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Sanford Marvin, & weaithy manufac-
r of automoblles, has worn himself out
overwork. His son, Harry, and his

dopted daughter, Pauline, love each other,
hut she want two years of thrilling ex-
griences seeing life before marrying. Her
sagon Is that sha Is ambitions to be a
riter. Old Mr. Marvin asks to see what
he has written. While Pauline and Harry
re in search of a magazine containing her
ory, Mr. Marvin opena the case of a
ummy which has just arrived from Egypt.
aymond Owen, his rascafly private sec-
tary, helps Iift off tho front of the case,
but leaves the old man to remove the
ummy's bandages alone. Mr. Marvin,
during a fainting spell, sces the half ex-
posed mummy come to life, step out of her
page, take a bracelt from her wrist and
ry to force It into his nerveless grasp
hile hér lips whisper a strange message
from the remote past.

Restored to consciousness by Harry and
Paullne, the old man belleves it to be a

inlee,
Continued from Last Week,

CHAPTER XVL

Copyright, 1814, by the Star Company.
All Foreign Rights Reserved.
ARRY Lad planned to accomplish
| mighty labors In the ghsence of
Paullne. With masculne fatulty he
et himself bellove—Dbefore she went away—
Rhat a man can get more work done with
his goddess afar than when Cupld has o desk
in lils office,

It did not take more than thirty-six hours
o turn separation into bereavement; not
more than forty-eight to utTHO,shrdlu hr
’ more than forty-elght to turn his “freedom

for work" into slavery to the fidgets. The
office, instead of a refuge, became a prison

o him. He preferred to be at home, where
ithe air was tincturad, the walls vital with
imemories of Her,

However, he made a pretense of sticking
o the grind, and it was not until the Thurs-
lday on which his chartings showed Pauline
would arrive at Rockvale that he actually
quit and went home,

He slipped into the lbrary to be alone.
was more restful here, As he sat in
e great leather chair and unfolded a news-
paper, tha portrait of Pauline smiled bright-
y down at him in sepming camaraderie. At
ifs side stood the Mummy so intimately
sociated with her and his dead foster
sther's strange vision from the tomb.
Harry began to read, but he was still ner-
s to the polnt of excitement, and his
loughts wandered from the words, He was
uddenly consclous of another preseénce In
he room. He let the paper fall and gased
itently at the portralt

He had not lovked toward the Mummy,
mor seen that from the anclent casement of
geath the dead had stepped to guide him.

But a moment later, Harry Marvin sprang
excitedly from the chalr and fairly leaped
towards the pleture. From somewhere out
of the dim alr of the library a hand had
ranched ang touched his. It had touched
his shoulder and then, with a commanding
finger, had polnted upward at the picture
on the wall

“The Mummy! It haa warned again”
guiped Harry., “Polly, Polly!™ ho cried to
the portrait, “I'm coming. Just hold on.”

:Iﬁlstrodo back to the table and pressed
& bell,

“Toll Réynolds to pack me up, Bem!s,” he
eharged the astonished butler. “Tell him
i's for Montana—in a rush. Have a ma
thine ready for me in Afteen minutes,”

uing
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£t Even Bemiw's constitutional aversion to

trip hnste concealod (tsell fn the flery vigor of

d o Harry's orders, He sped into the hall, call-
it:s to the walet, as Harry picked up a tele-
phone

ares “Hello, this 18 H, B. Marvin. [ want our

|

| rivate car attached to the Chicago flyer,”
. ¢ sald. “No matter {f it holds up the fiyer
I'll have President, Grigsby's authorization
in your hands In five minutes, Thank you.
Goodby.”

d
%
&
v-
3
E
£
Y

dream umtil later he finde the Identical
bracelet on the mummy's skeleton wrist.
He promises Pauline one year to seee life
and placea her in the guardianship of
Owen. A final heart attack gives him Just
time to write on the doctor's prescription
blank a brief will. Then he dies. A law
yer tells Owen that he would have per
manent charge of Paullne's estate if some-
thing should happen to her befofe mar
rlage. Hicks, a racetrack man, and Owen
conspire to kill Pauline. The preceding
chapters have dealt with the many efforts
of the two to accomplish this.

