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CHAPTER XVII.

The Trall te Ottawa.
When my eves agaln opened It was |
to darkness and sllence as profonnd |
ns that of my former uncoanscionsness,
Yor the moment [ felt no certalniy |
even that 1 was actually aslive, et
slowly, HItl& by little, reality con- |
guersd, and [ became keenly con-
sclous of physical paln, while memory |
also began to blindly reassert ltself. |
1 o e nothing, hear nothing,
All ahonut was impenetrable blackness
and the silence of the gruve, I found

myeelf wnahble to move my body and |
when [ desperatoly attempted to do
w0, even tf0e slightest motion hroughi
paln. I became conscious alse of a
welght erushing down upen me, and
mifling my bhreath., Ooe of my arms |
was free; | could move it about within
narrow lmiie, although It ached as
from a serions burn, By u=se of it I
endeavored through the birck durkness
to learn the nsture of that heavy ob-
Ject lying neross my chest, feeling at
it eautiousty. My fngers touched okl
dead fesh, from contact with which
they sghrunk In horror, only to en
counter a strand of coarse hair. The
first terror of this discovery was
whelming. yet 1 persevered. satisfying
myself that It was the half-naked body
of an Indian—a very giant of a fellow
~—which lay stretched across me, an
immovable welght, Somethlng else,
perhaps another dead man, held my
feet as though in a vise, and when 1
ventured to extenad my one free arm
gropingly to one side, the fingers en-
countered a moceasined foot, Scarcely
daring to breathe, 1 lay staring up-
ward and. far above, looking out
through o0 7t might be a jagged, over-
hanging " .ass of timbers, although
scurcely discernible, my eyes caught
the sliver glimmer of a star,

T was nlive—alive! Whatever had
occurred in that fateful second to de-
flect that murderous tomahawk, Its
keen edge had falled to reach me. And
what had occurred? Then It was that
the probable truth came to me—that
flash and rear: that last Impression
Imprinted on my brain hefore utter
durkness descended upon me, must
have meant an explosion, an uphenval
shattering the eahin, hringing the roof
down upon the struggling mob within,
the heavy timbers erushing out thelr
lives. And the canse! But one was
possible—the  half-keg of blasting
1 Kennedy had placed In the cor-

e o Inst resort. Had Tim reached
it In & fAnal, mud efMort to destroy, or
had some accidental flame wrought
the terrible destruction? Perhaps no
one could ever answer that—but was |
there along, the sole survivor? Had
those others of our little party died
amid their Indian enemies, and were
they Iying now somewhere In this
darkness, erushed and mangled lo the
widst of the debris?

Eennedy, FElsle Clark, the half-
witted hoy Awn  Hall—thelr faces
seemed (o sinre at e out of the black.
ness, They must be dead! Why, T had
seen Koonedy fall, the heedlosn (et
erunching his face. and Asa Hall
tossed Inte the alr and shot at ns he
fell, Eloise! Elolss! [ covered my
eyes with the free Band, ronsclous that
I wak erying Wke n child—Eloise, My
God, Eloise! | wonder £ 1 falnted: 1
knoew so litile after that: so Urtle, ex-
cept that 1 suffered helplessdy, If 1
did not faint, then 1 must have been
upon the verge of insanity, for thepe
vwas & time—God knows how lopg—
when all was blank.

Rome slight, xeureoly distinguishable
nolse aroused me, Yed It was actunlly
a sound, as though someone moved in
the room—moved stealthily, as though
upon hands and knees, seeklng a pas
sage In the darkness, | lmagined 1
could distingulxh hrenthing, Whe, what
copld It be? A man; & prowling wild
unimal which had sceared hlowd? Bat
for my dry, parched lips [ would have
vrled out—yet even with the vain
endeavor, doubr silenced me, Who
could be there—who?! Some sneaking.
cowardly thief: some despoller of the
dend? Some Indian returmed through
the nlght to take hig toll of scalps,
hoping to thus prociaim himself =
mighty warrior? More likely enemy
than friend, It was better that I le
nnd suffer than sppes! to such a flend
far mercy.

The slight sound shifted to the right
of where | lay. no longer reminding
me of the slow progres= of a moving
body, but rather as though someony
were attempting Wludly 1o sernpe to-
gether ashes in the Arepluce, I pressed
my one free hand benecath my neck,
und thug, by an efort, Hlted myself
#0 a8 o ger more clearly beyoud the
ghoulder of the dead Indian, The fArst
tiny, flickering spark of fire had eaught
the dry wood, and waos swiftly bursting
into Amme. In ancther moment this
had Mumined that stooping Bgure, and
yested In n hlize of lght upon the
lowered face. bringing ouf the feniures
#8 though they were framed sguinst
the blugk wall bevond—a woman's
fuce, the face of Blolse!

