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“WOLVES' HOLE."

Bynopkis ~Tont Ehelby, & rancher,
riden Into the frontier town of
Ponea, looking for a good time
aftor & long spoll of hard work
and loneliness on the ranch. In-
stend, he runs into a funeral-that
of Dad Culkine, & rotired army ||
man of whom little in kpown. A
girl, still In her teenm, survives
Cniking, MeCarthy, a saloon Keep-
er and Ponea's leading citizen, de-
cldes that the girl, now nalone In
the world, should marry. 8he
agroea to plek out # husband from
the score of men lned up In her
home. To his consternntion, she se-
lects Shelby, who had gone along
merely as a speciator, He declines
the honor, Indignant, the girl dis-
misses the amsemblage, Bhelby
runs into two of the rejected suit-
ora, and In a fAght worsts them |
both, Angered at thelr remarks,
he returns to the girl, determined
to marry her, If ahe will have him,
After his explanation she ngrees to
marry him. The wedding takes
plance and ths couple met out for
Bhelby's ranch, With them (s
“Kid" Mnacklin, whom Bhelby has
hired as & helper, On the way Lhe
girl tells her husband her nnme Is
Olga Carlyn, and also tells him
something of the pecullar clreum-
stances of her life, Upon arrival
at the ranch 8helby s struck down
from behind and left for dead. He
rocovers connsclousness to find that
Mncklin and his wife have gone.
He starts in pursult,

CHAPTER VIii—Continued,
o .
Yot it was actually true; lmpossible
as It seemed, It was nevertheless an

Incontrovertible fact. He hnd never
spoken to her a slngle word of love;
he had never even kissed her, and
stiil, before both God and man, she
wns hix wife, The strongeness of the
situntion bewlildered him. Why, he
dld not even know who she wnas;
what right she bad to claim the family
name under which he had married
her: what strange story of crime
might shadow her history, It was all
mysatery, a mystery In which he was
becoming deeply Involved, Calkins
had evidently been hiding her from
some fate, but whether of good or
evil, could not yet be determined. This
present abduction, beyond question,
had to do with that concealed past,
perhaps with some happening before
she was even bhormmn. These fellows
were not robbers; thelr rald war not
intended for any such purpose:; ** ,
' nothing, aven the horses
were left undisturbed In the corral,
and the moment they gnined posses
slon of her they had hurriedly depnrt.
ed. It had all been ecarefully planned,
with Macklin to choose the time, and
then executed quietly. Thelr only mis-
take was In leaving him behind alive,
But for that one error no one ever
would have known what had occurred,
or dreamed of her fate, And now, ns-
sured of mafety, Delieving. the dead
would tell no tales, that they had left
behind no evidence of thelr erime, the
outfit was riding carelessly across the
lonely pralrle, seeking somewhere -a
snfe rendezvous,

8helby reined his horse to the left,
and sought a water hole he remem-
bered, himself drinking first, and then
standing by while the anlmal quenched
fis thirst, Leaving the buckskin there,
with rein tralling on the ground, he
elimbed the steep side of a butte, and
swept the distant horizon with a fleld
glass. It was a trackless waste, drear
and deserted of all life. Not a thing
that moved crossed his range of
vision; and, at last, he snapped the
fleld glasses back Into thelr case,
slipped down the steep face of the
butte, and silently remounted.

The sun was some time past the
meridlan, and he felt convinced those
he followed could not be far from the
trafl he was endeavoring to locate, He
- came upon it In less than an hour,
leading stralght down a narrow val-
ley, whose general course was directly
west. He dismounted, and studied the
tracks with care. This was his party
beyond a doubt—five horpes, one with
a split hoof,