In Pauline's latest adventure she goes
West to visit friends, Owen and Hicks
have her stolen by viilalnous gunmen who
thrust her into a cave to die.

A tribe of Irdiana living near the cave
are awaliting the appearance of a queens
who it has been predicted, will appear from
the earth and lead them in victorious war
against the whites. How Pauline escapes
from the cave and Ig mistaken for this pro-
phetess Is told in the following Instalment,

Written by Charles Goddard,
The Distinguished Playwright

Ad le reached the door of the machine, a
messenger boy turned up the steps. Harry
called to him, took the telegram and read
Mrs, Halnes’ message: “Pauline kidnapped;
gome at once.”

With a muffled ejaculation, he dropped the
slip of paper and sprang into the car, which
In ten minutes pulled up to the stdtion just
ag the disgruntled, but curious trainmen
were coupling the luxurious Marvinia to the
elghteen-hour express.

Owen coming quletly down the steps of
the Marvin house, picked up the telegram
which Harry had let fall, Reading it, he
emiled, and he was still smiling when an-
other messenger boy followed him te the
door, Owen took the second message and
the smile broadened into an ugly grin as he
read: .

Raymond Owen,

——Firth avenne, New York,
All's well, Hicks,

These were the things that were happen-
Ing in New York at the moment when
Panline emerged from her prison-cave.

Ay the thrilled and frightenad Indlan lay
prostrate at her féet, he might well have
belleved her to be some creatura from an-
other world.

Her faco was v pale and round it fell
in tumultuous glory the cascades of her
golden "Half “Her dréss was torn (o shréds
by the jagzed rocks and thera was blood
upon the delicate hands that she held out in
pleading to the only living thing she saw—
the redman.

He dld not move, She stepped nearer
and, stooping, gently touched his shoulder,
At the touch he trembled like a leaf, but
raised his head and looked at her with ter-
ror and awe and adoration In hls eyes.

“Won't you help ma? I have been a pris-
onar in the cave, I must ind Mr. liaines—
Haines, do you hear? or go to Rockvale—
Rockvale,” she repeated, hoping that the
names at least he might understand.

He motloned gquestioningly toward his
horae, and, at her nod, he sprang up and
brought the animal to her side. Helping
her to mount, he took the bridle and began
to lead the way Into the thickly wooded hills

The journey was slow and arduous, but it
was not long. Darkness had not yet fallen
when the hill trall dipped into a valley, and
Pauline's weary, hopeful eyes looked down
upon a village on the plain,

The hope vanlshed quickly as che reclized
that the houses of the village were toepoes
and that the forms that moved among them
wers the forms of braves and squaws.

An Indian boy of perhaps twelve years
sprang suddenly from a thicket beside the
trail, gave one glance at her, and, with a
shriek, set off at full speed toward the
teapees.

Pauline conld hear his erles still echolng
back as be ran into the village.

Suddenly through the mist of misery and
weariness that dimmed her eyes, she saw
scores of dark faces moving about her, Cries
gounded and resounded from the hills, Tom-
toms were beating. She became aware that
the Indians were
swarming about her
and nacclaiming her a
guest of unusual honor.
They stopped her horse
at the entrance to Red
Bnnke's tepes. The
grent chief stepped
forth himself, with Big
Smoke, the medicine
man, ¢lose behind him,

The latter—the pro-
r:.& who had foretold

@ coming of the Great
White Queen—wore a
mien of pride and trk
umgh. even as he bow.
ofd Tow belore Paullne.
But of all the red folk
in Bhi-wahkl viliags,
Plg Bmoke was un-
doubtedly the most
amazed at the fulfik
ment of his prophecy.

