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COMRADES OF PERIL

By RANDALL PARRISH

Copright A. C. MeClurg & Co

ﬁ-——————————————-————————‘
“YOU CARE FOR ME”

Synopsis —~Tom Shelby, a rancher,
Mdes into the frontler town of
Ponea, looking for & good time af-
ter & long apell of hard work and
toneliness on the ranch. Instead,
he runa into a funeral—that of Dad
I Caikins, a retirea army man of
whom little la known. A girl, atill
In her teens, survives Calkins, Me-
Carthy, a paloon keeper and Pon-
ea's lending eltizren, decldes that
" the girl, now alone In the world,

should marry. Bhe agrees to plck
out a husband from the score of
men lined up In her home, To his
consternation, she wselects Shelby,
who had gone along merely as a ||
spectator. The weding takens
plance and the couple set out for
Bhelby's ranch. With them 1
“"Kid" Macklin, whom EBhelby has
hired as a helper. On the way the “
Eirl tells her husband her name Is
Olga Carlyn, and also tells him
somathing of the peculiar elreums-
stances of her life, Upon thelr ar-
rival at the ranch Bhelby is struck |
down from behind and left for
dend. He recovers consclousness to
find that Macklin and his wife have
gone, He starts in pursuit. He
learns hin wife In an belress, that
her abduction has been carefully

planned and that she has been
taken to Wolves' Hole, & strong-
hold of the bandits and bad Indians,

Reaching Wolves' Hole, he Is dis.
covered by “Indian Joe'" and forced
to accompany him Into the hole.
Here he claims to be one of the
conspirators anfl Is locked up pend-
Ing developments,
& Mexican girl,

He confides In
Pancha, In love
with  Macklin, who Intenda to
marry Olga. Pancha, planning to
get rid of her rival, releasen Shel-

by and guldes him to a hidden
cave,

CHAPTER X.—Continued.
— 10—

Descending was far easler than the
tollsome ellmb through the darkness
of the night before. There was noth-
Ing In slght 8o far ns the mouth of the
ravin® where It epened Into the main
valley. Beyond that he could per-
ceive moving fizures, and mmnin’ally
henr the sound of a distant volee, Tt
was clearly evident to his mind that
romething unusunl must have oc-
curred—some news of disaster or ap-
proaching danger—to arouse such ex-
cltement among the cltizens of the
Hole; and he nlso felt convinced that
this more lmportant thing hnd for the
time belng, at least, rendered his own
escape a matter of small considern-
tion, If any attempt had been made
to trall him, this effort had certainly
already been nbandoned, As he leaned
forth from his hiding place he saw,
scarcely a hundred yards away, the
log walls of that hat, concenled among
the trees which he had dimly noted
from the crug above. This wans prob-
abhly where Olga had been confined,
His heart beat rapldly as he studled
the outlines, Could she be there still?
Was Macklin with her? or had she
been left there under guard of some of
his Indian allies?

If she was there, and not too se-
curely gunrded, It might be possible
for him alone to effect her rescue, The
fnsplration to mnke the attempt ap-
pealed to him strongly. If he only
could get her awny unohserved ns far
ns that eave, he helleved It possible to
follow the trall to the summit. The
project appeared simple enough, as he
turned It thus over In his mind; at
least 1t surely could do no harm for
him to determine definltely If the lady
still remalned Imprisoned there, He
would venture far enough to assure
himself thnt this must be the fact.

