“YOU! HER HUSBAND?T"

@ynopsis.—Tom Bhelby, a rancher,
rides Into the frontler town of
Ponea, looking for & good time af-
ter a long apell of hard work and
lonelineas on the ranch. Instead,
he runs Into a funeral—that of Dad
Calkins, a rotired army man of
whom little 18 known, A girl, still
In her teens, survives Calkina. Mo-
Carthy, a saloon keeper and Pon-
ea’s leading cltizen, decides that
the girl, now alone In the world,
should marry.

out A& husband from the score of
men lined up In her home. To his
consternation, she selects Bhelby,
who had gona along merely as &
Apectator, The wedding takeas
place and the couple set out for
Bhelby's ranch. With them Ia "

Bhe agrees to plck "

"Kid" Macklin, whom Bhelby has
Wired as a helpor. On the way the
girl tells her hulhan:l her name 18
Olga Carly also tells him
romething o lha pecullar clreum-
stances of her life. Upon thelr ar- “
rival at the ranch Bhelby Is struck

down from behind and left for
dead. He recovers consclousness to
find that Macklin and his wife have
kone. He starts In pursult. He
learns his wife Is an helress, that
her abduction has been carefully
planned and that she has been
tnken to Wolves' Hole, a strong-
hold of bandita and bad Indians.
Reaching Wolves’ Hole, he In dis-
coverad by “Indian Joe' and forced
to accompany him into the Hole.
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CHAPTER VIIl—Continued,
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Bhelby rode away sllently between
the two, consclous that this brief con-
versation hud In wo way Improved his
position. To be sure  he had escaped
an immedinte meeting with Hanley,
but the fuct that the Intter had entire-
ly falled to mention his probanble ar
rival must have left an unpleasant
susplicion In Laud’s mind. The fellow
#ald nothing, however, and apparent-
ly took no precautlons, but Shelby
was nevertheless fully aware that the
other watched him cautiously, and
would be quick to detect the slightest
movement. They rode at a walk
through a darkness so profound that
he could not be sure they were even
Mllowing a trall.  The sound of
bolsterous volces rang out occaslon-
ally, but they bore off steadlly townrd
the left away from the nolse, and he
noticed the Mexican hnd grasped the
bridle of the buckskin, and was firm-
Iy gulding the animnl,

“H—11" mald Laud suddenly, *“I
forgot all about the Kid. Wanter see
him, Churchii?*

“Not speclally ternight,” Shelby ad-
mitted hastily, “mornin' will be soon
enough.”

“All right, then:; ‘taln't much far-
ther, enyhow. There's the high rock,
Juan; the light'll show round the
next turn.”

It did, shinlng out ke a star, and
they drove up In front of a log shack,
an odd-shaped, rambling affulr, bullt
close In ngninst a wall of rock. The
door opened In response to the sound
of the horses’ hoofs, and a young
womnn appeared In the entrance, peer-
ing forth,

“That. you, Juan?" she asked In
Bpanish, )

“81; thore are three of us, Pancha,”
replled the Mexlean, "and we would
eat quickly. 1Is the senor here?”

“Net slnce noon, Juan., He sald
little when he rode away, yet there
has that occurred I would talk with
you nbout.”

“'Tis well, lttle one—after we eat
there will be thne™

Laud swung heavily down from his
borse, holding up his rein to Junn,
who remmalned In the sanddle. e
moved like one whose limbs were stif-
fered by being long In one position.

“lloly Smoke! 1 can hardly walk"
he muttered, *“I will go along with
you ‘o the corral to tench my legs how
to bebave. And as for you, Chuvch-
fIL" bhis volce decpening on the word,
“go vn Into the cabin, and walt there
til we mome,"

| There was nothing for Shelby to do

but obey. HBusplelon caused him to
feel n tlri!l of apprehension from In-
dian Joe's curt manner, yet there was
nothing in the words to resent, nnd
his only chance of safety Ilny In an
outward appearance of satisfuction,
The g/l drew aside, and he stepped
forward Into the room, An Instant
she lngered, #s he glanced hastly
abont at the plainly furnished inter-
for, then closed the door, and began
busying herself In arranging the ta-
ble. _8%& was young, not over six-
tan, he udged, with dark halr and
decidedly pretty, and with a
‘Quick movement, Itke the flight of a
bird. Twice she passed him on her
ya to the fire place, withont even

neinyg In his direction ; then sudden:
their oyes met, and she laughed out-

“You verra dull, Amerlcano. I not
pee & man like you before,” she de-
glared positively, “¥You not care talk
with me?”