An hoar later he found where the
party had halted, made a fire among
some rocks, and prepared food. He
studied every sign with care, hoping
for some messsge of guldance from
Rer; but there was none. FEither she
had been tou carefully watched by her
captors, or had given up In despair
any thought of rescue. Doubtless she
belleved him deed also; perhaps had
even witnessed the blow struck, but It
not would assuradly have been In-
formed of what had happened. The
stamping of the poniles' hoofs Indl-
cated that the party had remained In
that spot for some time, In no huny
to proceed. Shelby studled the frot-
prints, satisfying himself that four
were Indlan, and obe white, unques-
tionably Macklln, With only five
horses this meant that the girl rode
with one of the men, probably the Kid.
He discovered where she probably
was sitting during the meal,
plece of crumpled sacking bearing

It was nearly sundown when the
trell ha foliowad swerved to the right
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up n steep bank, where the ponles'
hoofs slipped In thelr atruggle to at-
taln the top. Shelby gave the buck-
skin his head, and the game little
devil wont serambling up, until they
came forth on a flat plain above. 8Bhel-
by dropped his reln, and climbed to
n higher polnt of rock, lylng concealed
behind fta gummit, while he swept the
scene below through the fleld glasses,
He never had been there before, yet
he knew nhout where he was; this
must he Dragoon ereek, and not far
helow would he Wolves' hole, of which
he often had heard—a famous hiding
place for eattle thleves and border
outlnws, These fellows evidently were
heading for there, but would they try
to complete the journey? Hlis hope
centered on thelr eamping somewhere
until morning; 1f sufliclently assured
of gnfety this would prohably be thelr
cholce, Through the fleld glasses he
studied the course of the stream, and
the little patchea of wood intently, At
lugt he was rewarded—a faint spiral
of blue smoke nrose above some dis-
tant trees, the evidence of a camp-
fire. He lay there motlonless, silent,
his eyes glued to the glass, planning
his action, and walting for the night.

As the gloom slowly deepened Shel-
by war ahle to distinguish the flicker
of that far-off fire, but the distance
wnsa too great to permit any knowl-
edge of its surroundings, The trall
leading down wns narrow, and rock-
strewn, and he determined to try the
passage while a faint gllmmer of twl-
light yet lingered., Leuding the buck-
gkin, and moving with the utmost can-
tlon, he began the descent,

The gloom did not greatly retard his
movements, for, through the glasses,
he hud mapped out the sallent fen-
tures, and so Impressed them upon his
memory ns to go forward now con-
fidently. The camp fire was loeated in
the third grove of trees, and there
were no signs of human presence be-
tween. However, he took na chance,
but advanced quletly on foot, leading
his horse, and using every precaution
agalnst discovery.

He clircled the two groves, keeping
close In thelr shadow, and searching
thelr depths anxlously for any sign of
life, They were desolate and desert- |
ed, but, from the outer fr'ne [ ne
second he conl? percelve plainly the
dvll ruw of the fire a hundred yards
anead. It was no longer a flame, but
n mere glimmer of red ashes, easting
no reflection about, although clearly
visible, He fastened the bronco to a
limb, within the circle of trees, and
crouched forward alone, Winchester
in haud, choosing his passage beneath
the bank of the stream, and advane-
ing with every precaution, pausing
every few steps, to peer over the pro-
tecting bank, and thus assure himself
that all remained quiet. When almost
exnctly opposite the red glow of the
conls, he lay stlll, endeavoring vainly
to learn the situation, and becoming
more and more puzzled,

The camp appenred deserted, as
though the party which had halted
there had already passed on, He could
hear no sound, see¢ no movement, The
fire had died down into a mere glim-
mer of red ashes, barely perceptible
amid the surrounding gloom. Shelby
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He Circled the Twe Groves.

himself forward, creeping like a
‘convinced that he was alone,
yet no less alert and watchful. His
progress was up a. shallow depresalon,
and he had attained the deeper shade
of the trees, when, suddenly, a volce,
appareatly speaking not two yards
distant, gave utterance to an oath of

H

“H~11" the volce sald roughly,
“there (s 00 usy waltin' for that guy

lazily, as evidenced by the rustle of
lenvesn.

“I reckon ye're right, Hank," he ad-
mitted slowly, his speech heavy and
conrse. “No tenderfoot ain't goln' ter
make that trall at night. Mor'n llke-
Iy he's almin' ter com’' through the
other way."