Shelby was sufficlently consclous of
danger to use every precaution; the
training of years came to his aid, The
rocky banks of the stream were suf-
ficlently high te conceal his advance,
and the ereek curved about so ns to
approach the hut within a few yards,
Assured that the water would thus
conceal his teall, e crept across the
narrow open space, and lowered him-
gelf over the bunk, crouching knee
deep In the cold stream, gufely under
cover, Thus protected he waded slow-
1y downward, He saw no evidence of
any guard, and became eonvineed the
cabin also was deseried ; that If this
was actunlly the place where Olgn
had been confined on arrival, she had
since been removed elsewhere,

As he drew nearer the place appeared
old, rather dilapldated and long desert-
ed, a shack ‘searcely it for human hnbi-
tatlon any longer, The one window was
boarded up, and the patehed roof of
the lenn-to sagged dismally. This was
certninly not the place; no one appar-
ently had lived there for many a year,
Btill, now he had ventured so much, It
might be well to tnke a look Inside,
Assuredly no harm could be done by
his searching the rooms, and this
would require only a moment or two.

He drew himself up Into the weeds,
and wigeled Lis way forward untll he
obtalced n full view of the door. It
was tightly closed, but upguarded
without. Indeed his search revealed
po sign that the hut had been visited
for months, until he came within a
yard or two ef the long step before
the entrance; then he suddenly en-
countered feotprints In the softer
ground, and was able to distinguish
where some one—more than one, he
thought—-had pushed @& passage
through the surrounding tangle of
weeds, He studled these signs Intent-
AL yst discerned nothing resembling
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A woman's ghoe. The mocecasin-shod
feet, however, had passed over the
ground agaln and again, and he even
belleved, one, and perhaps more, of
the wearers had sat on the doorstep
Impatiently stamping thelr feet. To
his Judgment the place had Indeed
been under guard, and that recently—
the marks were comparatively fresh
and cleancut, as though made within
A few hours.

Then, in all probabllity, this had
been the prison where hls 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, Volees sounded off toward the
broader expanse of valley, but too far
awny to present danger; even as he
stood cautlously up, and looked out
over the tops of the weeds he could
se¢ nothing to ereate alarm, He was
nlone, unseen, unsuspected, and yleld-
ed to the desire to learn what was
within the hut. She might have left
fome message, some sign of her pres-
ence, which would prove a clue.

The outer door was secured merely
by a wooden latch, and opened easlly
to his touch. Afrald lest some un-
known eye might mark his movements,
Shelby glided qulekly In through the
narrow opening, and Instantly pressed
the deor shut behind him, He was In
almost total darkness, the only light
finding entrance between the [ll-fitting
boards at the single window. He felt
his way blindly across the room,
gulded by this dim ray, and, discover-
Ing one of the boards somfewhat
loosened, managed to wrench it free,
thos permitting the gray daylight to
galn entrance, This gave him a dim
view of the Interior, a nearly square
room, Inexpressibly dirty, and without
furniture, except a rough bench thrust
buck aganinst one wall,

Stralght across from where he stood
some black object lay upon the floor,
80 Indistinet in its outlines he could
not, In that faint light, determine
what It might be—a plle of rags, per-
haps, or a shapeless heap of rubbish,
He stepped forward, curlous to learn
Its nature, yet stopped suddenly, star-
Ing down In speechless horror. He was
beside the bodies of two men. both
dead, gripped together, stiffened in
the very attitude with which death
had overinken them. They had dled
fighting llke wild dogs, and thelr
strange posture told the whole story.
Shelby, crushing back the dread he
felt, trled to part them, but the stif-
fened Himbs would pot yleld, One was
fn white man, the other an Indlan, the
latter shot through the chest, the for-
mer apparently choked to death, the
rigld 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,
unahble to remove his gaze. In the
dim light the features of the two men
were almost unrecognizable. What
had caused this tragedy? this flerce

Both Dead, Gripped Together,

death grapple? He could only con-
Jecture from what little he knew of
the circumstances. Beyond doubt one
of these antagonists would be the
guard whom Muacklin had left to
watch over his captive while he de
parted. But the other? Some one
who sought entrance probably; some
one endeavoring to reach the woman,
elther Inspired by good or evil Intent.
Yet which was the guard? which the
Invader? Those who had accompanied
the Kid at the ranch were all Indlans,
nnd 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 and peered in-
guiringly into the agonizea face of the
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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 penred
human, and yet was vaguely familinr,
He had seen It onee bhefore, revenled
in the glare of a match, and the recol-
lectlon came bibk haunting him—the
fellow wnas Siagin, Hanley's partner,
Then he had come there for no good!
Had come there In the night like a
slinking ¢ar, knowing of Macklin's ah-
sence, to carry out some foul ohject of
hls own,