“gure J do,” and he straightened up.
» thought maybe you couldn't talk my

L

-on':'m eet; you not speak Span-

nenor?” _
.!"w-u. hardly. lkhlulntbtln n

mummunm I'm a bit

#Where you Jearn?"
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“When I was In the army, In Arl-
zona."

“l In Arizona once—Tucson; you
there? Good. You not soldler now?"

“Oh, no; that was quite a while
ago; that Is why I have forgotten my
Spanish. There aren't many of your
people up here,”

She shook her head, resting back
against the table, and gazing at him
frankly with her dark eyes.

“Juan and I all alene here” she
confessed, “Ket Is not nlce—no; I
like not these Amerlcanos. You do
not look like the senor—vat vas re
funny name he call you?1"

“Churchill.”
“Shirchil—bah! I not say eet verra
good. Maybe you hav' some other

name I can say better? You tell me?”
“My glven name, you mean; that Is
Tom."

She laughed, shrugging her shoul-

ders,
“Tom! Oh, I know that; I call you
Tom, then., I am Pancha Villemonte.

Which you rather say?”
“Pancha, of course;
Juan?”
“Juan Villemonte; he I8 my broth-
er—he, You not know heem, then?"
“No; we Just met above. I had lost
my way, and we ran Into each other

and who (s

“Because | Think You Are Straight”

up there. He and Indian Joe were
driving cattle, and brought me along
with them."

Her eyes opened wider, and her
hands Interlocked.

“You not here before, then? You
never In Wolves' hole till now?

l'No.‘.

“But why you come, then? Why
they say you ride with them? Madre
de Dies! You know what zls place
s

“Yes, Panchn,” he answered soberly,
feeling her earnestness. “I know. I
came to help & woman,”

“You tell them that? Indian Joe?"

“Not just ns I have you; I let them
bhelleve T wns in on the game belng
played. 1In fact, I dldn't have to say
much of snything, for as soon as I
mentloned the name of Churehill, Laud
seemed to understand. What I falled
to mnke clear was that my object
was to help her™

“Why you tell me this?

“Becnuse you are a woman, I guess,
and becnuse 1 think you are stralght.”

8he stared at him a moment In sl-
lence; then went over and stood with
her back agalnst the door. She was
breathing hard, and her cheeks were
red,

“She come from a ranch on the Cot-
tonwood 1

“YE‘.‘I.”

Her white teeth gleamed angrtly be-
tween the red of her lips,

“An' what this woman to yon, se-
nort Why you care what happen to
her?”

Shelby looked frankly Into the girl's
face, determined to risk all, suddenly
convinced that this young Mexlenn had
an interest In his anawer beyond any
mere curlosity.

“Becnuse 1 am her hushand,” he
sald quletly.

“You! her hushand?" 8he almost
gcreamed the words, advancing to-
ward him flercely., “You not lle to
me! They say to me you dead! They
tell me that; they tell her that.”

“Who told you'?t"

“Macklin; the Indlans—all tell eet.
Running Horse, he keel you—like els,
we’l.

“Yes, he struck me all right, Pan-
cha; at leust someone did, nlso they
left me there. But I was not dead.”

“An' what he want of her? What
Senor Macklin want of her? You know
that?

“l know a littla, but perhaps not
all, I heard two fellows talking ahout
it; you know them, likely—Matt Han-
lwy and Hank Stagin?*

Bhe nodded.