“What'll we do, then—ride on?"

“After a bit; it's early yet, an’ nay-
be 1t'1l do no harm to e quiet awhile,
But we kin light up, an' be com-
fortahle.”

He struck a mateh, hollowing the
fiame In his hands, revealing the
bearded face of a man of fifty, shnd-
owed benenth a soft hat brim, Be-
yond him appeared the obscure out-
line of the other, a mere smudge. A
moment the two puffed away content-
edly, Shelby not venturing to move n
muscle,

“Say, Hanley, I've allers played my
hand the best T knew how, but 1 do
like ter know what the game Is I'm
playin' at. What do yer know, any-
how?"

The other chuckled in his beard,
rustling his feet In the leaves,

“Easler ter ask aboud than explain,
Hank," he anawered slowly, “speclally
ns there Is things I don't just cotton
to myself. Mostly I pulled the facts
out of that Kid Macklin when he was
drunk, ‘cause he wanted me to help
him, DBut it seems he's only hired fer
the job; It's that guy we're waltin' for
who has got the real dope, nnd llke-
wise the long-green.”

“Churchlll's his name, ain't 1t?

“That's the duffer; some blg feller
down East; Virginia, as I understand
—Judge Comellus Churchill; the
whole story goes a h—I1 of a long
ways back.”

He leaned his head agalngt the tree
trunk behind him, puffing away at
tha clgaretite between his bearded
lips, the dull glow barely touching hils
face. The younger man leaned for-
ward walting,

“Well,” he sald Impatiently, “that
ain’t all of it; what started the rump-
us? What's the ldea of stealin’ the
girl? An' just whar do you an' me
come In?"

“Well, as I figure It, we've got to
maks yur own medicine, You saw that
outfit go along afore dark—Macklin
an' the four reds?"

“Sure; they had a womun with
‘em 7"

“That’'s the ticket, an' they wns
bound for Wolves' hole. 1 thought
maybe they'd eamp down here, hut
they didn't—just kept movin'. Well,
that's one thing you an' I lald out here
for, to get a line on Macklin, The
other thing is that this yere Cornelius
Churchill I8 about due algo, an' Is
most likely to blow In along this snme
trail. It 18 my notlon to have a word
privatellke with that gent before Joe
gets to him—egee?"

“Can't say that I do, Hanley, exnet-
ly. What's It all about—the girl?"

“Mostly, I reckon, an' a h-——| of a
glice of money down East. This Is
how the Kid blew it to me. It seems
an army officer named Carlyn "hout
the time the Civil war closed, ran
away with o Rose Churchill down In
Virginia, and married her. All he
cared for was the girl, an' he never
even knew she was rich, only that her
family objected to him, an' that thev'd
have to skip out. 1 reckon, maybe,
she didn't know it herself at the time,
nor the rest o' the Churchill family,
for they didn't make no great effort
to find her for some while. Then,
when they opened a will, they discov-
ered that most all the Churchill for.
tune had been left to this Rose, and
they naturally becom' mighty Inter
ested. Cornellus, a8 1 understand,
wasn - the brother of Rose's father, an'
the property was put In his hands as
trustee on behalf of the girl. Maybe
he was a straight enough guy general-
ly speaking, but he had expected to
get most of this dough after the girl
skipped out, an' was conseguently al-
mighty hot. Naturally he wan to
keep the stuff, an' he didn't make no
great effort to locate the helress, By
the time he did learn who she had
married, Rose dled, leaving a daugh-
ter. By the terms of the will if she
died childless the entire estate reverts
ed to Cornellus, and he wasn"t the
sort o' guy to lose that kind o' het."

“An' this soldler never suspected
nothing?™

“Not a thing. He was a colonel by
this time, out at some frontier post,
and left his baby to the care of .some
relatives In the East. There waan't
no fuss made, an' so Churchill sorter
let affalrs slide along. He had the use
of the money, an' begun to think
there never would be no trouble: Of
course he kept & line on the husband,
but lost trace of the kid entirely.”