The braves who were
asslgned to lift Paulk
fne from her horse and
benr her fInto the
Chief's teapes were sur
prised that one Ime
mortal should be so
wenk ans to almost fall
into thlirh bl:lm. [
WOATrY a8 BOArGe.
wallk.

der long journey out of the

Even in her utter exhaustion, the savage
solemnity of the gathering fascinated Pau-
line. Had she been left alone she would
have sunk into deep slecp upon the plled
furs! but this low muttering, grim-visaged
essemblage of the red men forced her to re
gpectful attention. - That they honored her,
she understood; but she saw, too, that the
Indians were all armed and some of them
were painted. As Red Snake arose to ad-
dress the tribe a menacing murmur filled the
teepee and the young chiefs whetted thelr
knives upon the ground.

Red Bnake's harangue, unintelligible to
Pauline, had an electrical effect upon the In-
dians. Frequently as he spoke he turned
toward her and always when he did so he
bent his head upon his breast and ralsed
his mighty arms in token of submission %o
a power mightier than his own.

As he finished, Pauline arose, pwaying &
little from her great wenkness. B8he shook
her head In token that she did not under:
“stand. Her outstretched, pleading hands
bewildered, but subdued the warlike assem-
bly.

Red Snake called a ringing summons, and
from the rear clrele of the nudlence shuf-
fled forward the strangest man Paullne had
pver seen, Iis undzrsized, stooping form
was garbed In a miner's cast-off red shirt, a
ranchman's ex-trousers, a pair of tattered
moceasing and a much-dented derby hat,
with a lone feather In the band of it. It
was White Man's Hat, a half-breed Interpre-
ter.

As he approached, eringlng and bowling,
Panline noted that n penetrating, not un-
fkindly eye glenmed from uider his bushy
brow, scrutinizing her In fiashes between his
obesances. Unlike thie cther Indlans, he
wag not afraid to look the Great White
Queen In the face, as he solemnly repeated
the last words of Red Snnke:

“According to the prophecy, you have
come from the heart of the world to lead
us agninst those who stenl our lnnd”

Taa'ine stopd for & moment in complete
bewilderment. Then, as the menning of the
words, with the meaning of the strange
gathering, flashed upon her mind, she took a
step forward, speaking in earnest protest,

Put she spoke only to the Chlef, for the
Indians had broken all restraint and wers
crushing thelr way out of the teepee, with
criea and brandishing of weapons. They
gwept the little interpreter with them. And
Red Snake saw in Pauline's look and tone
of mppeal only the pleading of a wronged
godiless for vengeance upon her enemies. He
called the women of his heousehold, who
ghyly led the Queen away.

Darkness had fallen as the women glided
ahead of her to a spot outside the main vil-
lage, where n spacions teepee had been
erected apnrt. Only a peaceful moon and a
firmament glittering with stars llghted
their path. But from the town behind came
terrifying yells, the rattle of tom-toms and
oveastonally a rifle shot ns the braves pre-
pared their spirits for the test of hattle.

Pauline found her new home laden with
all the luxurics and sacred relles of the
trihe. There were rugs richer than those In
the Chiel's house: the walls wery festooned
with strung beads, and on the large, low
cotich of bear ekins lay the most splendid
of Indian raiment.

The women, with better understanding
than men of the earthly neada of Immortals,
made her e down, while they bathed her
aching temples and wonnded hands, re
placed her torn garments with a gorgeous
planket robe and smoothed her flying tres
ses Into long comfortable bralds.

Other women came bringing food—fish,
blackened by the open flame, but fresh and
- yeot; venison and caites of meal and
carly berrles. And there was n pipe and a
pouch of agency tobacco with which the
goddess might soothe the hours before re-
poso should she feel Inclined,

Paulilne ate eagerly whilse the women
lnoked on in silent approval. When she had
finished, she arose smiling and and signed
to them that she would rest. They left soft-
ly, and neither the exciting recollections of
the day's ndventures nor the tumuit of the
braves outside could hold her for a moment
longer from the blessedness of sleep.

ghe slept far into the next morning. Bot
go dld the villagn, for the Indians had rov-
elled themselves to exhaustion the night be-
fore. It was mearly noon before sbe attired
herself In a fringed and beaded dress of
buckskin, with leggings and exquisite little
moceasins and had laughingly permitted
one of the women attendants to place a
palnted war fenther In her halr, Thus clad
and with her wide bralds falling from tem-
ple to knee, Pauline sat regally lo recsive
the morning call of Red Snake,

