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COMRADES OF PERIL
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“l HATE HER"

Bynopeis.—~Tom Shelby, a rancher,
rides Into the frontler town of
Ponca, looking for a good time af.
ter a long apell 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 hoer teens, murvives Culkins, Me- "
Carthy, a sanloon keepor and Pon-
ca's leading cltizen, decides that
the girl, now nalone In the world,
should magry. She agrees to pick
out a hushand from the score of
men lined up In her home. To his
consternation, she selects Bhelby,
who had gone along merely as a
epectator, The wedding takes
place and the couple set out for
Bhelby’s ranch. With them Is ||
“Kid" Macklin, whom Bhelby has
hired as a helper. On the way the
girl tells her husband her nnme In
Olga Carlyn, and also tells him
somoething of the peculiar clreum-
stances of her life. Upon thelr ar-
rival at the ranch Shelby (s struck
down from behind and left for
dond. He recovers consclouaness to
find that Macklin and his wife have
gone. Ho wstarts In pursuit. He
learns his wife is an helress, that
her ahduction has been carefully
planned and that she has been
taken to Wolves' Hole, a strong-
hold of the bandits and bad Indians
Reaching Wolves' Hols, he In din-
coversd by “Indlan Jne" and forced
to accompany him into the hole,
Here he claims to be one of the
consplratoras and s locked up pend-
Ing developmenis. He confiden In
a Mexican girl, Pancha, In love
with Macklin, who Intends to
marry Olga,
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CHAPTER IX—Continued.
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“81 senor; 1 know the way that oth.
ers do not. T get you out, but.” pas.
slonately, “ect Is not to save you. 1
belong here—sce; with Junn, my
brother. T am born outlaw, yet she
must ga! That T resolve, If she siny
bere 1 keel her, Rut 'tls easier way
to have her married to you, an' safe.”

“You love Macklin?"

“S1, senor,” prondly, “why not? He
say he love me; yet she come. Madre
de Dios! I hate her! She take my
love! 8he! Eet shall not be, You
swear, senor, that she po with you, an'
never come back any more?”

*Yes, Pancha, 1 swear thaft  Onee
we are awny she glnll never come
back." he answered soberly, impressed
by the violence of her passion, “yet
how |8 that to be done?”

8he glanced apprehensively hehind,
atill clinging tightly to her peteh, low-
ering her volee agnin Into Its former
cantlous whisper.

“Listen, senor; T tell you. RBet 1s
late now, for I walt before 1T come, an'
think eet all out, g0 1 know what to
say. Indian Joe, he had man, verrn
bad men, an' T much afrald, But now
he sleep In there; T ereep past while
he breathe, an' not wake heem, *Tis
beeause he drank., Junn, my brother,
go up to the cove to find Senor Han-
ley, an® he not be back teel morning.
Tonight eet must be done, an' 8o they
will not know 1 helped. Is eet g0

“Yes; I understand; yer have op
portunity tonight ; but I must get nway
80 no one shall suspect yver had any
hand In It."

“That Is ect,” eagerly. “Indian Joe,
he keel me If he found out; mayhe
my brother, too, 1 see heem keel men,
gnick. Hke that. Than he Inngh. o
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Ho Managed to Scrape Painfully Out
of the Hole,

I think: he look In here, but not to
pearch, so he not sure what might be,
Perhaps there wns a knife under the
bed, he dropped soinewhere what you
Mnybe you nad eet hid
in your boot—bow he know that?"

“Yea, hut I haven't, Pancha.”

%8s I know ;. but I breeng one—see,”
and she pressed the handle Into his
hand. “How he know how you get
oat? Ke¢t iy strong, sharp, so you cut
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these hars, an' when morming come
you are not here. Who knows how
cet happen, senor? 1 am also asleep,
an' you are gone; 'tis the mercy of
God.”