“Yer mean the colonel never even
know'd he'd married a rieh gin?"

“80 It seems. I reckon she didn't
even know It, his wife. But after
awhile some Inkling of the truth must
have reached him, for he went East,
and began to make inguiries throagh
a lawyer, When Churchill heard atiout

flaughter was in some convent
school, and not te be found. Cariyn
strusk o hot tmB all right, but, be-

fore he eould take any action, was
shet and killed In a street fight with
some roughs In Sheridan, Nobody
knows for sure just how It happened,
but It'"s my oplnlon Churchill got up
the row just to get him out o' the
way, It all happened sudden, an’ un-
expected, the only fellow, with the
colonel at the time_being an old ser-
geant, named Calking, Calkins was
shot himself, but got away, and took
care of Carlyn till he died, maybe an
hour later. Enyhow he Kept the fel-
lows from getting hold o' any papers,
an' I reckon the colonel give him an
Iden of what was up.”

"Whut makes you think so?”

"The way he acted afterward.
Churehill had got Carlyn out of the
wny, but be couldn’t loeate the girl,
He dldn't suspect the sergeant at first,,
por for a long thine, e was n foxy
guy, and stuek to the army for several

yvears, never mukin' s move, Just
payin' for the girl’'s schonlin’, but
never goin' near her. Then, when

everybody had quit watchin' him, Cal-
king took his discharge papers, and
skipped out, takin® the girl with
him."

“How could he do that?”

“That's what T asked Macklin, nn'
he sald they'd flnally foumd ont that
durin' the time between when Carlyn
was shot, an' when he died, he'd
glgned A paper makin' Calking the
girl's guardian, an' gave him the key
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“What's the Idea of Stealin' the Girl?"”

to a deposit box In Kansas City, where
all his papers was. A lawyer named
Weeks, at Sheridan, did It for him.
You see the colonel didn't have no
nenr relatives, an' he an' Calkins had
been soldiering together fop years; he
sorter trusted the sergeant to play
square, an' he sure did 1"

“The h—1 he didl Never made a

peep for the money, did he? An' just

hid out ull 'round the country with
the girl. 1 don't call that playin' vory
square.”

“Well, It was, just the same, d—d
square, If vou ask me. It wns what
Weeks advised him to do, after he
went to Virginla, an' got a peep at o
copy of the will on file. This girl had
no legal rights till she was of age—
see! Churchill knew this, an' he
didn't do much o' anything else fer
ten years, but try to get his hands on
her, Old Calking was smart enough
to fool him. The colongl had money
enough In the deposit box, so fhey
could live on It quietllke, an' the ser-
geant never wasted a cent., Fe just
naturally lived for that girl, till about
a month ago. He was smart enough
not even to trust her; she never knew
what they was hidin' from."

Hank touched a match to another
clgnrette, Impressed with the story,

“Rum kind of a business, I'd say,”
he admitted at last, “but just where
did this devil's imp of a Macklin At
in?

“1 ain't got that all Agured out yet,”
admitted Hanley. “You know pretty
near as much about him as I do, Furst
time I saw the feller he rode In yere
along with Cassady's mllq. afteg that
N. P, holdup, an’ he's been trainin’
with Cassady more or 4e6s ever since.
After I had this talk with him, when
he was drunk, T put him to bed, an’
picked up a letter, or two, what fell
out of his pocket. I got some o' this
stuff out o' them, One of them was
written by Churchill, an' judgin' from
the way it read, the Kid ain't really
named Macklin at all—he's a Churchill
himself, the old cuss' son."

“Well, T'Ml be d—a!”

“You know the rest; how he stum-
bled onto ol' Calkins down In Poneca,
an' what happened. You ecan't make
me belleve the old fellow killed him-
self ; he wasn't that kind, But, how-
ever it happened, the girl was left
helpless ; then d—d if she didn’t marry
that rancher over on the Cottonwood,
an' spoll the whole game.”