She was beginning to take a tremulous
pleasure in the game of belng-an Immortal.
Paullne's questing spirit was too happy In
adventure not to find a thrill in belng thus
tranalated from clvilized women lo savage,
from hungering captive to relgning queen,
from queen to angel—all In twenty-four
hours, Finding herself feared, she could
quiet her own Alarm,

Red Snake's call was formal and politely
brief. He brought with him the amusing in-

terproter to inquire if the Spirit had found
comfort in the hospitality of his people, and
more cularly if the war dance of the
pr ng night had given bher satisfaction.

Pauline replied, with gracfous solemnity,
that her Spirit had found good repose and
had been vomforted by the pleasant musio
of the warrlors,

“And when will the White Queen Ipad us
agalnst our enemles—the men of hér own
color, but not of her kind?™ inquired the
Chlef with almost child-like sagermoss,

Pauline heaitated an Inatant after the in-
terpreter repeated the quéstion. Then, re-
covoring hzcl!. ahe answered gravely:

“To-day, Ked Buake, the Quean reils from

ppy Huntlng
Rou the next
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expression of friendly interest. Instinctively
she accepted the tacitly offered [riendship.

“You are a while man—you speak Eng-
lish," ehe gaid.

“Part white—part red. You speak all
white," he added significontly.

“Of course,” she whispered, stenping to his
gide. "I am not a Queen—not a Spirit, 1
do not know why they belleve I nm. DBut
I must get away—to Rockvale, to Mr.
Haines's ranch, to the white people any-
where, You will help me?”

He loked at her pityingly now., He had
belleved that she was an accomplice of the

medicine man in a shrewd fraud, and he
had merely wanted to share the joke, risky
as it was, To find her an accidental and
unwilling monarch struck him dumb.

“That is very hard,” he sald
“Look!"

He parted the folds of the tespee door
eirtaln so that she looked out toward the
village. Three women sat next the door and
beyond were groups of braves, still in their
war palnt, some conversing, soms stalwart
and stlll. They secmed to bo doing nothing
In particular.

“Well?™ questioned Pauline.

He led her across the teepeo to a narrow
slit In the rear curtaln. Trough this she
peered as she had peered through the door
and saw exactly what she had seen through
the door—women crouching at their tasks
in the near foreground, an armed circlet of
warrlora beyond. Now she understood.

“l am a prisoner then?"

"They will guard you night and day.”

"Why "

“It was prophesled that a Great White
Queen would come to Jead them to hattle.
You have come, as the prophet sald, and
you have promised to lead them to battle.
Above all, be proud, and not afrald.”

The Interpreter hesltated a moment.

“There was another White Queen whose
toming was prophesied many hundreds of
ycars ago,” he sald. “She came. She led
the Indlans to victory over other Indians
gnd then she vanished In the strangest way.
| would tell you of it—=but | am #fraid. They
say her spirit Is always near. Somo day
you may know how she vanished"

Befors she could speak again,
glided out of the terpes.

slowly.

he had

Five days after the disappearance of Pan
line, the express stopped again at Rockvale
statlon. This time the news had been her
alded by the word all down the line that the
express. was carrying the private car Mar
vinla with=young H. B. Marvin bhimself
tboard.

As Harry swung from the rear step to the
dingy platform, there were many curlous
eyes Lo observe his arrival, but the watchers
wore moatly women snd children. The men
of Rockvale were still out on the long hunt
tor Pauline.

Harry, ready dressed for the occaslon, in
riding sult and puttees, hurrled first 1o the
statlon telephone. Bikes bad got Mrs
Halnes on the wire as soon as the smoke
of the express had been sighted ten miles
awky. But all she could tell Harry was
that there was nothing to tell, His lips were
yot In & hard line as he hung up the re.
colver. He asked a few hasty questions of
Blkes, hurried across to the little hotel, pald
for & room and. hired a horse. Blankets and
provisions strapped behind, he was out and
awhy up the road to the mountains within
an hour.

