She

A dim

1

A
I

:
m
§j

V
r

%
They thought ,‘Mj

Harry had planned to accomplish 
mighty labors tn the absence of Paa- 
llne. With masculine fatuity he let 
himself believe 
away—that a man can get more work 
done with his goddess afar than when 
Cupid has a desk in hla office.

It did not take more than thirty-six 
hours to turn separation Into bemann 
ment; not more than fortv-elnht to 
turn his “freedom for work” dato ala-

before she wentIt was Boss Haines an’

mental vertigo, 
buckboard and her carrying oft by the 
bandits seemed fantastically Impos
sible. She beat her white bands against 
the stone to make sure that she was 
not the prisoner of a dream.

No other woman but Pauline could 
have smiled under such circumstances; 
but It was like her to find faint solace 
for her fears In the grim humor of her 
plight.

So this was her escape from scenes 
of adventure. This was the "great, safe, 
quiet West," where Bhe should forget

very to the fidgets. The office, 
of a refuge, became a priem 
He preferred to be at ham, to 
air was tinctured, the walls vt 
memories of her.

However? he made a prêt
sticking to the grind, and ft ____
until the Thursday on which Ms tihbV 

(Continued On Page 6.)

Tf
-m

..

a
■ ?,

ijjE

mBMammamaatoaaHmtomiaailMiÉÊÊmmMÜUiÜidÉA m