Hank laughed coarsely,

“Tough luck; but the Kid played
his hand all right.”

“Sure he did, but he had to bean
this. fellow Bhelby. Rxcept for that
job It wasn't so bad, for It was easler
te get her where he wnnted her. |
don't know how he'd have managed at
wis just the three

pleasen. Everything will be houe o«
the Sloux for awhile”

“It's a sure break, then?"

“Sure; all the young bhucks are al-
ready out. Macklin had four with
him on this chnse—took '¢m on pur-
pose, 8o If they was ever trgiled they'd
ruy It was an Injun job. OL, he's cov-
ered up things all right. You got It
stralght now?" -

Hank drew up his feet until his
chin rested on his knees, the tip of
the clgarette glowing:

“T got It stralght enough, so far a8
that goes, Hanley, bat T don't see what
the h—1 we're goin' to get out of It

“You've got the same love for the
Kid T hyve, nin't yer?"

“Just ahout, T reckon, I'd sure llke
to tnke a good swipe at the ornary
s

“That's what T thounght, Well, he
aln't goin' to do nothin® desperate to
this young woman till he hears from
the old man, This affalr has bheen
pulled off horrlediike, an® all the Kid
hina got In his mind right now g to
hide her away somewhere, untll oli
Churshill shows up, and declides what
to do with her”

“What de you suppose he'll decide?”

“Well, my notlon I« thee If Macklin
I8 the old man's son, he'll try to force
her into marryin® the boy. That would
he the easy way, an' [ belleve thnat
will likely be thelr soheme, My Iden
I8 to put a crimp In It"

“How1?"

“By getting hold of her ourselves
before the old man shows up, an® then
doln' business with him."

“Where'tl we take her?”

“Back Into Wolves' hole; there's
hidin® places there a plenty, an' with
them Injunsg ralsin® h—l up north, it'l
be safe enongh, untll the war's over
enyhow, What do yer sny?™

“H—I, I don't enre; there ain't
nuthin' to lose. You got the Kid them
Injuns, didn't yon?"

“Yes: he never told envhody what
was up but me. All right, let's mosey
along; there's no use stayin' here”

CHAPTER VIIL
The Trail to Wolves' Hole,

Shelby lifted hims=elf on one elhow,
and ventured to hreathe easily once
more, The vague shindows of the two
men had vanlshed, but their progress
through the underbrush conla he plain-
ly distinguished. Fee'lng themselves
absolutely alone In that wilderness
neither mnde the =lightest effort to
proceed sllently, Shelby sat upright
on the edge of the gully, straining his
eyes through the darkness,

A strange fortune had brought him
the very information he most needed,
His whole thought centered Instantly
on the fate of the girl. What course
would she chooge under these elreum-
gtances, when the fucis were finally
revealed to her? Undoubtedly she be-
Heved him dead; her caprors would
Impress that fact upon her first of all,
#0 ns to make her realize her com-
plete helplessness. Besides, sne cared
nothing for him; had married him in-
diferently, merely to thus eseape
from a worse fate. e eonld not hope
that loyalty to him, under such condi-
tions, would greatly Influence her de-
elglon. Somehow the thought hurt
Shelby, and brought to him the knowl-
edge that he dld eare. He ecared very
much indeed, and this truth colored
hig thought and decision.

He dare not follow tliose men at
present ; he could only walt where he
was, and plan his course of action,
There was no danger of his loxing
themw, for he knew where they were
golng, and, In n measure, at' least,
nhout who thev were, Shelby hnd
never heen In that strange sink known
ns Wolves' hole, but he had talked
with o man who bad, Ap Immense
hole In the Bad Lands, through which
flowed a hranch of the Cottonwond. o
strange malformation of nature, &o
completely concenled ns to be Invigible
untll the surprised traveler stood on
its very edge and stared down Into
the gloomy depths below, The walls
were precipitous, impassable except
on foot by daylight, and at only twe
points could the sink he entered on
horseback ; from the west benenth the
protection of a eatarnct, where the
gtream plunged headlong over a high
ledge of stone, and from the other
extremity down a narrow ravine
through a tunnel scooped out hy gome
torrent In. leng-past ages,  Originally
discovered by wandering  trappers,
who eamped there ont of the winter
storms, It had later become the head-
quarters for an Hlielt Indian trade In
liquor, and finnlly the rendezvous for
criminnls of all kinds, enger to get
beyond the reach of the lnw, It wns
rumored that there was actunlly n
town there, with women of n class,
with a certain rude attempt at gov.
ernment by a few gelf-constituted an
thorities,