And while he urged his sturdy littls
mount to bettor speed on his uncharted
journay, Pauline, not twenty miles awnay,
was proparing for tho lust journey she might

ever maks.
&. blow had fallen. Her royal place, her

re fell upon her pallid Ground, To-morrow also, immortal power had vanished,
f“uturtl ::d her flow dav, parhaps, she will lond the ‘.,-mz: The Indlans had permitted one postpone
log balr, presentad The Httle Interpreter’s Kean -eyes hed mant of the day of battls. She had said
picture ntnnnlan y as he lJoft out the word (hal the Bpirits had spoken to her and
marvellous ecoough 0 ih repeating her answar, warnod agalnst bloodshed upon that dny. It
(e saYngo ayo. Ia m wis elated. He malde pro- & be the uqﬂm thereaftsr the

They gattered around fou fons, promised that the war Spirits had sald. o Indlans ward disap
her, Red Boake party would do her hanor, and hastened polnted, but they bo to the sdict.
the medieine mas Iu Away io ahnovn-s the ne morrow aviely, but oo the
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This Is from the Motion Picture Film of “Pauline” by the Famous Pathe Players.
Pauline Is Told She Must Face the Ordeal of the Racing Stone. '

paint and feathers, She tried to whisper
{hrough the doorway that the Spirits had
forbidden agaln, but Red Snake answered:

“You are greater than all other Spirits;
you will lead us—to-day!"

“Tell them,” said Pauline'to the interpre-
ter, “that the White Queen does not lead
to-dayl”

Ned Snake's swarthy face turned black
with anger as he heard the answer. He
bharangued the chiefs, then turned to Pau-
line:

“Daughter of the Harth—Twice our war
riors have been ready for battle and you

would not lead them. To-day you must go
before the Oracle and prove your Immor
tnllty, The Oracle will tell."

The !rnrriura departed; only the lttle in-
turpretér remained.

“What does it mean?" crled Pauline.

“It is the race with the Grent Death
Stone,” he answered, and his own volce
trembled. “But,” he whispered, “I will ride.
I will try to find help, Walt,”

He slipped under the back of the teapee,
Unseen by the excited Indians, he made his
way to the line of ponies, with lariats and
riflen swung from thelr saddles. He picked
one and, mounting, rode slowly out of the
village, epeaking here and there to the
braves he met

Pauline, left alone, fell upon her knees
and prayed.

Harry met Halnes and two of his posse
on the road to the mountains,

They were on thelr way back to a general
rendexzvous ordered by the Sheriff. Haines
and Harry shook hands silently, BuwHarry
daid not join them. He would be at the
meeting place in the morning, he sald, but
to-day and to-night he would ride—just ride,

Halnes saw that the boy needed to gallop
off a case of overwrought nerves. He let
him go.

Mile after mila the little mustang put be-
hind him whila the sun wana still high. On
the slope of a_hill they came to a cross
roads, and Harry, riding almoat blindly,
refned to the right.

The pony swerved wildly to the left

Harry turned to face—the Mummy!

The mummy in ita reincarnated form
of the beautiful maiden seen by old Mr.
Marvin In his lbrary had appeared agnin
~in a Montana wiMerness. Harry gave
the frightened horse its head.

A balf mile farther on the animal stopped
and sniffed the wind. At tho same instant
Harry heard a feeble shout from the road.
He dismounted and led the pony forward to
where n welrdly garbed little halfbreed lay
on the ground holding the bridle of the
borse that had thrown him.

“Ankle gone,” explained the 1litle man,
*“Riding for help, I was. You ride now.
White girl—they're killug her- up there—

now,’'

“Whits girl? Where? Talk fast, man™

“Two miles over the mountain and down
to the valley—atralght ahead. You go to
the botom of the valley, not to the top—not
where the Indiuns are. Climb tree; take
my rope; it's the only chance now.”

