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(Continued from Yesterday.)
SYNOPSIS.

On Windward Island Palidorl intrigues
Mrs. Golden into an appearance of evil
which causes Golden to capture and tor-
ture the Itallan by branding hia face and
I:lmzlns his hand. Pnlidurﬁ floods the {s-

and and Kldoaps Colden's Httle daughter
argery, Twelve yours later in Now York
s Masked One rescues Margery from Le-
gor und takes hor to her father's home,
whenes she (s recaptured. Muargery's
mother frultlessly linplores Golden to find
thelr daughter. The Laughing Mask
agaln tonkes Margery away from Legar.
Leégar sends to Golden o warning and a
demand for a portion of the chart of
Windward Islund. Margery moets hor
mother, Tho chart is lost in & fight bo-
tween Manley and one of Logar's hench-
en, but {8 revoverad by the Laughing
g}uui(. Count Dn HEspares fi o8 In R
dublous attempt to ontra egnr. and
elufms to hoave killed him, Golden's houso
in dynamited during o mnasked ball. La-
ar escapes but Do Espuares 1s erushed In
he rulns. Margery rescues the Lnux\l;lmr
Mask from the police. Manley finds Mar-
not Indifferent to his love. He anves

Enr from Maukl's polsoned arrows. Man-
y plans & mock funeral which falls to
mccomplish the desired purpose, the cap-
ture of the Tron Claw and his gang. The
%ﬁ.ﬂihlnx Mask agnin frustrates the Iron

W,

ELEVENTH EPISODE
The Saving of Dan 0'Mara

" "Don't “you~ care to take them?"
asked the somewhat astonished young
'woman in black.

“No ma'am!" was the girl's almost
sullen retort. "I aln't earned ‘em!"

“But I rather think you have,” pen
sisted the other, still smiling,

“You #see, you saved my life. And
surely you won't embarranss me by
arguing that it's not worth that
much!",

“I don't want your money,” an
mounced the sullen-eyed girl, putting
her hands behind her, But already
young Applewalthe was discreetly do
ing his best to pllot his visitors away
from the scene.

Peggy O'Moara stared after the de
parting group. BSo intently did she
atare afler them thot she was oblivi
ous of the movements of the one-armed
man who had been stooping low over
his machine, in a protense of flling its
oll cups, He crept out to where a
small gold locket had dropped from
Margery Golden's neck during the en:
<ounter. He caught it up from the oll
wtalned floor, looked at It for one short
moment, and then slipped It trivmph.
antly into hia pocket. After that lLe
gtood behind his machine, well out of
sight, watehing the fair-halred girl In
black ms she stepped out through the
foctory door, His eves, as he watched
her, were both ealoulating and sinis-
ter. But the pallid-faced girl standing
s0 close beside him had no means of
knowing that this preoccupied and
stoop-shouldered workman who had
lost his right hand was Jules Legar,
long known to his enemies as the
Iron Claw,

That mysterlous one-armed man,
howoever, was destined to become bet-
ter acqualnted with Peggy O'Mara
than she imagined. For that night,
when the uneasy-minded girl knew her
father to be once more shut up in his
cellar workroom, she was further
disturbed by the sound of stealthy
gteps across the bare wooden floor of
her home. She tiptoed out through
thoe door, crossed to the cellar steps,
and crept stlently down iInto the dark-
ness.

There, vaguely outlined agalnst the
door cracks In the wall shielding her
father, she could make out o stealthily
inquisitive figure. And she knew that
figure could mean no good to the house
of O'Mara,

Bhe crept as sllently up the broken
steps again, went to her father's time-
worn tool chest and from it took out a
somewhat rusty but omlinous-looking
revolyer..
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| him.”

|_ “But you're losing your chance,

~ The thinarmed girl with the thick-
bodled revolver then crept back to-
wards the cellar. She had reached the
top of the stairs when she saw a dark
figure slowly emergo from the gloon.
Then a gasp of surprige broke from
her lips, for she saw It was the one
wrmed workman from the Applewaithe
factory. And the next moment ghe ro-
membered that this was the same man
who had tried to rob her father of his
work. And she o longer hesitnted.
“Get out o' this house!" sha com-
manded. “And get out quick, or I'll
| put & hole clean through you!"
I For a moment Legar stared round-
eyed at the apparition confronting

him,

“Now, my girl, I mean no harm for
you here," he tried to argue, as he felt
for the door behind him,

“You mean bharm for me fathor—
and that's enough for me! Get out o'
here, and go whils the goln's good!”