“Hanley had got Macklln drunk and
pumped him, It's some matter of a
big fortune down KEast. It seems
Macklin's real name may be Charchill,
and_ {f so his father Is trustee for all
this property, which really belongs to
the woman, Macklin has got an ldea
he can marry her and so cop all the
coln,"

“He marry her?

“That Is the way l’hnley understood
"

“Then your name not Shirchil ¥

“No; it's Shelby."”
“And Senor Macklin—~his bpame
Bhirchil 7

“I reckon lkely; I don't know."

There was a sound without and she
gprang Instantly aslde to the table,
bhusylng herself furlously. Laud and
the Mexlcan entered, throwing thelr
saddles down nolsily into one corner
and without paylng the slightest at-
tention to Shelby, prepared themselves
for the meal. To the rather curt In-
vitation of the former the ranchman
drew up the hench to the table and
jolned them. Pancha asked her broth-
er a few questions, but Indian Joe nev-
er uttered a word untll he had ‘eaten
hig fill. Once Shelby caught his eyes
looking acfoss at him, but except for
that one glance the fellow seemed
obllvious of any other presence, Fin-
nlly he pushed back his chair, pulled
his feet around to where the butt of
a revolver was within easy reach of
his hand and his eyes glared straight
into Shelby's face,

“Had enough?"

“Plenty; Pancha 18 a good cook.”

“She Is that. Thought I'd walt till
after supper before we talked busi-
ness, Now, Churchill, or whatever
your pame [s, maybe you'll tell me
where you got that bronc with a Three
Star brand on him?"

CHAPTER IX.

The Love of a Woman,
fhelby, while cautiously watchful
of Laud's every motion, was yet a¥vare
that the girl leaned suddenly agalnst
the wall, her face white, her eyes
staring toward him, and that Juan
. was leaning forward across the table,
with gleaming teeth exposed. He was
calm enough himself, however, for he
had Imagined this unpleasant discov-
ery might be made and was not en-

tirely unprepared to meet It

“What brand?* he asked coolly,
“You mean the Three Stars?”

“That's exactly what I mean, -pard-
per. I happen to know where that
brone com' from.”

“Then you know more than I do,
Laud. I bought the pony from a liv-
ery man at Gerlasche to ride out here
on; some bucker, at that. Say, come
to think about it, those cows you were
driving In were Three Stars.”

“That 1s just what they were, most
o' them. That's what struck me as
d—n funny. Those ecattle com' from
up on the Cottonwood; they belonged
to a feller named Shelby,”

“You run ‘em off?"

“That's none o' your d—n business,
That's where they came from, an'
Shelby's dead. But what I'm Inter-
ested In Is how the h—l you got his
horse.”

He dropped his gun down on the
table and stared across Into Shelhy's
Imperturbable face with hard, threat-
ening eyes,

“Now you look here, young fellow,
you know who I am, I reckon. It's
Indlan Joe Laud talkin' to you. May-
be yer all right an’ maybe yer ain't;
only I don't tuke no chances. Your
story ain't sounded just pight to me
from the start, but I'll give yer a
chance to prove it. I aln't goin' ter
plug you now; not If yer've got sense
enough to behave yerself. Tomorrow
I'll see what Matt Hanley has to say,
but till that time yere goin' to be lock-
ed up, Goin' ter make any row over
that program?

“Not the least."

“All right, then. Juan, you take the
gent's gun; he's better off without It
That's right; now feel him over an'
see .If he's got any other weapons,
Better stand up, Churchill.”

Thka ranchman, comprehending the
utter futility of any attempt ct resist-
ance, did as he was told, managing to
retaln the same cool smile on his lips,
The murderous eogpes of the squaw-
man never once deserted his face and
Shelby reallzed that the slightest symp-

doing. Laud was In no mood to be
argued with,

“Nice of you to walt until after I'd
eaten,” he sald easily. *“It will give
me a comfortable night's rest.”

“Glad you take it that way, Clean-
ed him up, have you Juan? Now, how
ahout that room yonder? Empty, ain't
1%

“81, senor,” it was Pancha who an-
swered, opening the door,

Laud took a =step forward and
glanced Into the apartment. The swift
scrutiny apparently satisfled him, for
he turned to the prisoner, his revolver
still grasped In readiness for instant
action.