Shelby eaught his breath to her ex-
pressive gestures, his fingers gripping
the knife,

“I doubt If T enn get through that
hole," he sald mournfully, “after the
bars are cut. I'm pretty big.*

“But you must, senor; there Is no
other way,” she Insigted Impatiently,
“The blade Is strong, sharp; eet will
fllg out the log, but do not be long.
See—there 18 a tree yonder; 1 will
walt you there, an' show where you
must go, 8o there be no trall, You
come to me quick, but be stil llke
death, Madre de Dios! "tls the only
wny."

She was gone hefore he could pro-
test again, vanishing Into the black
night so swiftly and sllently he could
only stare out helplessly through the
bars. Yet she had left hope and deter-
mination behind. With teeth set he
began the work, finding the steel blnde
cffectlve against the tough hickory. It
wns no light job, at that, but he plled
the knife desperately, possessing some
skill mnd unusual strength of wrist
and fingers. The stakea gave way one
after the other, but he was not satis-
fled untll he enlarged the opening
somewhat by removing all bark from
the logs, and prylug loose the box
frame. This required all of half an
hour to accomplish, yet left an aper-
ture througch which he belleved he
might force his body. At that he
found no room to spare; but, by ven-
turing It head first, screwing his shoul-
ders through one at a time, and draw-
ing In his breath tightly, he managed
to serape painfully out of the hole,
clawing at the rough outside bark for
purchnse, and finally coming down
face first onto the solld earth. At
that, he made little nolse, but his flesh
smarted, and for a moment he rested
where he fell, confused and panting
for breath, The night was so black
there In the shadow of the great hills,
he counld scarcely determine direc-
tions, yet the girl had poilnted toward
tke right, and, as soon as he could at-
tnin his feet, he advanced eautiously
that way, with hands held out hefore
him. The path was rocky and uneven,
probahly leaving little trace of his
passage. She touched him before he
was even aware of her near presence,
and then sha was but the dimmest
outline, her face Indistinguishahle
through the gloom,

“Speak low, senor,” she whispered
hriefly, “Come with me thls way"

e permitted her to lead him for-
ward over ground sloplng upward, but
hefore they had thus advanced fifty
virds, Shelby stopped, determined to
question her purpose,

“Where are you taking me? To
Olgn 1"

“No, senor; not now,
von In safety first,
fo vou,
me 7"

“Yes, T trust=you, Pancha ; hut isn't
it better that T understand the plan?
Then we ean work together.”

She drew In a quick breath Impa-
tiently, her fingers clutching at his
sleeve,

“Dios! this 18 not time to stand
and talk, senor,” she burst forth, “yet
listen, If not do otherwise, There 18 no
time left tonight in which to esecape,
I must be back in the house before
Indian Joe wakes, or my brother re-
turns. All T enn hope to do Is hide
you where you not be found. Then
we must plan what 1a bhest to do”

“You know where she 187"

“81, senor; 1 know ; yet eet will not
he easy to get her away, She Is not
left unwatched, and pothing can be
done tonight., I must wateh and wait,
Fet will only he safe when Senor
Macklin and my Dbrother are both
awny."

“You menn that I am to hide out
yonder somewhere until you nre
rendy?' he questioned, “Is that the
schome?"

“There I8 no other thing possible,
Evon that may fall. Senor, do Aot he
a fool," she urged earnestly. *1 know
the danger of all this; you not 1enlize
even yet what eet means to he a pris-
oner In Waolves' hole, These men keel ;
it 1s thelr only law, 1 rlsk my life to
do this, and there I8 but one chance
of suceess, Alone, unalded, you ean
never get out of here—never. Why?
you nsk., Because, senor, every pass
Is under guard; they are never left
open,” '

“Then how are we to go?

“Along a path known only to my-
self and one other, senor. A young
Indlan found eet by aceldent and con-
fided his secret to me! He come, and
went that way for A year, but no one
else know. Once he took me yalt way
to top; eet Is rough, yet ean be fol-
lowed, Now you s=ee I am right?

“1 have no cholee; I owe you my
1ife alrendy.”

