
YELLOWSTONE VALLEY STAR

er'

•4 • • • • 6 •• ***** • 4 • • • ***** • • ************** • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • **************** • • • • • ••fl
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
.
•
•
•
•
•.•.•
•
•
•

. .
I

.
.

•
•
•
•
•

C

I ID) \
I - A\
1 \

i

II S OF
, IRO

, 1 \

I

1

•
•.
•
•

,
•
.
•

By RANDALL PARRISH
,

Copyisht A. C. McClurg & Ca

•
•.... 
•
•

, •. ******** • • • ***** • • • • • • • •• • ••••• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •• • • • • • • • •  

"YOU CARE FOR ME."

Speopsis.—Tom Shelby, a rancher,
rides into 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 retied army man of
whom little is known. A girl, still
In her teens, survives Calkins. Mc-
Carthy, a salbon keeper and Pon-
ca's leading citizen, decides that
the girl, now 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
constellation, she selects Shelby,
who had gone along mPrely as a
spectator. The weding takes
place and the couple set out for
Shelby's ranch. With them is
"Kidy 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 recovers 'consciousness to
And 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 the bandits and bad Indians,
'teaching Wolves' Hole, he ie dis-
covered by "Indian Joe" and forced
to accompany him into the hole.
Here he' claims to be one of the
conspirators and Is locked up pend-
ing developments. He confides in
a Mexican girl, Poncho, In love
with Macklin, who intends to
marry Olga. Pancha, planning to
get rid of her rival, releases Shel-
by and guides him to a hidden
cave.

CHAPTER X.—Continued.
—10--

Doscending was far 'tl-tiler than lb
-toilsome climb through the darknes
.of the night before. There was noth-
ing in sight so far as the mouth of the
ravine where it opened into the main
valley. Beyond that he could per-
-eeive moving figures, and occasionally
:hear the sound of a distant voice. It
wan clearly evident to his mind that
something unusual must have oc-
curred—some news of disaster or ap-
jSrOaching danger—to arouse such ex-
ottement among the citizens of the
Hole; ap/ he also felt cqpineRct.that
this mare important thing had for the
',.ime,being, at least, rendered his own
OS cape a matter of small considera-
tion. If any attempt had been made
lo trail him, this effort had certainly
already been abandoned. As he leate•ci
ferth from his hiding place he saw,
acarcely a hundred yards away, the

• log walls of that hut, concealed among
the trees which he had dimly noted
from the crag above. This was prob-
ably where Olga had been cOnfined.

• Via heart beat rapidly .as he studied
the outlines. Could she he there stili
Was Macklin with her? or had she
Ibeen left there under guard of vomne of
Ills Indian allieS?

If she was there, and not too se-
torely guarded, It might be possible
for him alone to effect her rescue. The
Inspiration to make the attempt np-
pealed to him strqngly. If he only
could get her away unobserved as far
as that cave, he believed it possible to
follow the trail to the summit. The
project appeared simple enough, as lie
turned It thus over in his mind; at
least It surely could do no harm for
turn to determine definitely if the lady
still remained imprisoned there. He
would venture far enough to assure
himself that this must, be the, fact.

:Shelby was sufficiently conscious of
danger to use every precat,tion; the
<raining of years came to his old. The
rocky banks of the stream w.ere suf-
ficiently high to conceal his advance,

4 amid the creek curved about so as to
approach the hut within a few yards.
Assured that the water would thus
conceal his trail, he crept across the
narrow open space, and lowered him-
self over the bank, crouching knee
deep in the cold stream, safely tinder
cover. Thus protected he waded slow-
ly downward. 'He saw no evidence of
any guard, and became convinced the
cabin also was deserted; that if this
was actually the place where Olga
had been confined on arrival, she had
since been removed elsewhere. .