I guve vent to one sturtled, Inarticu-
Jate ery, and she sprang to her feet,
the maptiing Mgoes girdling her as
though she were o statue, o that first

fpichioned ande o fled lo wes

!

{*"What ecan 1 do?

mea; her whole posture told of fear, of
Indecision.

“Who was It spoke? Who called? Is
somoone alive here¥

The trembling words
strang®, unnaturnl, T could
whisper, yet I did my best,

"It Is Steven, Elolse—come to me™

sounded
barely

“Qteven! Steven Knox—alive! Oh,
my CGod; you have answered my
prayer!™

She found me, headless of all the |

horror In between, as though gulded |
by some instinet, and dropped on her |
koees beside me, 1 fell o tear fall on
my cheek, and then the warm, cuger
pressure of her lips to mine. 1 could
not speak : 1 conld only hold her close

! with my one hand.

she  erimd
Is it this Indinn’s

*You are suffering”
hody T

“Yexe™ 1 breathed, the effort of
spenking an agony. “He Hes directly
across my chest, a deand welght.,” «

ft taxed her streagth to the utmost,
put, obh, the Immediate relief! With
the drawing of n full hreath 1 felt »
return of manhood, a revival of life.
Another body pinned my Hmbs to the
floor, but this was more ecaslly dis-

posed of, Then T managed to lfi my-
self, but with the fOrst attempt ler
arm was about my shoulders,

“No: not alone—let me help you. Do
you really think you can stand? Why,
you are hurt, dear; this = a knife
wound in your side, Tt looks ugly, but
is not deep and bleeds oo longer. Are
there other Injuries?”

“My head rings, and this left arm
appears paralyzed, from blows, no

| thme,

and
|

you,”" and she clung to me, her volee
beeaking. “I—=1 dared not move for
hours, and then, when 1 did try, found
I conld wot: that 1T was held fast.
Only for a knife In the hands of a dead
suvage, which 1 managed to secure,
I could never have freed myself, And
oh, the unspenkable horfor of ereeplng
In the durkness among those bodies,
T knew where the fireplace must be
that there might be live coals thers
still, 1 had to have light: T had to
know If you were dead”

“Don't think about It any more, dear
heart,” 1 urged. “Yes, we can go now
—nothing else holds us hore™

We cropt ont through the door, un-
derneath n mnss of debris, Into the
gray of the dawn., Beyond a little
grove we found some horses browsing
In the deep grass; they were those
thut had brought us from Yellow

Banks, and whinnied a greeting a= wo

drew near. Two of them were fit to
ride und the others followed, Hmplng
along ‘dehind,

A half mile up the vallow we came
ta n beaten trall, running stealght
nerosa from hiuf® o hlaf®, and disap-
pearing Into the pealrle beyond, head
ing directly toward the sunrise, We
atopped and looked back for the first
There on the slde of the slope,
under the shade of the blg tree, stood
the enbin. Ounly for the wireck of the
roof it spoke no miessage of the trag
edy within, The sun's rays gilded It
the smoke from it ehlimney
sepmed 8 beekonlng weleome, | |
reachied out and took her hand, and

|nur eves mot In understanding. Whnt

1 whispered need not be told, anid

when we agnln tode forward, It was
upon the trall ta Ottawa,

[THE END) w‘_ -

(To Be Continued.)

High Prices May Cause Tliness.

At this season of the year when
fresli vegetables are so high many
persons suffer from deranged digest-
jon. If you feel dull and sluggish, or
it you suspect Indigestion or consti-
pation you will feel better tomorrow
it you take a Foley Cathartie Tab-
let tonight. They banish billousness
and headache.

Compeser's Peculiar Method.
The world's masters of art and mne

doubt; there are spots on my In‘nlylue and lterary geniunses have used

which feel like burng, No, | am not In
bad shape. Now let me stund slone;
that's better. Good God, what a
scene ™

The fire, by this time binzing bright-
Iy, gave us o full view of the entire
dismantied interlor, The cubin wae a
complete wreck, the roof practically
all gone and the upper logs of the side
wiills elther fallen within or dangling
in threat., Clearly edough it had been
the sudden plunge of heavy timbers
and the dislodgment of those upper
logs, which neeounted for this havoe
of death. There were dead there
plerced by bullets and brained by rifle
stocks, but, the many had ‘et their
fate under the avalanche of logs, and
amid the burning glare of exploding
powder,

Only between arched timbers and

rections of fallen roof could we move |
af all, and beneath the network of |
this entanglement the majority of the |
bodles lny, erushed and mangled,

saw Kirby, free from hils bonds, but
deénd benenth s heavy beam. His face |

different theans for arousing Inspira-
tlon and stimulating lmagination. an
exchange recalls. Thus, Grieg. the
musician, when he was about te com-

pose, used to heat hin head for sev- |

eral days wherenpon he would lose his
appetite and his eyes would become
inflamed and bhis Imagioation thereby
stimulated
LARGE ITEMS OF INOOME

NOT ON BALANCE SHEET

The farmer, unlike most men In
other lines of work, has two kinds of
income, one his regular cash income,
the other an income that is almost
never measured in dollara and cents.