“Listen to me,"” peraisted Logar as
he backed through the door, “you're |

doing your father more harm, at this |
| very moment, than 1 could ever do!

| "'l take me chance on that,” was

| her rotort.

you're—"
Legar did not complete (hat sen-

tence. Instead, he leaped suddenly to-
wards the girl with the firearm, for |
ho had noticed her dress slecve cateh |
In the screen-door hook, This had ru-l
sulted in the momentary deflection of
that ever-menncing revolver barrel,
and Logar's long fingers had encom.
passed that weapon before she could |
level it ugain. With a quick turn or
two he bnd twisted it ount of her hand, I
Then he caught her by the shoulder
and swung her flercely about,

"Now, my girl, I'm going to tell you
a thing or two," said the man with the |

loain' her besuty sleep to beat It out
to a dye dump like thial"

“Then it's up to you to take her
there,” wna Legar's retort,

“But I ain't no miracle worker!"

Legar drew back.

“Then our bargain (s to fall
through?" he demanded, with a head
movement towards the cellar door,

“But how'm I goin' to make her
ceme?" Inquired the distressed girl

Leogar drew out the gold locket which
he had plcked up from the factory
floor,

“Thia dropped from her throat when
you tore her cape free this morning,
Take that to her, Tell her you'd found
it after she left, She'll feel sorry for
you. In fact, you've got to make her
feel sorry for you. You'd better try
faint, when you're talking to her, and
tell her you haven't eaten for a coupla
of days. She'll try to give you money.
But you muat tell her that your moths
or {8 worse off than you are."

“But s'posin’ she won't eawallow that
sob stufl?”

| T "I can ses thaf milllonaire dame creep to the door whers she stood.”

“What did that man want?" quick-
ly demanded the nowecomer,

“I didn't walt to ask him" was the

. girl'a retort.

| “No,”I guess this {sn't a time for

| walting,"” ruminated the other aloud,
“And for that reason we'll have to
speed np that bargain of ours, and put
the thing through tonight!"

 “Tonlght?" echoed the girl in a whis-
per of alarm,

| "Do you want to save your father?”’

I “I'll bring 'er,” she announced with
grim determination. “I'll bring her,
aven though I have to throw a string
o' fits to start her on the way!"

| The Drums of Death.

It was not until Margery Golden
was soated in the suade-upholatered
landaulet that she found time to ques-
tion the expediency of her m!dnight
misslon, Yet as she looked at the un-

happy and hollow-eyed girl at her slde
| Bho felt sure that her journey, odd as
it had at Yirst aeemed to her, could not
he altogethor o mistake. The girl was
honest, of that thers could ba no guos-

The Girl Seemed Honest.

“It's up to you to make her, And
the hest way to get her out here s Lo

rovolver, stooping closer to her In the | PErsuade her to fill a basket of food
moonlight. “You think I'm an enemy ©®nd wine and bring It back with her
of your father's. But youw're wrong, I her own car. S8he knows you belong
AlLT am s & treasury agent. And U've o the factory scttloment hore, and

been wondering {f you know how many  Bhe won't be susplelous. You do your
years it means for a man who gets | Work right, and youwll have her here

tlon, Tor she had journeyed niany long
| miles to restors a trivial bit of jowelry
to its owner. Shoe had also rofused to
necept money, She had even scomed
| unwilling, after Margery had packed a
| large motor hamper with Jelly and
milk and poited meats, to have that
| Juxurious young lady venture so far

eaught In a twenty thousand<lollar
dope-smuggling coup?”

Legur turned and nodded pregnantly
toward the cellar where he knew
O’'Mara to be.

‘“You've nothin’ on me father!" pro.
tested the now terrified girl,

“Nothing beyonr the fact, of course,
that he's carrying Kalsow wood away
from tha Applewalthe factory. And
why he's doing that you know a8 waell
as I do!"

A sob suddenly shook the meager
body of the white-faced girl,

"Fer Gawd's sake, misier, gather me
in If you want to! Take me, but don't
sond me father up! He's a good man,
at heart, and wouldn't so much as |
harm a fly.! You can kill me it you:
want to, but don't be hard on me fu.
ther!" |

Legar stood Lthoughtfully regarding
her,

“I don't want to kill you, my girl. 1
want to help yvou, And If you're willing
to take a turn at helping me, In &/

move or two, I believe T could still |
make this thing coma out all vight,” |

“You'll lot me father off?" she de
manded, |

“Yes." |

“Then tell me what I'm to do.”