As he drew nearer the place appeared
old, rather dilapidated and long desert-
ed, a shack scarcely fit for human habi-
tation any longer. The one window was
twangs] up, and the patched roof of
the lean-to sagged dismally. This was
certainly not the place; no one appar-
-ently had lived there for many a year.
Atilt, now he had ventured so much, it
might be well to take a look inside.
Assuredly no harm could be -done by
tie searching the rooms, and this
would requirs only a m-notnenti or two.

He drew himself up into the weeds,
und wiggled his way forward until he
Obtained a full view of the door. It
ram tightly • closed, but unguarded
without. indeed his. search, revealed
Ito sign that the hut had been visited
for months, until he came within
yard or two of the long step_ before

t, She entrance; theu,,A1 suddenly .en-
isountered footprintr in the softer
ground, and was able to distinguish
where some one—more :than one, be
thought—had pushed a passage
through the surrounding tangle of
weeds': He studied these signs intent-
1. yet discerned nothing resembling

a woman's shoe. The moccasin-shod
feet, however, had passed over the
ground again and again, and he even
believed, one, and perhaps more, of
the wearers had sat on the doorstep
impatiently stamping their feet. To
his judgment the place had indeed
been under guard, and that recently—
the marks were comparatively fresh
and cleaneut, aa---though made within
a few hours.
Then; in all probability, this had

'been the priaon where his wife was
held. He had stumbled upon it. Here,
undoubtedly, was the very spot where
she had been confined under guard
during the past night, yet she certain-
ly was not there now. • The deserted
appearance of the place was proof
positive that she had been taken else-
where. Voices sounded oft toward the
broader expanse of valley, but too far
away to present danger; even as he
stOod cautiously up, and looked out
over the tops of the weeds he could
see nothing to create alarm. He was
alone, unseen, unsuspected, and yield-
ed to the desire to learn what was
within the hut. She might have left
some message, some sign of her pres-
ence, which would prove a clue.
The outer cloor was secured merely

by a wooden latch, and opened easily
to his touch. Afraid lest some un-
known eye might mark his movements,
Shelby glided quickly in through the
narrow opening, and instantly pressed
the door shut behind him. He was in
almost total darkness, the only light
finding entrance between the III-fitting
boards at the single window. He felt
his way blindly across • the room,
guided by this dim ray, and, discover-
ing one of the boards somewhat
loosened, managed to wrench it free,
thus permitting the gray daylight to
gala entrance. This rye him a dim
view Of the interior, a nearly square
room, inexpressibly dirty; and without
furniture, except a rough bench thrust
back against one wall.

Straight acrtss from where he stood
some black object lay upon the floor,
so indistinct in its outlines he could
not, in that faipt light, determine
what It might be—a pile of rags, per-
haps, or a shapeless heap of rubbish.
He stepped foreord, curious to learn
its nature, yet stopped sttddenly, 'star-
ing down•lia speechless horror. He was
beside the bodies of two men, both
dead, gripped together, stiffened in
the 'very attitude with which death
had overtaken them. They had died
fighting like wild dogs,. and their
strange posture told the whole story.
Shelby, crushing hack the dread he
felt, tried to part them, but the atif-
felled limbs would not yield. One was
a white man, the other an Indian, the
latter shot through the chest, the for-
mer apparently choked to death, the
rigid red fingers of his antagonist still
clutching his throat. Beyond on the
floor lay a revolver and a' knife.
Shelby Stared. at the gruesome scene,

unable to remove his gaze. In the
dim light the features of the two men
wee almost unrecognizable. What
had caused this ;tragedy? this tierce

Both Dead, Gripped Together.