“Then do as T say, senor, T wlll
leave you where you can never be
found. 1 have food here In this sack,
You must walt there hidden until I
come. Eet may be a day, two days,
three days; that make no difference,
You have iny pledge that I will bring
her, 1 do not lie, Then you will do
this, as I say?"

I must leave
Later I bring her
Why you ask? You not trust

“Yen, Pancha”

“Graclas! eet will be at night when
we come, and you will have to ¢limb
those rocks In the dark. You will need
Atout hearts for that trip; but ect Is
better to risk than stay here an' dle,
senor, Now I tell you—Indian Joe
will believe you found that knife, and
cut your way out alone; he will try to
follow, an' he is llke wolf on the trall,
He will not belleve you can get away ;
my brother is great trancker, an' they
think eet easy to run you down, Me
fool them, senor.”

“But how? they
your footprints.”

“Mine!” she laughed softly. *Not
to ever know them, senor—see; eet Is
man's boot I wear, and scarcely have
stepped off solid rogk. Now we go to
the stream yonder, and then wade up
through the water. There will be no
trall. Let us not walt, senor."

The man followed without a word,
tonching her with one hand In guld-
ance, They were upon a crest of solld
rock, worn smooth by the ages, and so
advanced unchecked for a hundred

will surely see

“You Go on Alone From Here, Laanor."

feet, untll the ridge suddenly terml-
nated at the bank of a narrow stream.
A gingle step, and both were standing
in the water, and she had grasped his
hand,

“Fet 1s swift, but not deep,” she
sald confidently, *I have waded eet
many a time. We must hurry.”

He took the bag of provislons and
swung It across one shoulder and to-
gether they began plowing their way
through the downward rush of water.
It was tiresome, but they plunged
steadily forward, finding the bottom
firm. Shelby did not know how far
they advanced, nor could he tell, in
the darkness, the exact nature of thelr
surroundings, His Impression was
that they were penetrating a narrow
side ravine, between great overshad-
owing masses of outcropping stone,
which Intensified the gloom, Every
step took them higher above the floor
of the Hole, and, at timesa the stream
became a veritable torrent, agninst
which they scarcely could make prog-
ress, The girl kept close to the rocks
on the right, and struggled forward
bravely, never loosening her grasp on
his hand. Meeting as he mnust the
stronger sweep of the current, Shelby
felt the straln, and was glad when she
finally eame to a hait.

“Eet's here,” she sald, “a few stops
more, and 1 leave you. The greatest
danger Is my not getting back In
time"

There was an opening in the solid
rock of the wall, a mere crevice, so
concealed by tangled shrubbery ns to
be Invisible even in daylight, How she
had recognized the spot In that dark-
ness was a mystery ; through tlie sense
of feellng probably, for her hands in-
stantly parted the Interlaced hranches,
and she crept through them with Shel-
by, or his hands and knees, close be-
bind, They emerged Into n gulch, as
though some glant ax of the gods had
cleaved the very face of the cliff, a
gulrh dry, scarcely four feet In width,
rock walled on either slde, and almost
a tunnel because of stunted growth,
wiere dwarf onks had found some
lodgment In eracks and crevices. Pan-
cha stopped, breathing heavily from
the exertion of the climb,

“You go on alone from here, senor,"
she Ionstructed, the words panting he-
tween her lips, “There Is nothing to
do but folpw the gulch. A hundred
yards and there Is an opening at the
right, a small cave. You wlll feel eet
with your hand. You need have no
fear to enter, and no one can ever find
you there, That Is where you will
walt untll T come,"

Shelby tried In vain to distingulsh
her outlines; he could only be sure of
her presence by the volce,

“Do pnot use any fire,” she went on
warningly, “or show yourself by day-
light, They will geek you, and watch

these eliffs, Eet may be several days
before 1 will dare nect; you must be
patient. When we come I will bring
arms, but 1 didn't dare touch any to-
night.,”

“Youn will not tell me where my wife
Is belng held?”