“You remember that young lady at
the works this morning, who ncarly
got drawn into the muchinery?”

“The skirt with the starry eyes?
Sure!”

“Well, T want to meet that young
lady, in gecret.'

“And where do I come In?"

“I want you to go to her house and
nsk her to come to the slulceroom of
the factory tomorrow night.'

tomorrow night." | afleld at such an hour of the night,

The youthful eyes which life had al- | But Margery felt that It was a case
ready left hard studled the sinister | where the loss of time might possibly
flgure in the moonlight, ‘

“And when 1 get her out to that |
slulceroom, what're you goin' to do
with her?"

The one-armed man langhed quietly,

“That's something strietly between |
her and me," was hisg calmly enunel- |
ated reply as he stepped slowly back |

0O'Mara,

moan the loss of a life, and she was
glad, as they went humming out past
| the thinning lights of the city's Te-
motest suburbs, that she had not hesi-
tated to do what she could to repay
her debt to the daughter of Dan

“Why are we stopping at the Apple.

and disappeared through the shrub-
bery beside the O'Mara cottage.

The girl stood staring after him
without moving. So intently did she
look after that vanishing flgure that
ghe did not observe a second figure,
even more mysterious than the first,
ag It slipped out of the shadows and
stepped gquletly up beslde her.

She turned with a start and stared
up at the stranger confronting her.
And it did not add to her peace of
mind to discover that this stronger
wore a mask over his face.

“What 4" you want here?" was herl

brusque demand,
“I'm looking for a young girl who
happens to be in trouble,” was the

. quietly spaken reply.

“Then 1 guess you'll have to Keep
on travelin’,” announced Peggy as she
swung up the broken steps with as.

sumed nonchalianes, strode in through |

the deor, and shut it after her. She
stood thore for eeveral minutes hefore
venturing to move, Then sho silently
reopennd the door and atared out, to
make sure that her visitor had token
his departure., Instead of catching
glpght of Lthe masked flgure, however,
ghe was p lttle stortled to sce the
onearmed men push his way in
through the bushes and once more

| waithe works?” she asked as the car
| drew up besido the unlighted roadeaide.
! “Bocause me mother's here for the
' night," explained the wistful-eved girl

she saw, Tn the uncertain 1ght, ﬁ'l
open ‘pit filled with water. Into one
side of this pit ran a cement-walled |
sluicoway, stainod almost black, with
a watergate sot In the upper part ot
fta ¢hannel. The opening in ths far
gide of the pit, which was guarded by
a heavy lron grill as blg as a park
gate, led into a high-walled cavern
across which stretched a number of
huge steel drums. Set in these drums
were rows of knife-edged cleavers,

The polished surfnces of those great
blades of steel shone ominously in the !
half-light,

Muargery was #till staring at the
great: drums bristling with cleavers
when with a suddenness that startled
her the olectric lights were thrown on
across the roof of the chamber, Bhe
wheelad about quickly to disgover tho
cuause for this. As she did so, an invol
untary gasp escaped from her lps, For
standing beside the door, with his fin.
ger atill on the switch, the lron Claw
Liimself confronted her,

“Why are you afraid of me?" he con.
fidently purred. For the girl drew
slowly awany while he as slowly fol.
lowed after her, step by step, Then,
with @ movement that was fellne in Its
quickness, he flung oul an arm and
acized her. Then ho turned hor dalll-
eratoly about until she faced the black-
walled slulcaway. But the girl shrank
back.

“Don't be afraid of it, my dear,” he
mocked as he led hor forcibly, step by
step, to the lip of the channel through
which the mill water was curling and
eddying. “In fact, I want you to look
at it closely and understand it fully.
It's wonderful, wonderful for many
reasons, At the end of this slulce, you
800, i a log mangle. I have seon thoso
knives shred g six-inch timber in loss
than a minute's time,"

He turnod and stared down at the
white-faced girl, drinking to the full
the dizey wine of her terror, wringing
# voluptuous delight out of her word-
less gapo of horror. Then the look on
his face suddenly altered, and he
wheeled about, still clutehing the girl'
cloge to his side. He stood staring at
the door which he had locked but a
minute before, And his face sudden
1y hardenod ag He saw the heavy Ifron
latch of that door move,

| P : i

started for the shadowy pile of the fs
tory on the run, “Quick!” he sald am
b ran, “show me the door!" s
The half-breathless girl pointed 18
out to him. But as he ran up to it
found it locked. He stooped and
tically caught up & plece of timber
most as long and heavy as his
body, Peggy O'Mara, seeing that its
welght seemed more than he conltl;
manage, promptly ran to his assists
wnee, '
“Now, coms together,” he sald, *
we've got to knock that door In|”