death grapple? Ile Could only con-
jecture from what little he knew of
the circumstances. Beyond doubt ong'
of these antagonists would be the
guard w11(1111 71111C1(1111 had left tp
watch over his captive while be de-
parted. But the other? Some one
who sought entrance probably; sonic
one endeavoring to reach the woman,
either inspired by good or evil intent.
Yet which wits the guard? which the
Invader? .Those who had accompanied
the Kid at the ranch were all Indians,
and It was therefore most likely that a
savage had been left to watch • over
the girl. Then it was the white man
who thus sought. to reach her. For
what purpose? '
Shelby: bent down. nfid peered

let° the ngonizea face of the
•

dead white man. The features were
discolored, distorted from the agony
In which he had died, the lips drawn
back, disclosing a grinning row of
teeth. The face scarcely appeared
human, and yet war, vaguely familiar.
He had seen it once before, revealed
In the glare of a match, and the recol-
lection came back hatiating him—the
fellow was Slagin, Hanley's partner.
Then be had come there for no good!
Had come there in the night like sc
slinking car, knowing of Macklin's ab-
sence, to carry out some foul object of
his own,
The ranchman drew In a long

breath, and stood up. The silence and
gloom oppressed him, as his eyes once
more swept about the dismal spare
ment. It was surely a fit abode for
murder, but the sight of those two
dead bodies interlocked on tlu; floor
was more than he could bear. • Obey-
ing the first impulse he dragged them,
still gripping each other, across the
floor, and thrust them under the bench,
flinging over them the folds of a tat-
tered blanket.
But what of her—Olga? Surely no

one could have been here einee these
two men fought? Otherwise their
bodies would have been found, and
cared for. It must be that Macklin
had not yet returned, and that Hanley`
knew nothing of Singin's desperate
ve2ture. Then the girl must still be
cMfined in the house, helpless to es-
cape and guarded by these dead men.
The .thought sent the ,blood surging
into Shelby's throat, 'and his eater
eyes sought the only door, opening
through time side wall. It wa's tightly
closed and secured by a strong bar of
wood. He picked up the revolver
from the floor, anti went swiftly for-
warti, prepared to face whateVer 'might
be . ieVealed beyond. The bar fitted
snugly, yet he forced it free of the
clasps, and pushed the door open with
his knee, watchfully peering into the
darkness behind. He saw nothing, no
flutter of movement,' no evidence that
the place was occupied. In spite of
daylight without, the room, with its
shuttered windows, remained black.
His heart almost ceased to bent, yet
he advanced into the room, flinging
the door wide open behind him. This
esttpitiod sufficient light to. enable Sloe
to (tinily make out his surroundings---
a couch, covered with a bearskin, a
rudely made chair, a buckei: of water
in one corner, and a faintly revealed
figure against the further wall.
"Olga!" he exclaimed, "Olga!"
She moved, leaning forward eageri,
"Who are you? Who calls me?"
"It Is you, then?" he sprang forward.

"Don't he afraid; I am Shelby!"
sSlielby—you! Tom Shelby! 9

Cod! this 18 not a dream?"
"No, no! I am just ris real as you

are. See; toucieme. You thought I
was dead?"
Her bands were in his own ; her

eyes, stilt incredulous, searching his
face in the dim light.
"Dead—yes! They told me so; an

Indian said he had crushed in your
skull. He boasted of it; and when
asked that Macklin, he only langhefl,
when he sold it was so."
"Laughed, how?"
lier eyes fell.
"Ile—he didn't seem to think it

could make much difference to MP ;
that I would care."
"But do you know who he is? Did

he tell you? Did the fellow explain
his in tpils outrage?"
"I do not know,; lie•had no time, no

opport unity ; we were never alone.
What do you mean? Vona this all
done for sonic deillieratpurpose?"
"Yes, it was. Olga. -Ills name is not

Macklin .at all ; It is probably Churchill
—have_ you 0.er heard that name be-
fore?",
"No; I am sure not."
"It was your mother's name. she

came from Virginia, and. was heirt.sq
to considerable property. It was left
to her in trust, and her uncle was the
trust l'e,"
"My mother?"
"Yes; she never knew this Nvlillp she

lived. but your father learned some
of the facts after her death, and en-
deavored to verify them. Illm search
was what started trouble; for your
uncle, the trustee—his name is Cor-
nelius Churchill—had made no effert
to locate the heir to the property left
In his cafe. instead he had used the
[money. believing himself perfectly
safe. When lie learned of. your . fn-

saspielons, he •became fright-
en C(1 ."