Food, fuel, and shelter dre three
essentiala of life that go to make up
the part of the farmer’s return which
does not show on his balance shest,
These are the things that lend safety
and stability to farm life; that en-
able the farmer to tide over bad

wis toward ns and the ficker of flame | years and hard times that would be

revealed s dark spot on his forehead |

—his life had never heen erushed our ! everything that he gets

by that plunging timber which planned |
him there; it had been ended by & bal- |
let. My eyes sought hers, In wwift|
emory of my last order, and she muosg |
have read my thought,

“No,”" s=he sald, “not that, Steven. |
It was the boy who shot him, Uh.]
plense, can we not go? There Is light |
already in the sky overbend—see, Take |
me away froia here—anywhere, out-|
side."

“In & moment ; all these surely are
dend, beyond our nid, and yet we
must not depart foodless. We kuow |
not how far it atill may be to Ottawn. |
Walt, while I wearch for the thipgs we
need.” |

“Not alone: I must he where | can
tonch you. Try to understand. Oh,
you do not Epow those hours 1 have |
spent In agony—I have died a thml-+

sund deaths since that sun  weat
daown," : !

“You  were coustlous~all nlght
long?"

“Consclons? Yew, and unhurt, yet|
prisoned helpless beneuth those two
logs yonder, saved only by thut over.
turned bench. Elsie, poor thing, oever
knew how desth ecame, It was so swift,
but 1 lay there, within a foot of her
body unseratebed, | eould think only
of you, Steven, but with never a dréam
that you lHved., There were groans at
first and cries, Some Indians ecrept
in through the door and dragged out &
few who lived. But with the coming
of darkness all sound cessed and such
sllence was even more dreadful than
the culls for help, Oh, | cunnot tell

| Your Creamery *

ruipous if he had to pay cash for
In the case

Builds Business

for Yourselves

The Central Oregon

Farmers' Creamery

Will Pay One Cent |
 Above the Market }

 Paid by Portland
‘Cmneries

1 Yearly Market
| ’*. m Tﬂl.
|

The Creamery Should
i be Your Asset.

Bring in Your Cream

H’ Central Oregon
' Farmers’ Creamery
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Needs -

Better Farm
" Implements

Hand in hand with the nation wide

for better sires--better

stock goes the slogan better farm

$ better crops bigger profits.

Business efficency on the farms of
| Central Oregon is needed. The season
for plowing and seeding will soon be

Are you ready for it with

more modern farm machinery?

We invite you to come in and talk over
with us farm implements. |

implements have a national
as being the most modern

| and economical on the market.

i

too

Before the Spring season is

far advanced lets talk

|

implements
{

Pioneer (arage

Bend, Oregeon
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of the man on the small farm, this
unledgered Income I8 often of an
| great impoptance to the farm family
|as the cash Income.

“Brand Directory

Right side; right ear crop
ped; wattle right hind leg.

Warning to Mothers

Mothars should see thal the whole family take
system cleansing Fiz-lk this spring, NOW IN THE ﬁﬁ:t:'m'i-::?:ﬂﬂ:
will ba healthler, huppler, and got along better if the blood s Klven n
thoro purifying, the stomach and bowels eleaned out, and (he germs of
winter acoumulated in the system, driven away. MOLLINTER'S ROOKY
MOUNTAIN TEA s one of the very best and surest spring medicines to
take, Got it and seo the difference In the whole family. Thelr color
will be better, they'll feel fine and be woll and happy.—OWL PHAR-
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B, L. TONE, Histers, Ore. Y.,
K, . 160 MACY
——r — - w . -

VALUE AB

NONE

Build With
BRICK!

| BRICK vs. OTHER

'BRICK BUILDINGS IN BEND=-=

$500,000
FIRE LOSS IN FIVE YEARS

OTHER BUILDINGS==«
VALUE ABOUT
$2,000,000 ‘
FIRE LOSS IN FIVE YEARS QVER
$100,000

ouT

BEND BRICK & LUMBER CO.

BUILDINGS
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