“What good, senor! You could nid
her not nt all, There Ig no great harm
coming to her yet. Sacrlsin! why you
worry nbout her? 1 bring her with
me; did T not promise?”

“Yes, 1 trust you, Pancha,” he sald
warmly, “and will do jJust what vou
say. Buot=but, don't you understand?
If I knew where she was | would feel
better.”

She Iaughed almost scarnfully,

“Bah! what the difference, senor?
You not know If I told you, Bout 'tis
not far away: perhaps by daylight
you might gée eet from up there; a log
honse all alone under the bluff. Yet
you lle hid, senor, and trust all to me."”

“I have promised that"

“Good, senor; 1 will go.”

She drew her hand away, and he
knew she was gone, although no move-
ment of her figure could he distin-
guished. Shelby swung the bng of
provislons agaln to his shoulder, and
began feeling his way blindly forward,
e had retalned the knife, with
which he had effected esenpe from the
eabin, and, although the point of the
blade had been broken, he did not feel
entirely unarmed. There wns no pos-
slbllity for him to lose the way, the
unbroken wnlls shutting him tightly
In, 80 that even the star-decked sky
was Invisible, while the path he must
follow led almost dizzily upward. It
was boulder-strewn, and he fell twice,
yvet tolled stendlly on, never permit-
ting his hand to leave the guldance of
the wall to the right, and ecarefully
testing the pincing of each foot In
fear of some pitfall. He could neither
Judge time nor distance, yet It was
long before light came Into the sky,
when he finally clambered over a rock
barrier across the path, and came
upon a shelf of stone, the left wall of
this strange cavern abruptly disap-
pearing. Fenrful of what precipice
might yawn there, as soon as he again
nttalned his feet Shelby flattened him-
self against the one rock front remain-
Ing, scarcely daring to venture for-
ward more than an inch or so at n
time. A few feet brought him to the
cave's mouth, n mere hole, scarcely
wide or high enough to recelve his
body. He explored the bluck Interlor
to the length of his arms, finding it
larger within than at the entrance.
She Insisted there was no danger, and
the sllence seemed to prove the place
contained no  Inhabitant, Doubtless
the open shelf of rock would be ex-
posed to view from the valley helow
with the first flush of day. To avold
discovery he must creep In out of
sight.

This was accomplished without dif-
ficulty, the floor being fairly level, and
the roof rising so that he could almost
stand erect, Shelby explored every
inch of the space, knife in hand, and
not entirely satisfled until the insk
was completed. It was only a box of
a pluce, less than fifteen feet long,
and perhaps half as wide, narrowing
at the top, a8 though in some great
cataclysm of past ages two masses of
rock had been hurled together, leaving
this little Jog between., It was hot In
there, and Shelby, dragging after him
the bag of provisions, removed his
cont, A few moments later he rolled
it into the form of a plllow, and lay
down, staring up at the black vault,

He could think now, recall all that
had oeccurred so swiftly, and weave
this and that together. He had acted
recklessly; there wns no doubt of
that. No one but a blind fool would
have ever ventured mlone Into this
place to free a prisoner. He should
have ridden to Ponca, and called upon
his friends for help; perhaps he might
even have been able to obtaln tRe
services of a troop of cavalrymen from
the fort down below—the major knew
him and would belleve his story, Why
hadn't he done this? Why had he been
go rash, and bull-headed? The an-
gwer flashed into his mind, as though
gome volee bhad spoken—It was love
of Olga Carlyn! He knew It Instant-
ly; mnde no further effort to decelve
himself. Lylng there In that black
silence, staring blindly upward, he saw
the woman agaln as plainly as though
In the flesh—saw her, and knew that
he loved her. Her eyes smiled at him,
with such wistfulness In thelr depths;
there was nothing sullen about her ex-
pression any longer; she was all wom.
an, and—he loved her,

He covered his eyes with an arm,
and rolled over. God! wasn't there
anything he conld do but wait? He
felt wild to act; to accomplish some-
thing;: to strike some definite blow In
her behalf, His wife! She was his
wife—0Olga Carlyn! It meant much to
him now. How deathly still it was;
how terribly dark. He felt hot and
stified there in the cave, yet did not
move, or change his position, aad so
he finally fell asleep.