Twice, three times, they charged %

door befora it gave way. But the
ment its pancla crashed in the Lau
ing Mask leaped through the opening.,
As he did so he cauvght slght of the
two struggling figures on the brln:
of the blackened runway. As he sa
the figure of the woman flung headl
into the open slulceway he leaped wi

a shout towards the one-armed

who stood on its brink. But that on
armed man, with a lightninglike m
ment, whipped a revolver from
pocket, swung round on the Intruder,
and fired. ?

The Laughing Mask wheelad half
wiy about, stnggered a step or two,
and then fell forward on his face.

Tho wide-oyed Peggy O'Mara, fols
lowing at his hoels, saw both that fall
and the fact that the Iron Claw had aly
ready leaped townrds the control |
bourd of the water mangle. Peggy |
sereamed aloud, shrllly and belligerents
ly, a8 she leaped for the man aircady
before the control board. She caught
at him, clawing at his upraised arm,
fought him with every jot of her thins |
blooded girlish body, !

But she was no match for that de-
termined and malignant opponent. The
most ghe could do was to distract and
harry him for a preclous moment or
two. Then, reallzing she wad & factor
to bo eliminated without seruple, he
caught her bodily up from the fioor,
ralsed her aboyve his head, and with &
alokening thud, sent her bhody ngalnst
the solid masonry of the factory wall,

Bhe lay there stunned, without mowe«
Ing, moaning brokenly with pain, as
Legar darted back to the control lover
of the mangls drums and shifted that
lever to the spot marked “start.” The

Margery, following his glance, also
watched that door. And when sha
heard the thump of n heavy timber on
its panels & new hopo sped through
her. That hope equipped her with
fresh strength. It prompted her to
etruggle against the Iron Claw with
the utmost power of her desperate
young body, But her enemy, for ail
her efforts, was too much for hor, Foot
by foot he forced her back towards
the open sluiceway. Then, with a mut-
tered gasp of finality and a sudden up-
ward heave of his shoulders, he flung
the girl headlong into the water,

of her offense,

remorsde lny heavy on her young heart,
8he was Jtanding there, with tears
of helplessnesas In her eyes, when a

ad ghe clambered down from the car,
| grateful for the gloom that already

surrounded her. “You soe, ma'am, they

put usg out o' the house thls mornin"!

8o pop got the watchman here to let

me mother gleep In one o' the base-
mant ropme.”

“Will your father be hera?" Inquired
the somewhat hewlldered young wom-
an at her heels,

“l ean get 'lm, ma'sm,” explainad
tha girl as she put down the hiamper,
“If you'll just step In through that
door."

"But who'll take me to whore your
mother 187" asked Margery, gathering
up her skirts as she glanced into the

| dingy atoraroom feehly lighted by its
onoe dingy electrie bulb,

“I'll be back iy a minite, ma'am, " the
glrl replied, only too glad of any ren
gonnble excusoe for disappearing.

Muargery, In the meantime, peerad |
doubtfully about the somber building

| tn which she found horgelf so unex-
| poctedly o vigitor. Along one gide of
| the room [n which she stood she could
make out dark masscs of dye wood
piled as high aa her hoad. Heglde thls

figure stepped up to her. She would
have flad, Incontinently, at the ap-
pronch of that iotruder., But the
stranger held her with a gontly re.
gtralning hand, And as she peored up
at his face sho saw that It was the
man in the laughing moak,

“The righting of wrongs la a part of
my business in life. Can I help you?"

The girl hesltated.

“Yes,"” she finally confessad, with a
burat of tears,
she brokenly recounted as much .8
ghe dared of that night's proceedings,
But sha continued to weep,

“And moe father’ll be goln' to the
pen for what I'm tellln' you,"” she
wadled out In her misery,

“He will not,” avowed the Laughing
Mask, with declsion. "“He'll bhave
more than help before this nlght s
over, and a better job and n clear con-
aclence pefore another one comos!
But tell me first where you loft thias
girl you brought out from the elty?”

“Ingide the door o' the sluiceroom

Ag he did so the door burst open.
For the hoavy-hearted Peggy O'Mara, !
allller slipping gulltily awn:; from the.
sluleceroom whera she had left her
quite unsuspecting victim, awakened | Was, took the crawling man directly to
for the firat time to the full enormity
An she stood there In
the darkness, staring back at the dark ' oo unsteady hand,

mass of the factory walls, the aches of | tpe lever,

And through hor soba |

next moment he had thrown over the
switch of the elulcegate control.