“Go on In," he commanded harshly,
“An' tomorrow we'll settle this case.”

Shelby walked past him without so
much as a side glance, to all sutward
nppenrance quite at his ease. Yawd

clused the doer the priscaer heard

tom of treachery would prove his un- |

|

him secure it with a stout wooden
bar. He stood there motionless, en-
deavoring to eollect his thoughts,
the smile no longer on his lips, ad.
Justing his eyes to the dnrkness,

There was a window high up, but
gecmingly too small for the passage of
his body, yet a slight glenm of star-
light found Its way thromgh the open-
Ing, which was further barred by two
stout wooden siakes, He stepped sl
lently across and tested them, finding
them solidly embedded In the logs., He
felt his way eautiously about the room.
whilch was of small dimeunsions, con-
taining only a single stool, and a cot;
the floor was puncheon and the walls
of log, heavily plastered with muod.
The place offered apparently no op-
portunity for escape, and Shelhy sut
down on the edge of the cot discour-
aged.

He could distingulsh the volces of
the three without plainly enough to
determine who was speaking, but their
words were Indistinguishnable. Then
the murmur finally cesased, and he
thought one of the men had left the
house, perhaps both, yet that was
hardly llkely. Someone remained cer-
tainly, for there was movement, and
the sound of feet, mingled with the
clink of dishes, Pancha was evidently
clearing off the table, His thought
centered on her, Had he made a mis-
take In thus suddenly conflding his
true story to her ears? Yet, so far as
he knew, she had =ald nothing to In-
jure him, and had made no effort to
reveal his secret. Indeed her actions
had rather expressed fear of Laud,
and a certaln sympathy for him; sure-
ly that was what he had read In the
depthe of her eyes. Yet how could
this be accounted for? She must cer-
talnly be one with these others;
brought up probably from childhood
in the atmosphere of crime, and cer-
wninly loyal to her brother, If nothing
else. What then could possibly Influ-
ence her to show him the slightest
conslderation?

He sat with head in his hands, en-
deavoring to solve the mystery, and,
out from the dark, a possible explana-
tion flashed Into his mind—Macklin,
Could any relation she might have
with this fellow account for a desire
to wish his escape alive? It might;
the fact that he was already the hus-
band of the woman Macklin planned
to marry would quite naturally ex-
plain the entire situation under cer-
tain conditions. If that rascal had
made love to her, and now dellberate-

Iy planned to desert her for another,

the Spanish blood would account for
all the rest. By heaven; that must
be It! He recalled the insistence of
her questioning; the flash of her eyes,
the threatening gleam of her white
teeth, Unconsciously he had touched
the secret spring. and unloosed the tl-
ger. Jenlousy was the weapon—a love
turned to hate, the fury of a woman
scorned. To get Olga out of her path
forever, she wonuld risk anything, dure
anything. Here then, was his one and
only chance.

But could the girl serve him, even If
she desired to do so? He reallzed
the serlousness of his positlon; his
helplessness without some outslde ald,
He had been-a blind fool te venture
into this den alone; and even a blind-
er fool to clalm friendship with Han-
ley. The morning would find him com-
pletely exposed, and he had litle
doubt what form vengeance would as-
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“Tomorrow We'll Settle This Case.”

sume at the hands of these men. He
was llke a condemned man in his cell
walting helplessly for the certailn hour
of execution, Worse than that, even;
4 for his fate must Inevitably seal also
the fate of his wife. Her omly chance
of reSeue lay In his efforts, and he
was helpless. Zhere was not a thing
he could do; jet he tried sgaln and
agnin desperately, testing the ch-
cous of the flger, block by dig-
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ging at the drled mud between the
logs of the wall; endeavoring to gnin
seme leverage upon the hinges of the
door, and tugging once ngain furious-
Iy at those wooden sggkes protecting
the narrow window., His fingers bled
from the frantle effort to thus loosen
something, to yield him an opporfuni-
ty to really exert lls strength. These
efforts were utterly useless; there was
not a spot of weakness to be discov-
ered. If the pluce had been originally
comstructed as a prison It could not
have been more securely built. Men-
tally and physically exhausted, he
flung himself upon the floor, and Iny
there, quivering from head to foot,
with nerves completely shattered,