» CHAPTER X,
The Darkness of the Cabin,
It was broad daylight—a dull-gray
within the small cave, but bright sun-

shine without—when Bhelby aroused

himself, and fooked about In an In-
stant of bewilderment. As the truth
of his situation rensseried Iteelf, he
sat up, consclous of stiffness In every
joint, yet relnvigorated by several
hours of rest. He faced n day of In-
activity, a hard demand vpon a4 mAn
of his tempernment, and he wns as
slow 08 possible over a menger hreak-
fost, his eyes continually wandering
townrd the narrow opening, as his
mind again reviewed the occurreaces
of the day before,

Finally, unable to reslst the tempta-
tlon longer, he ventured to thrust his
head through the entrance to learn
something more definite as to his sur-
rovndings, All he could percelve wns
the shelf of rock, with a conshilernble
coplng ahout Ite outer edge. together
with a few feet of the descending
trall, On the other hand a new cleft
nppeared In the front of the ¢lif over-
shadowing him, and he susplefoned
that the path he had followed the
night previous eontinned upward—
wne, perhaps, that secret passagewny
which Pancha had sald led finally to
the *op of the gorge, and along which
&he planned to guide thelr futnre es-
cape.  Beyond the outer edge of the
shelf there was nothing but shy visl-
ble, and, belleving the coping would
conceal his movements from ohgerva-
tlon helow, Shelby pushed his way onut
through the opening, and ecrept on
hands and knees to where he cautions-
Iy could gnze over,

He was higher up on the cliff than
he had previously realized, nlthough
Its precipitous front yet towered men-
acingly above, ‘The view helow was
llke that of a distant pleture, Jts de-
talls Indistinet, He felt no longer uny
special fear of belng obgerved. how-
ever, and leaned far enough .forward
to gxee clearly up and down the broad
valley. His position lay somewhat re-
moved, around the angle of a slde
ravine, so that he eould not trace the
entire course of the Cottonwond, or
even discern the waterfull beneath
which he had entered the Hole. Yet
he had a glimpse of the main stream,
could plck out what he believed to he
the log house from which he had es-
caped, while, within a grove so as to
be scarcely distingulshable, appeared
the roof of another, smaller building.
He would not have noticed this, but
for a thin spiral of smoke arising from
the chimney. Pancha had s=ald the
plnce where Olgn was confined was
visible from this spot. Could this he
it? He stared down a long while, but
without rewnrd.

Yet there seemed to he much pass-
ing and repassing along the maln val-
ley; black, ill-defined figures of men
on horseback nlmost constantly visihle,
He was surprised at: the number,
never having supposed that this colony
of outlnws was 80 numerous. An-
other thing, while he could neot elenr-
Iy distinguish such small ohjects at
that distance, the majority of these
riders had the appearance of heing In-
dians, Could they be Sloux warriora
gathered here In preparation for some
ruid on the exposed settlements? or
was It possible that the troops had al-
ready struck, and driven the rem-
nants of scattered war parties Into
this Hole for refuge? In elther case
thelr presence in such numbers ren-
dered hls own position 0o much more
precarious, and Increased the danger
surrounding Olga. He felt that, In
spite of his pledge to the Mexiean girl,
he could not remaln in his hiding
place quletly, without endeavoring te
learn more of what had actually oc-
curred during the night.