The ranchman drew In a long
breath, and stood up. The sllénce and
gloom oppressed him, as his eyes once
more swept about the dismal npnrt-
ment. It was surely a fit abode for
murder, but the sight of those two
dead bodies Interlocked on the floor
was more than he could bear, Ohey-
Ing the first impulse he dragged them,
still gripping each other, ncross 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 heen here since these
two men fought? Otherwise thelr
bodies would have been found, and
cared for. It must be thnt Macklin
had not yet returned, and that Fanley
knew nothing of Slagin's desperate
venture, Then the girl must still be
confined 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 eager
eyes sought the only door opening
through the side wnll, It was tightly
closed and secured by a strong bar of
wood., He plcked up the revolver
from the floor, and went swiftly for-
ward, prepared to fance whatever might
be revealed beyond, The bar fitted
snuglys yet he forced It free of the
clasps, and pushed the door open with
hls koee, watchfully peering Into the
darkness behind., He saw nothing, no
flutter of movement, no evidence that
the plnce wans occupled. 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
admitted sufficlent light to enable him
to dimly make out his surroundings—
a couch, covered with a bearskin, a
rudely made chalr, a bucket of water
In one corner, and a faintly revealed
figure agalnst the further wall.

“Olga!" he exclalmed, “Olga!"

She moved, leaning forward eagerly.

“Who are you? Who calls me?”

“It Is you, then?" he sprang forward.
“Don't be afrald; 1 am Shelby!"

“Shelby—you! Tom Shelby! O
God ! this is not a dream?"

“No, no! 1 am Jjust as real as you
are. See; touch me, You thought I
was dead?"

Her hands were In his own; her
eyes, still incredulous, searching his
face In the dim light,

“Dead-—yes! They told me so; an
Indian sald he had crushed In your
skull, He boasted of {t; and when I
asked that Macklin, he only laughed,
when he sald it wans so.”

“Laughed, how?"

Ier eves feoll,

“He—he didn't seem to think It
could make much difference to me;
that 1 would care."”

“But do you know who he 187 DIid
he tell you? Did the fellow explain
his purpose in this outrage?"

“1 do not know ; he had no time, no
opportunity; we were never alone,
What do you mean? Wus this all
done for some dellberate purpose?"”

“Yes, It was, Olgn. His name 8 not
Macklin at all; it is probably Churchill
—hnve you ever heard that name be-
fore?"

“No; I nm sure not."

“It was your mother's name. She
came from Virginia, and was helress
to conslderable property. It was left
to her In trust, and her uncle was the
trustes,”

“My mother?"'

“Yes: she never knew this while she
lived, but your father learned some
of the facts after her death, anid en-
deavored to verlfy them. His senrch
was what started trouble; for your
uncle, the trustee—hls name I8 Cor-
nellus Churehlll=had made no effort
to loente the helr to the property lefi
In his care. Instead he had used the
money, belleving himgelf perfectly
safe, When he learned of your fa-
ther's susplclons, he became fright.
ened.”

“Can thia be true?”

“It evidently Is true, strange as It
geems. Then your father was killed,
perhaps through some row engineered
by Churchill to put him out of the
way, and they mande every effort to
find you. You alone stood hetween
them and this ll-gotten wealth, For-
tunately you could not Immedlately be
located ; you had been hidden away In
a Catholle school, and, before Church-

11l suceeeded In  discovering what
school you were at, Calking took you
awny, and destroyed every trall”

“Calking! Who and what was he?"