“What a holel What a freak

of mnaturel What 2 wilder-
ness hiding place!”
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(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Odd Newspaper Subecriptions.

Greenland husn’t many uewspapers
of any kind, but the oddeet of them
all I8 a monthly paper called the
Kalorikmit. (Did you get youvr tongue
twisted after prenouncing this name?)
The most unusual thing about this pa-
per Is that a three months' subscrip-
L tion costs two ducks, while it requires
a sable skin to pay for a ycar.

One Thing Certain,

A New York apartment house ad-
vertises severnl six-room sultes at
$17500 a yemr. We kno'y nothing
about these suites, hut do know
that the tenunt winh es one of
them doesn’t make his money picking
cotton or werking In a sawimlll,—Hous-

ten Posat.

ToCure aCold
in One Day

. Take

Grove’s
Laxative

Bromo <«

Ouln';no
tablets

Be sure its Bromg_

¥~ O
G. Ybrore-

The genuine bears this signature
30c,

80 Years Old
—Was Sick

Now Feels Young After
Taking Eatonic for
Sour Stonlach

“I had sour stomach ever since I hil}
the grip and It bothered me badly
Have taken Eatonlc only a week and
am much better. Am B0 years old,”
says Mrs, John HIill,

Eatonle quickly relieves sour stome
ach, indigestion, heartburn, bloating
and distress after eating because it
takes up and carrles out the excess
ncldity and gnses which cause most
stomach allinents, If you have “tried
everything” and still suffer, do not give
up hope. Batonic has brought rellef to
tens of thousands llke you, A Dig box
costs but a trifle with your druggist's
guarantee,

Jransgression.

The youthful Softleigh seemed so
tepres=e¢d that his friend Morelelgh
was moved to ask the reason,

“Allee has broken our engagement,”
sald he of the downeast look,

“Sorry to hear that," said the friend.
“Why did she break it

“Decnuse 1 stole n kiss,"

“What! A flancee object to her fel-
low stealing a kiss from her!”

“The trouble was" BSoltlelgh ex-
plalned, “I didn't steal it from her.”

Hall's Catarrh Medicine

Those who are in & “run down" condi-
tion will notice that Catarrh bothers
them much more than when they are in
aood health, This fact proves that while

atarrh Is & local disense, It 18 ty
Influenced by constitutional conditions,
HALL'S CATARRH MEDICINE Is a
Tonle and Blood Purifier, and acts through
the blood upon the mucous surfaces of
the body, thus reducing the Inflarnmation
and restoring normal conditions,

All druggists. Circulare fres,

F, J. Cheney & Co., Toledo, Onlo.

A New Drug
Not long sgo one of the doctors at
Sunnyside promised n patlent that he
might walk about the next day. He
sald that he would put the permission
on-hls order book, This he did. He

wrote “ambulant," and thought he had*

cared for his patienty But the next
morning the nurse, who was young
und new, kept the dlsappaointed patient
In bed until she could sce the doctor,
To the doctor she sald anxiously :

“I have not yet given his medicine
to Mr. Jones. You did not write how
many draums"—Indianapolls News,

its Class.
“My coke Is dough!"
rulned backer of the show.
“That Is what angel coke Is sup-
posed to be,” explained tbe manager.
—

cried the

SLOW

Seap 25¢, Ointment 25 and 50¢, Talcwm 28¢c.
FREGALES SoRcraees
Coughing
Wmﬁ;&*&
PISO’'S
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