Indeed he could percelve no renson
why he should remain entirely Inne-
tive. At the very best she could ae-
complish nothing bhefore night, and
had held out very little hope for even
then. There were no signs that he
was belng sought after down below, It
might be that In the excitement of
other happenings, hls escape hnd been
congidered ns of minor Importance;
that Indian Joe, convineed that he
conld never get out of the Hole unob-
served, took no immediate interest in
tralling him. What was the use, when
he must eventually surrender? It
would be a slmple matter to steal can-
tlously down through that deep cleft
In the rocks, as far, at least, as the
stream below. He would be concenled
all the way, and once there, hididen
securely among those thick bushes, he
might then learn what was actualiy
occurring, It would be far better fo
him to know. Besides, thls would be
no disloyalty to Pancha; even If she
sought him he would still be In the
path she must follow, and, so long as
he remained undiscovered, just- where
he was concenled could make no pos-
sible difference. The argument sutis-
fied his mind, because he felt he must
act; must make some effort of his
ownl

“See; touch me. You thought
I was dead?”

(TO B% CONTINUED.)

Old Bell Splendidly Preserved.

In an old graveyard In County An-
trim, Ireland, a farmer, while plowing,
unearthed a bronze church bell weligh-
ing more than 160 Ibs, and ‘belleved
to be over B00 years old, The bell Is
in a splendid state of preservation,
with a clear, powerful tone, The old
Kirkmoyle parish church, where the
find was made, has been In rulns since
1622,

Idiencss.

I am not the only one that con-
demns the Idle; for once when | was
going to give our minister a pretty
long list of the sins of one of our peo-
ple that he wae asking after, 1 began
with: “He's dreadfully lazy." *““That's
enough,” sald the old gentleman, “all
sorts of sins are ln that one,"—C, H,

Spurgeon,

Mechanical Courtesy.

Me  Coldeash (at  phone)—Hello,
sentral—hello—operator, I'm trylug to
get some service!

Operator—But
party.

Mr. Coldensh—Youn little fibber 1
baven't given you the number yeit-=
Judge.

I'm ringing yous

You will never make a mistake by
talking to a man about himself,

S

A dozen men may mnke a club, but
one woman can make a home,

—

Always in Style

Good health is always in style
It matches any color you wear.
It fits into any kind of politics
and any kind of religion, Good
health’ comes from good blood,
If your blood is out of order,
take Dr. Pierce’s Golden Mcdmli
Discovery. You need it if your
food doesn’t sit right in the stome
ach, if you are run down, if you
can’t sleep well, if you tire easily,
if you are out of sorts, Take ¢
have good health and be happy
just as so many others do. Send
10¢ to Dr. Pierce, Invalids’ Hotel
Buffalo, N. Y,, if you want &
large trial package,
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in New York City alone from kid-
ney trouble last year. Don't allow
yourself to become a victim by
neglecting ains and aches, Guard
against this trouble by taking

GOLD MEDAL

ﬂdﬂt

‘I'howodd'nmndndnmdylu

liver, bladder and uric acid troubles.

Holland’s national remedy since 1606

All druggists, thres sizes, Guarantsed
the bew

Constipation
Is Relieved

Prompt—Permanent—Rellef

ly on the liver,

Relieve afier
dinner dis-
lieve, indiges-
uomlmmmmm

SANITARIUM
SULPHO SALINE SPRINGS

Located on our own premises
and usad in the

Natural Mineral Water Baths

Onsurpassed in the treatment of

RHEUMATISM

Heart, Btomach, Kidney and
Diseases ¥

Liver
Moderate charges. Address

DR. 0. W. EVERETT.
§4Mh and M Sta. Lincala, Neb.

pached in tin

“"Buy Fairy
to heap the dainty freshnese in."®

24 EFAIRY SODA
A CRACKERS

KEEP A CAN HANDY
IN YOUR PANTRY

R R
?ﬁ Wmu %
ummmlm Fairy Sodus

and be sure you get the gen

% Dividends hazatte

For Information and drnlnu tuu
OCCIDENTAL BLDG. & LOAN ASSN.
Owmaha, Nab

3228, 18th Street.
MAMMOTH JACIB

m .‘“ & ba f°' rn-. lu-o

LD FASHION numn ©
?ﬂ’lx 30 gailon brly, 38c bllm:j.uit“ a?l?;
30 galion. Cush wii order, ‘LN«
lTON URAIN CO, Winston- «Salem, N. Q.
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