“A sergeant In your father's troop;
a falthful fellow to whom your father

had confided his story before he dled.
His one object was to keep you safely
out of Churchill's hands until you
sbould become of age. That was why
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he drpgged yon from town to town
and kept you in poverty”

“But why did he never tell me all
this?"

“T ennnot answer that; no donbt he
thought It best; bhelleved the time had
I understnnd he acted under
legnl advice. Then, you know, his
denth wns very sudden™

“Iid he ki hhoself ¥

“1 do not think =0 now, That was
the story In Ponea, but it f8 my belief
he wns murdered, You had finally
heen traced ; the mnn who had sue-
ceoded In fAnding your trail was In
Ponen. Culkins had to be put out of
the way."

"“You—mean Macklin?

“Yes; only. ns 1 say, that =8 proh-
ably not the fellow's name—nhe Is Cor-
neling Churchill’s son,”

"Where—where did you learn all
this?

“Muncklin told_ the story, when he
was drunk, to another raxeal. 1 erept
up to a camp-fire one night and heard
the Intter relate the tale.”

“Where was this?

“On Dragoon creek.* L

"Yes—but when?"

“Night before Inst;
seeking to trall you"

She hnd never relensed her grasp of
his hand; now It tightened.

“Night before last; you—you never
knew it hefore?”

"Certalnly not,”

“You dldn't marry me be—because
I hagl all this money 7"

Shelhy Ianghed lightly,

“Lord, no; 1 never suspected you
had five cents”

“And—nnil.," she went on earnestly,
“you—you followed nfter me, hurt ng
You was, never knowling nbout all this
~—just—hecause it was me?"

“That's sure right; leastwise until 1
struck this outflt over on Dragoon
ereek, and T ean't say that I eared n
d—n abhout the money at all; only it
gave me a notlon of what was up. I'd
come Just the same; you can bet your
life on that,”

“Oh, T sam glad yon sald so! And
you—you actually don't care for the
money

“Care for it! Little girl,
glven it a thought.
you!"

“Me? You eare for me?”

“Well, T reckon T must,
you're my wife,
ain't I?"

“Yes," she sald, rather wearily, “I
understand."

Her glence was townrd the open
door Into the other room, and she
seemed anxlous to change the tople.

“What—what happened out there
last night? Do you know? There was
fighting, and a shot fired. I am sure I
heard a ery, as though some one wans
hurt, and then after that everything
was sllent,”

“There wns a fight,” he answered,
“and It cost the lives of two men—
one white, the other Indian., I found
them gripped In each other's farns
there on the floor, both dead!”

“Both dend! Two of them out
there. How horrible! Who are they?"

“One must have been your guard.,"

“Yes, the Indlan; but the other?’

“A ruffian named Slagin; he was
one of the fellows I overheard talk-
ing abéut yvour cuse. He must have
known that Macklin left you here
alone last night, and came to see yon
for some purpose. He must have en-
countered the Indinn unexpectedly,
and the two went [uto the death grap-
ple.™ .

“And—both were killed?

“Yes: the red was shot, and the
white choked 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; 1 rolled the
hodles back under & bhench out of
slght, 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 trall
that lends up from this ole: but the
first thing to do I8 to get safely away
before Macklin gets back, You will
go with me?"

“Of course; but do you dare make
the attempt by daylight %"

“T don't dare anything else. Every
minute we waste here adds to our
danger. You have nothing to take
with you?" '

She shook her head; then suddenly
ghe lifted ner eves again, and looked
him directly In the face,

“Tom Shelby.” she asked Impetuons-
ly, “Is what you sald actually trus—
that you nre just doing this becnuse
you have got to, being my husband 2"

He stared at her, surprised, and
confused by so diréct a question,

“Sure; that's what I ought to do,
aln't It? DBut maybe you don't exnctly
snbe what I mean, I—I reckon I've
got to thinkin' a lot about you lately ;
since that guloot took yon away 1
mean: and—and well, I'm d—d glad
you are my wite,” he broke forth des-
perately.  “That's honest how 1 feel
ahout 1t."