'Van Ibis be true?"
"It evidently Is, true, strange as It

seems. Then your father was killed.
!wimps through some row engineered
by Churchill to put •Iiim out of the
way, amid tiwy made every effort to
find you. You alone stood betWeen
Ahem and this ill-gotten wealth. For-
e:1111100y you could not immediately be,,
located; you hind, been hidden away In
a Catholic school, and, before Church-
ill succeeded in discovering what
school you were at, Calkins took you
away, and destroyed every troll."

ucalkias Who slid ,A.hat. was he?"
"A sergeant in your father'atroop;

a faithful fellow to whom your father
had confided his story befOte be died.
Ills one object was to keep you safely
out of Churchill's bands Until you
should become 91 age. That was why

he dragged you from town to town'
and kept you in poverty."

thi:":1!‘e'lat;,n‘nVolity 

did 

answer that; no doubt he

he never tell me all

thought it best ; believed the time had
not come. I understand he acted under
legal [Mice: Then, you know, his
death was Very sudden,"
"Did he kill himself?"
'I do not think so now. That was

the Story in ponce, but it le my belief
he was murdered. You had finally
been traced; the 111R11 who had suc-
ceeded in finding your traj: was in
Ponca. Calkins had to be put out of
theiwwo'cui

y---."mtlean Macklin?"
"Yes; only. as I say, that is prob-

ably not the fellow's name—he is Cor-
nelius Churchill's son."
"Where—where did you learn all

this?" -
."Macklin told the story, when he
was drunk, to another rascal. I crept
up to a camp-fire ooe night and heard
the latter relate the tale."
"Where was this?"

• "On Dragoon creek."
"Yes—but when?" '
"Night before last; while I was

seeking to trail you." • •
• She had never released her grasp of
his hand; now it tightened.
"Night before last; you—you never

knew it before?"
"Certainly not."
"You didn't marry me be—because

I had all this money?"
Shelby laughed lightly.
"Lord, no; I tiever suspected you

had five cents."
,..."And—and," she went on earnestly,

"you—you followed after me, hurt as
YOU was, never kopwing about all this
—just—beenuse It was me?"
"That's sure right; leastwise until I

struck this outfit over on Dragoon
creek, and I can't say that I cared a
d—n about the money At all; only it
gave me a notion of what was up. I'd
come just the same; you can bet yotm
life on that."
"Oh, I am glad you said so! And

you—you actually don't care for the
money?"
"Care for it! Little girl, I ain't

given it a thought. I'm here for—
you!"
"Me? You care for me?"

' "Well, I reckon I must. Long as

ain't 
Iryou're my. wife, I'm your husband,

"Yes," she said, rather wearily, "I
understaml."
Her glance was toward the open

door into the other room, and she
seemed anxious to change the tdimic.
"What—what happened out there

last night? Do you know? There was
tightink, and a shot fired. I ant sure I
heard a cry, as though some one was
hurt, and then after that everything
WRS silent."
"There was a fight," he answered.

."and it cast IIVPM of two men—
one white, the other Indian. I found
them gripped in each other's arms
there on the floor, both dead!"
'"Both dead! Two of them out

there. how horrible! Who are they?"
"One must have been your guard."
"Yes, the Indian; but the other?"
"A ruffian nsamed Singh); lie was

one of the fellows I overheard talk-
ing about your case. He must have
known that Macklin left you here
alone last night, and came to see you
for sonic purpose. Ile must have en-
countered the Indian unexpectedly,
and the two weitt into the death grap-
ple."
"And—both were killed?
"Yes; the red was shut. 111111 the

white clinked to death. It was a game
fight all right. I,couldn't pry the fel-
lows apart."
"And they are there now?" ,
"Not in sight—no; I rolled the

bodies back under a bench out of
sight, and threw an old blanket over
them. Now see here, Olga," he went
on earnestly, "we've got to get out of
here before anyone comes. I know a
place where we can hide, and a troll
that leads up froinithis Hole; but the
first thing to do Is to get safely away
before Macklin gets back. You will
go with me?"
"Of course; but do you dare make

the attempt by daylight?"
"I don't dare anything else. Every

quote we waste here adds to our
danger. You have nothing to take
with you?"
She abbot: her head; then 'suddenly

she lifted her eyes again, and looked
him directly in the face.
"Tom Shelby." she asked impetuous-

ly. "Is what you said actually true—
that you are just doing this because
you !MVO got to, being my husband?"