He venturad oue triumphant glance
in the direction of the whirring
| mangle knives and the slowly ascends
| Ing gate. Then, with a grimace of sats

fafaction, he lesped over tho Inert
body of the Laughing Mask, ran to the
door, and disappearad in the darkness.

Had that flight been less hurried
! Legar might have observed that the
| eyes of the Laughing Mask were open,
and the inert body, weak as it was
from the loss of blood from a fleah
wound in the hip, was already palne
fully gathering itaelf togather for some
predetermined movement. That move-
ment,; wavering and unsteady as it

the control board of the water mangle.

There, by a suprems affort, he ralsed
himself to his feet, groped about with
and swung back

The next moment the roar of tha
machinery stopped, the threshing
| knives stood polsed, But it had been
only in the nick of time. For Mar-
gery Golden, who had clung to the
sluicogate until its withdrawing bars
had compelled her to relasx he. last
doaporate cluteh on ita bard and drop
back Into the block tid- earrving her
clogar and dloser to thosoe falling
blades of death, now caught and clung
to a graphite-covered driving chaln lit-
tle more .hau a yard from the fore-
wmost  nangle drum which towered
above her like an open faw, And as
she clung there, a renewlng wave of
hope swept through her body, for from
the aluleewany wall above her she could
hear & reassuring If somewhnt un-
steady volce calling down to her, And
that volee, she know, wns the volce
of the Laughing Mask!
(TO BE CONTINUED,)
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EARLY DAY REMINISCENCES
La Grande, Oregon, July 11, 1917,

—(To La Grande Evening Observer)

—S8irs: Some little time ago there ap-

peared in your pnper a letter received

by the City Manager from My, Theo-
dore I, Miner, formerly a resident of

Lo Gronde. 1 have just reccived amn-

aother letter from him in which he

gives me quotation fiom a letter by

him in La Grande, Oregon, to H. W.

Corbett of Portland, Oregon, in July

1878 with rpeference to the Indian

troubles at that time. The letter was

published in the Oregonian at that
time and the extract may be interest-
ing to predent day resident: of La

Grande. [t is as follows:

“We learn by special courier this
p. m. that the Bannocks are in force
on Birch Creek near Pendleton, We
thought vesterday that we saw some
Bannocks among the Umntillas in Lo
Grande, and ns the “Bucks" trind to
buy power, offerine five dolinrs nper
pourd for it, iL mlde Us AULE UREAsY,
as the Indlan ire on the hills,
overlooking the town., We had 20 re-
peating rifles—State Arms— that we
got from Union together with 1000
rounds of ammunition, which we dis-

cainna

tributed among the best men in the!

town. Hurry Jagger and I stood
gunrd all through last night.”

“Tadny we organized a company of
 volunteers, nearly v strong, ana vo-
tained 20 more repeating rifies from
Union, with plenty of ammunition.
We have sent out several scouts
armed and mounted, * * * (Later)
Families are arriving from Sheep
Ranch, upon the Grande Ronde River,
30 miles from here,

YA special messenger warned them
"to leave and he was chased for ten
miles before he got to Shoep Ranch.

Our Committee of Si is now in
sesgion arranging pl r congregat-
ing the womoen and children.”

Among the people who from
the Indians, co T tl from
Granite ax of Bheep Runch, was

the fumily of Mr. Jackson—ap long
time resident of La Grande and his
widow, Mrs. oline Jackson is still
livinge in La Grande and she was one
af the party flecing from the Indians
at that time, At the same time a
fumily by the name of Van Shull, who
were then living at the Sheep Ranch,
also fled from the I and as they
came down the river at night, they
eame upon a camp of the Umatilla
Indians where the Indinns were hold-
ing a war dance, The Indians, how-
ever, did not molest these people but

in fear when they came upon the In-
diang dancing that war dance with
war paint on in their usual way. This
occurred probably near the Oth of
July. It was at Jenst a few days be-
fore George Coggran was killed on the
reservation on the 12th day of July
of thut yenr,