The clenr eyves watching hilm smiled,
and she stretched out her hand,

“You are sure then it |s not just a
duty. Yon really want me to go with
you?"

“1 ain't much good telling these
things, but that's what 1 want, |
reckon thereain't no world big enough
to keep me from huntin® you up—God!
did you hear that?”

It was the barsh volce of a wan
singing, the volce of Joe Macklin.

while T wne

I ain't
I'm here for—

Long ns
I'm your husband,

CHAPTER XI.
A Shot in the Dark.

She stood clutching him tightly, both
staring In startled fear out through
the open door into the dim light of the
front room., The whole sltuation
flashed through B8helby's mind—if
Macklin was alone he could handle

bl ; yet thegn was danger that the
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man might shoot, and the repory o
overhenrd by others, Then, ngnin he
might not be alone, It was hefter to
muke gure first, and then aet.  But
how? A possibility occurred to him—
it was dark within that gecond room;
he could lip back into the corner, und
remaln concenled ; perhaps the, fellow
would 1alk, would revenl his plans; nt
least, once at his ease, he conld be
made the victim of sorprise. But
would Olgn play the part necessary?

“Can you.act? he whispered hastily,
“We must fool that fellow."”

"How do you mean? What am I to
do?"

“Muke him talk, Let him think yon
are all right ;: above all keep him from
suspleioning that 1 am elther here, or
even alive,™

“Tut  how  ean 17" hreathlessly,
“with the door unbarred. swnd those
dend men? He will know something
hos gone wrong.”

“Tell himn they fought and
ench other, but that first they un-
barred the door. You found them
there, and dragged the bodles uander
the bench, You dared not go sway;
you were afruld—mnake up some story.
Here he js now !”

He left her frightened and dismaved
by this sudden emergeney, and sprang
haek Into the dartest corner, crouch-
Ing agalnst the log wall, 1If she would
only Induce Macklin to reveal his
plans, gain his confidence, He could

killed

“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 erashed
open, letting In a flood of light from
without, and a step sounded heavily
on the floor. The young woman
stralghtened up, the clear profile of |
her face revealed. Somehow Shelby |
knew she had braced herself for the |
contest, Macklin must have stopped
Just within the door, staring about
him In uncertalnty.

“What the h—l
burst forth angrily,
gloom. “Sam,
way ™

“Who Is Sam? she asked quietly,
and taking a step forward, *Is that
the name of the Indian you left on
guard

He gnzed nt her open-mouthed, for
the moment too astonlshed to even
find speech.

“What!"  he stammered finally,
“why, what are you doing out here?
Who opened that door? Where Is the
d=—d red snake, anyway?'

“T do not know very mugh more
than yon d60,* she replied quletly,
“There was a fight ont here some time
daring the nlght, and the bar across
the door wns knocked down,"

“A flght! who were they?”

“A white man, and the guard,
were both killed.™

“Both—hoth killed?" he seemed un-
able to grasp the fact, *Who was the
white mnn¥*

“I do not know."

“And vou did pot even run awny?
Diid not try to escape?” :

“Where conld [ go%' she nsked, |
“What was there for me to do but
wanlt for yvou to return?”

“Well, If this don't beat h—1!" he
exclaimed, “Why 1 thonght you wns
afrafd of we, You ain't, hey?" 1

“No: I—I don't think 1 am. Yon |

|

Is up here? he
confused hy tl:er
where are you any- |

They

were not rough with me, and—and you
snld you would have something inter-
esting to tell me when you got hack." |
Mucklin langhed, evidently relieved, |
She hod spoken as a child might
whaose curlosity had been aroused, |
“Oh, 1 see, my giel: you've been |
thinking this over, have yon, and de-
elded T might not be quite &0 bad after
all, I thought maybe you'd get over
that tantrum after awhile, fer shucks|
1 knew that feller Shelhy was nothin’
to you. Yon jJust married him ter git
away from Ponea—didn't you?"