Ile stared fit her, surprised, R11(1

confused by so direct a question.
"Sure; that's what I ought. to do,

Ain't it? But maybe you don't exactly
sabe what I 11144111. -I—T reckon I've
got to think in' a lot about you lately:
since (lint galoot took you 'away I
mean; .nnii—iind well. I'm n d—ii glad
you are may wife," lie broke forth des-
perately. "That's honest how I feel
about It."
The Clear eyes watching.lilin

and she stretched out her hand, •
"You tire sure then it Is not just

You really want me to go Willi

"I ain't much good telling these
things, but that's 'hat I want. I
reckon there ain't no world big enough
In keep me from linntin' you imp—Cod!
did you hear that?"

It was the harsh voice of a man
singing, the voice of Joe NIA:1M.

CHAPTER Xi •

A Shot in the Dark.
-She stood clutdiltig him tightly, both

staring In startled fear. out through
the open door-Into the dim light of the
front room. The .whole situation
flashed through Shelby's mind—if
Macklin was alone. lie conk' handle
him; yet there :was danger that the

man might shoot; and the import be
overheard by others. Then, again, he
might not be alone, It was better ti
tuake sure first, and then act. But
how? A possibility occurred to hum—
It was dark Within that second room,
he could slip back pito the corner, and
remain concealed; perhaps the fellow
would talk, would reveal his plans; at
least, once at 11114 ease, he could be
made the victim of surprise. But
would Olga play the part necessary?
"Can you act?" lie whispered hastily.

"We must fool that fellow.-".,
"How do you mean? What am I to

db?"
"Make him talk. Let him think you

are all right; above all keep him from
suspicioning that I ant either here, or
even alive."
"But how can I?" breathlessly,

"with the door unbarred, and those
dead men? Ile will know something
has gone wrong."
"Tell him they fought and killed

each other, but that first they un-
barred the door. You found them
there,l and dragged the bodies .under
the beach. You dared tiot go away;
you were afraid—make up some story.
Here he is now!"
He lett her frightened and disnuiyed

by this sudden emergency, and sprang
back into the darkest corner, crouch-
ing against the log wall. If she would
only induce Macklin to reveal his
plans, galn his confidence. Ile Mold

"God! Did You Hear 'That?"

see her there In the dim light bending
forward and listening, a slender girl-
ish figure. Then the outer door crashed
open, letting In a flpod of light from
without, and a step sounded heavily
On the floor. The young woman
straightened up, the clear profile of
her face revealed. Serithow Shelby
knew she had braced heritelf for the
contest. Macklin must have stopped
just withiol the door, staping about
him In uncertainty.
"What the hi—I Is up here?" he

burst forth angrily, confused by the
gloom. "S'ain, where. are you any-

"Who Is Sam?" she asked quietly.
• nod taking n step forward. "Is that
the. name of the Indian you left on,
guard?"

lie gazed at her open-mouthed, for
the moment too astonished to even
find speech.
"What !" he stammered finally,

"why, what are you doing out here?
Who opened that door? Wliere is the
(1—d red snake. anyway?"

"I do not know very much more
than you do." she replied quietly.
"There was a fight out here sonic time
during the night, and the bar across
time floor' was knocked down."
"A fight ! who were they?"
"A white man, and the guard. They

were both killed."
"Both—both killed?'' lie seemed un-

able to grasp the fact. "Who was ihe
wIlite man?"
"I do not know."
"And you did not even ruin away?