On the morning of the 12th of July,

at what has gince heen  known s
“Pead Man's Guleh) not far from
the top of “Crawford's Hill" on the

stage rowd from La Grande to Pendle-
ton, four teamaters were killed by the
Indiansg, They were Jumes Meyers,
Olney MeCoy, Charies Laughlin and
a man by the name of Smith. These
men were teamsters an their way
from La Grande to Umatilla and they
had Been enmped ar some point
tween Meacham and the place whetre
they were killed, A ecourier carrying
disputehes for the Army passed them
during the night and L them
that Indians were in the vicinity of
the rond. They Thitched wup their
tenms nnd evidently thought it just na
eafe to fro on to Penidleton i
to return, T::"’\' probably
the place where the killing took place
about daylight on the morning of the

h. The four men were killed nnd

bi¢-

1
their teame taken by the Indinns. A
part, it not all, of the animnls taken
wore recovered from Indinng on the

Umatillns who teok part in the killing |
lof at least George Coggan were tried
| at Pendleton in'the State Court, found
ruilly and hanged.

| My letter from Mr, Miner mentions
the fact that on July 13th a body of
seouts from Union reached Crawford's |
Hill and found the body of MeCoy und
his companions. T had forgotten this |
cireumetance but if I remember cor-
rectly the mon from Union were cither
on their way toward Pondloton at the
time word of the killing of these
come to La G v oor they started
immediantely afterward and 1 ||r'Hr-\'|-|
they were the ones that brought in
the bodlies or took them to Pendleton. !
This Mr. Miner recall
muny things that took place, some of
which would have been quite lndicrous |

letter from

men | did not

they thouglht Bunker should be found,
this man was some distance in the
and the Indians made a dush
ut him, trying to cut him off from
the arowd,  He promptly turned dand
ruced  back to his companions and
with an outh told them they would all
b killed unless they got back o
town as quickly as possible, and for
Lown went, taking with him the
majority of the 25 or 30 men, They |
stop wgain until they resched
towiL. 1
Very troly vours,
J. I, BLATER.

HAD A WIFE, ADVERTISED E

FOR ANOTHER—ARREST EL

load

he

Yand i not been for the seriousnoess nf Portland, Ore, July 10—(United}
the situation. When Fred  Poster Pros:) —Taoes B 27, might have
went into  Pendleton after George thoupht that one wilt wias ot enoui-h.
Cogenn wus killed  and Al Bunker 'Or, pothnps | 5 tryinge to live to|
wounded on the reservation a sguad the sailor fra voand e wogicl in

of ahout 256 men on horseback startyl
for the place on the reservation ot

ditin
every port. At least; 'tiz alleged he|

put the following ad in the popers in

Pretty Ankle Worth $10,0002

Portland, Ore, July 19— (United
Press)—Ten thousand dollars s the
value of a pretty ankle, aceording to
Miss Johannn Wilson, waitress, who
lagt December says she slipped on
some smashed potatoes nnd injured
her ankle, The graceful curve is
one, Temptingly short skirts nare
taboood by her. Today she has on file
in the Multnomah county courts a
810,000 damage auit against the res-
taurant, alleging that she is perman-
ently injured.

Yrooman To Visit Spokane.
Spokane, Wash., July 19.—(Special)
—Caming from the national capitol

with the spe purpose of outlin-
ing direct to the citizens at large the
adminigtration policy ‘and program on
food conacrvabion and feod production,
Carl Vrooman, aksistant secretary of
Agriculture, will be in Spokane, July

whith Bunker had been left by Fos. 'spite of the faet that he alrendy had 23,

ter.  Among the mon was one man
who wits mounted on a fine horse and
nrmaod with n good repeating rifle and
bo wnr g0 anxious to get n chunce at
{the Indigng that he could not wait
until the squad was finally nssemhlea
ind when they went 1o the reservation |

one wife:

“Wanted to hear from girl between
21 and 26, Object matrimony.”

Mrs
she  saw  her husband’s ad  Ehe
promptly had her mate arrested, One
wife at n time is enongh, she snys,

informed them that they were getting Umatilla reservation. Some time af-|he rode out in advance of hiz com- while her hushand is «iid to take the

ready to return to the reservation.

terwards with the help of some of the

Naturally these people were put much | older Umatilla Indians several of the

Jl's:.\nionn. When they arrived on the
regervation at some placo near where!

stand that one wife at a time 1# too

many.

Banks reads the papera and | He is nuthorized to explain

Mr, Vrooman's misszion is consider-
el by the nationnl council of defense
one of the most important of the year.
exactly
what the administration expects of
earh and every individual along the
lines of food saving as an economie
measure now, and clso to eall atten-
tion ‘to the great importance of pre-
paring the next year’s food production.