The sllence became ghastly; any
sound would have been a religf. There
was no one moving about even In that
other room, and the door hetwoeen [itted
too closely for him to perceive any
gleam of light, He listened Intently,
holding his breath, but his hend sank
back onece more In dejection. Why In
God's name hadn't he fought It out
like 8 man? Why had he ever permlit-
ted himself to be thus cnught like a
trapped rat? The frenzy of disgust he
felt eaused him to =it up and stare
once more at the single star shining
through the window. What was that?
A shadow] Burely something out yon-
der moved!

Sllently, cautlously, he stepped on
the stool, and looked out hetween the
barsg, his heart beating like n drum. At
first he saw nothing, the blood seem-
Ing to stand still as he gazed—then
the fingers of a hand grosped one of
the wooden bars, and a face rose
slowly Just In front of his own. A
whisper revealed the Identity of his
‘.'“ﬂl‘_‘rt

“Senor, come quletly to window ;
not speak loud.” 7

“Pancha, you! You would talk with
me, then?”

“I must know some things, senor; I
must be sure,” she sald flercely. “You
tell me tonight the truth, senor; you
not lie to me."

“Not a single word,” he assured her
engerly, his heart beginning to beat
with new hope, his face advanced un-
til only the bars divided them.
trusted you."

“You are Senor Shelby?"

Il“'e‘-!l

“And she,
wife?”

IAY“

“She Is pretty woman, verra pretty;
you not marrled long?

“No, only a few days; we had just
come to the ranch when she was tak-
en away."

“But, senor, why she go away If she
be just married like you say? Why
she leave you, un' run off with Senor
Macklin? She love heem better than
you?"

“Love him! S8he did not run off, He
stole her, he and four Indians, after
leaving me for dead.”

“He not tell eet to me lke that; he
say she want to marry heem, an’ not
you, That he took her to save her from
you; that she would not let heem
leave Iwr. Then you fight, an' so get
keeled,'

Shelby laughed softly.

“So that waos Macklin's story, wns
it? Well, it is not exactly true, I
aln't saying she's m love with me, or
nothin' like that, but she sure don't
hanker none after that chap. Tl tell
yer why he took her—enuse she's got
a bunch o' money comin® her way down
enst that Macklin would like to get
his hands on."”

“He marry her?"

“Phat's his game, no donbt, If It
works, If not, he'll evalve some other,
I den't think he gives a cuss how It's
dor+ <o 'w zets It—he nnd his pre-
clous father.”

She stured at
parted.

“Maybe 1 ree It more clear now,”
she exclnimed. “He not love her,
then; he just want Ler money, bahl
1 care not how he get thpt, If he not

do

this woman, Is your

him with lps

got her. You take her away, Senor
Shelby, where he npever see her
again?

"Of course.”

“An' you keep her married to ynu?"

“T'll do the best T ean, What do
you mean, Pancha? Can you get us
out of here?”

“You lie hid, Senor, and

trust all to me.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

The Wonder of Eggs.

One cnnnot find among the multitude
of wonders In nature anythlug more
marvelous than the development of
on egg, writes Elsa G, Allen In the
American Forestry Magazine. Wheth-
er it be a butterfly which flourishes for
n day only to dle after depositing Its
egge, or a reptile which lazily leaves
its eggs with only the warm sand to
mother them, or a fish, like the salmon,
which, with Incredible stremgth, jumps
the raplds to spawn In the upper
reaches of rivers, or most appealing
of all, a bird which bullds a beautiful

UE
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nest fo® its treasures, the egg In every
case Is structurally the same, and the

miracle of life unfolds accordipg to
the same laws of esll division,
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