Harry cnught the cofled lariat from the
other's saddle and rode as he had never rid-
den in his lite before. All was vague In
his mind, except that she was near, sho was
in perll, and be must reach her. What ghe
perll was, he could only guess. He touched
spurs to the willing lttls horse and ia
evory fiber was strained to the chase,

How, by road and trall, he ever reached
the Valloy of the Death Stone Harry never
knew, Porhaps chance, perhaps soma In.
visible courler gulded him to the lonely
spot. After long, hard riding he was at
tracted by the low rumble of many volces
lifted In & sort of chant Following the
voices, ha came to the foot of a steap eoliff
sido where & long trench, partly of natural
formation, partly hawn froin the ltono.':alo

m

tree limb crossed the runway, and tho little
halfbreed’s worda came to him. “Climb the
tree; it is the only chance.”

As he pondered what to do he waa gal-
vanized to decision by*a commotion above
him. From the midst of the Indlan group /&
emorged two giant braves. They were 1
carrying a white woman between them.
They placed her in the runway. Her golden
bair, unbound, floated on the wind, If was
Pauline.

Harry choked back a cry, and, now, with
grim speed, he threw aside Lis rifie, canght
the lariat, and, swinging up the tree,
crawled swiftly out on the overhanging
limb, Concealed by the follage he walted.

A rine cracked, and, for the first time,
Harry saw that at the top of the runway, 4
behind Pauline, there stood a mighty l

1
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boulder, almost perfectly round, the diame-
ter of which-—about five feet—fitted the
trench so well that it could roll in it ke
ball in a bowling gutter.

None—even among the Indians—knew
how many times the Btone of Death had
rolled and been dragged back again to the ]
top of the cliff. The staine upon it wers |
many, but unnumbered. Upon its suiface
wng written in blood the doom of the false
prophets and pretending immortals. None I
had ever won in the race with the Death |
Stone,

The erack of the rifle was the signal for
& group of red men to press behind the :
stone to free It on its fearful eourse, It 1
was also the slgnal for Pauline to run. Her -
halr streamed wildly in the wind as she
sped, like a (frightened deer, down the
deadly path.

The rifie sounded again and the Indians
heaved the stone Into the trench,

It rumbled as it came on. It galned upon
the fleeing girl. They had planned to pro-
}nnp: the torture by giving her a hopeless
ead.

Daneing, gesticulating, shouting, the In<
dians watched the race. Only one watcher
was sllent and motionless. Hidden by the
leaves he braced himscif upon the tree Himb.
For the first moments after the rock was
released he had turged sick and dizzy. Now,
as they came near-—the thing relentiess but
fnanimate pursuing the thing helpless, beau-
tiful and most precious to him of all things
in the world—he was cold and nerveless,
Not the quiver of a muscle hindered the
despernto task that he had set himself.

A moment later he was sobbing llke ®
child aa he half dragged, half carrled DPaul-
ine to his walting horse. By the maglo of
luck, by the mystery of a protecting Fate,
the lariat noose had fallen about the shoul-
ders of the fleelng girl, To ths amaned and
terrified Indians up the cliff she had seemed
to woar suddenly, spirit-like, out of the
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trench and to vaalsh in the foliage of the |
tree, while the boulder thundered on, L 4
cheated of its prey. A

But quickly out of the woods upon the
open plain below appeared a rider with &

woman's form clasped befors him on the "
saddle, The baffied Indlans scurried for ]
thelr horsos,

They reachad the wvalley. They galned "5
upon the burdened horseman and his tired i
horss. They fired as they rode, tho bullats
apitting venomously in the dust around
Harry and Paulloe,

The pony stumbled. Harry Jerked it et
and it struggied bravely on, but the .
behind sounded louder. -

The bullets bit nearsr.

Buddenly the firing increased. ‘Thete
weore more orles, And Harry, reining
pony sAw, galloping over the ridge to
wentward, the full posse of \

him and the Indians,
and lifted |'auline to the ground. s

"My precious one, God blans you
give us all,” sohbud Mrs. Halnes as

was caught in her .

oun had to '.