Did not try to esctipe?"
"Where could . 1 go?" site Reked,

"What was there for me to do but
wgit for you to return?"
"Well, If this don't beat h—l!" he

exclaimed. "Why I thought you was
afraid of 111P. 1.011 liey?"
"No; I-1 don't think I nin. Yon

were not rough with me, and—and you
sold you would have something Inter-
esting to tell me 'when you got hack."

Macklin laughed, evidently relleverl.
81.te bad spoken as a child might
whose curiosity had been aroused,
"Oh, I see, my girl; yoll've been

thinking this over, have yen, and de-
cided 1 might not he quite so ball after
till. I thought maybe *you'd get over
I hat tantrum after incline, fer sharks!
I knew that feller Shelby was noft,In'
to you. You just married hini ter git
away from Poncn—didn't you?"

"A single shot rang out
sharply. He saw Macklin fling
up his arms and reel back-
ward."

(TO BE CONTINUED-)

Mr. Simpkins in Hard Luck.
Mr. Simpkins was complaining to his

hosom friend, Jenkins, about the nu-
merous Ills his wife had brought upon
him In the course of their association.
"When first I met her," he said, "I was
form* dinnir ‘vith adurliration. yhen I
married her I was blind with love 
and now," he lulled, "I'm deaf from
her everlasting talkIng.".,

Groves .`
iS the Genuine

and Only
Laxative

BrOMO

Quinine
tablets

The first and original Cold and
Grip tablet, the merit of which
is recognized by all civilized
nations.

Be careful to avoid Imitations.

Be sure its BrOMO

The genuine bears this signature
SOc.

Proved.
Edward Charles we's a logical sort

of person. Incidentally, he was in
love. But love wasn't strong enough
to swamp his !ogle.
Titus it -was that Eve Maude, his

adored one, received the following
strange love letter:
"Eve Maude, I love you.
"First—I love you.
"Second—Ail the world loves a

lover.
"Third—But I am a lover.
"Fourth—Therefore, the world loves

me. -
"Fifth—You are all the world to me.
"Sixth—Therefore, you love me."—

London Answers.

Anxiety of a visitor over a family
jar may be misplaced, 'rotten doesn't
mean much.

The blunt num often makes the most
cutting re narks.

Warming -*relief Or
theumaffc aches. ,

35$

15.6

HE'S 
just used Sloan's

Liniment and the quick
comfort bad brought a smile
of pleasure to his face.
Good for aches resulting
from weather exposure,
sprains, strains, lame back,
overworked muscles. Pow
Oaks without rubbing.. All
druggists have it.

Bad Stomach
Sends Her to Bed

for 10 Months
Estonia Oats Her Up

"Over a year ago," nays Mrs. Dora
Williams, "I took to bed and for 10
months did not think I would live.
Vatonic helped me so much I am now
up and able to work. I recommend It
highly for stomach trouble."
Eatonic helps people to get well by

taking up and carrying out the excess
acIdity\and gases that put the stomach
out of order. If you have indigestion,
sourness, heartburn, belching, food re-
peating, or other stomach distress, take
an Eatonic after each meal. Big box
costa only a trifle with your druggist's
guarantee.

SQUEEZED
TO DEATH
When the body begins to stiffen
and movement becomes painful it
is usually an Indication that the
kidneys are out of order. Keep
these organs healthy by taloa

GOLD MEDAL

The world's standard remedy foe kidney5
liver, bleddee and uric acid troubles.
Famous since 1696. Take regularly and
keep in good health. In three sizes, all
druggists. Ouerenteed as reprove:Md.
Leek kw the same Geld Modal ea wren, bensad beset as lialtatles

Shave, Bathe and
Shampoo with one
Soap.— Cuticura
Cettears Rasp le the taverOstesistittyresorebowtsg.

Agents EtolFrt"ra. Non4k14 ObalRowe 0:11ttsvillraoli.

W. N. U., FARGO, NO. 62-4020.