“A sinele shot rang out
sharply. He saw Macklin fling
up his arms and reel back-
ward.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Mr, Simpkine In Hard Luck.

Mr. Simpkins was complaining to his
hosom friend, Jenkins, about the nu-
merous {lls his wife had brought upon
him In the course of thelr association,
“When first 1 met her,” he sald, *1 was
struck dumb with admiration. When |
married her 1 was blind with love,
and now,” he added, “I'm deaf from

| Touch

her everlasting talking."

ToCure aCold
in One Day

Take

Grovae’s
Laxative

Bromo <&

Quinine
tablets

Be sure its Bromo

= /|
C. ) Eyove-

The genuine bears this signature

-
-

*I'm Ha and
» Well ngevyfor |
took Dr.Pierce’s

Favorite

oy O R, .
Dixon, Nebr—"For
the young girl de
veloping there I
nothing better than Dr. Plerce's Fa-
vorite Prescription. At that time
of my life 1 was sadly in need of
gomething to strengthen and bulld
me up and I found just the tonie [
needed In ‘Favorite Prescription. I
would advise Its use by all young
girls at this critical period of life.”
—MRS, E. LONG,

Favorite Prescription contains no
alcohol or narcotic. Send 10c to Dr,
Plerce’'s Invalids' Hotel in Buffalo,

W. Y, for a wrial pkg. of tablets.

As Ta 1y and Fresh As fae
hey Were Baked

'nmt‘l tha way you get Falry S8oda Crack-
ors when you buy them In returnable cans

Packed while stfll warm from the ovens,
these crackers retain their flavor lnd oriap-
ness until used.

Returnable cans are molsture proof. dust
pruof, iascct proof, odor prool

Buying In full cans s economical and
satisfactory always

126 MAH!IO‘I‘H JACKS

Ask Yeur Grocer for Is=TEN'S FAIRY SODAS
1 nu 8 ba n for yono, eome guiek,

and be sure you get the genuine.
m' W'S JACK FARM

B
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Nervousness.

“Does tobaneco make you nervous?

“It does,” replied Mr. Meekton, *“if

Henrletta catches me smoking In the
house,"

To Have a Clear Sweet Skin
pimples, redness, roughneas
or itehing, If any, with Cuticura Oint-
ment, then bathe with Cutlcura Soap
and hot water, Rinse, dry gently and
dust on a little Cuticura Talcum to
lenve a fascinating fragrance on skin,
Everywhere 206¢ ench.—Adv,

All the world's n stage and the bars
ber is glven many puarts,

Distant relatives seldom atlend the
funeral of 0 man u!m dies poor,

Stop 'l'hat Backache!

Lhose agonizing twinges, that dull
tlarubl:mg ickache, may be warning of
serious kidney wenkness—seriouns if I.mﬁ
lected for it might easily lead to grave
dropsy or (ntni‘?lirluhl # disease, 1f you
are suffering with & bad back look for
other proof of kidney trouble. If there
are dizzy spelis, headaches, tired feel-
ing and disordered kidoey action, get |
after the cnuse. Use Doan's Kidney
Pills, the remedy that has helped thou-

pands.  Batistied users recommend

Doan's. Ask your neighbor!
ANebruhCau

Mrs. E. E. Bates,

114 Platt Ave,, Alll-

ance, Nebr,, says:

“1I have occasional
attacks of kidney
cumplntm and |If

I peglect It 1
fer m great deanl
with my back,
Lt lame
he asmall

hardly get aroundg
to 'do my work, lt
1 mloop over 1 \ ~
dizsy and can nrdl sea. When

got Doan's Kidney Pulu and u.lu
them Jjust as eirav!ld they always
cure me of the attack.”
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