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BUDGET TIME

Next week the county will bé; or should be, budget conscious.
The county budget committee will meet to determine the amounts
of money that must be appropriated for each budget item, the
non-high school board will make their budget Saturday and the
cities and sehool districts must be making their financial plans as
well |

Preliminary estimates are to the effect that the county budget

- will necessarily be higher than it has been for the past two or three
years Other budgets may be higher. For several yesrs levy-
ing bodies have refused or neglected to put anything in their bud-
gets for bond retirement and it is probable that the inclusion of
such an item will be insisted upon this year. The county faces
the fact that the old age pension law will require several thousand
dqllars to be paid to aged indigents coming within the terms of
the act. It is roughly estimated that this will cost the county ten
thousand dollars,

The change in non-high school district government will bring
to light a matter that will probably cause a slight rise in the tax
for high school tuition. An error in the books of the superinten-
dent several years ago resulted in a large deficit in the high school
tuition fuind. The court has been reducing this each year by levy-
ing a lirger tax than was needed. Now the new non-high school
board will only levy for their actual needs, but the deficit will still
be due the several high school districts by the county. Therefore
the county will have to levy a tax to clear up this matter which
will make two high school tuition items to be paid through nc
fau't of the present generation of county officials. It will likely
tend ‘o increase the total tax. . ;

Then there is the pending problem of hiring a county agent.
If this is done it will raise the county budget. If it is not done
the cost will fall on the wheat control association which includes
practically the entire county anyway so it just depends on whick
pocket the people want to take the money out of for the secretary.

The budget meeting of the county will be held Thursday,
October 5. and all persons paying taxes in the county may attend.
The court is usually thankful for helpful suggestions from taxpa)-
ers regarding the budget and will, in our opinion, te glad to hea:
individual statements on vudget items.

T N —
INFLATION

What we need in this country is a form of inflation that wili
raise the income of everyone without raising the cost of living
or at least one that will increase income more than it does the cosi
of living

If we could have cheaper dollars to pay debts with and highe:
dollars to be paid wages with we would all be prosperous. As the
philosopher said we want to cut off the top so thin there is no bot-
tom. It is generally assumed that inflation will make it easier for
the debtor to pay his debts. It would make it easier for him to
get dollars with which to pay debts, that is certain It will also
make ordinary living cost so much more that there will be nothing
to pay with and the worst of it is that costs tend to go up
before dny thing else. : ;

It's some like a poker game. A few have won all the chips.
It won't help things for Mg to redistribute them and start another
game under thesame rulgs. We need to change the game so that

more people can win.
" ———o-———

If Mr. Farley wants to get into New York politics he'd better
go back there, It looks like he has gummed up the works so
Tammany could win again, but maybe that’s what he wanted to

do after all,
PRBUGII, W

Instead of saying ‘as easy as falling off a log’, we can say, as

easy as licking Jack Sharkey.
kil bt

Willard Marks will be a valuable addition to any boayd or
commission and if there is anyplace where competent persons are

going to be needed it is the board of higher education in this state. |

ST
It’s likely to be quite a shock to us to receive a $31,000,000
electric plant.
The Oregonian photographer has designéd a cross eyed cam-
era so the picture takee won't look so foolish.
LSRR ORI
The Anti-saloon leaglie now is known as the anti-liquor league

bt still the anti Is the important part of their name.
it il

The annual revolution in athletics is taking place and pext
overvone will know the high scoring half back instead of

e best pitcher.
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auspices of the woman's club.

ym.ko.Tomw;ndLD-
returned this week from hunt-
with enough deer meat for a

¥

LT

or Sale: A set of hack harness.
L. R, French.

Eben Kee had the misfortune to
‘wreck his car Saturday night while
driving home. E. Sorashan was con-
cerned in the wreck and damaged his
car also.

Lester and Cleo Barnum, Earl Gen-

£

Perflleton Saturday looking over the
bucking horses at the Round-Up.

Mrs. W. H. Todd is here and has
started to high school.

Dr. M. B. Taylor, formerly a med-
jcal man of these parts, was here this
week looking after business affairs
concerning his ranch.

Arch Russell and Chas. Engel re-
turned from a deer hunting expedi-
tion Sawrday with a speciman.

Rinehart Wassemiller and wife
were here this week end and left
Monday for the John Day country ac-

companied by Jacob Wassemiller.
They will work their mine in that

country this fall and swnter.

The state highway outfit is work-
ing on Sherars road this week prepar-
ing it for winter.

Mr. and Mrs. Joe Ritner were here
from Condon Saturday night-

Miss Jessie Pike 1s home again
after a summer's work in the Wasco
country.

Jim, the Conqueror

“UMy uncle was a scoundrel. He em
ployed scon " X

“Still, he your uncle. You
know, of course; that with Don Jaime's
breed of cat an uncie is a kinsman, no

telling the boss he was all wrong
about you, but then I'm only a hired
man, and the hired man who speaks
out of his turp to Don Jaime gets
fired pretty en.” '

“If you'd only told him!™ Roberta
walled, “Oh, if you only had I"

“Why dida’t you tell him yourself?"

} be retorted. *“You're one of the par

ties at Interest, aren’'t you?”

matter what be does, [I've felt llke -
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B things oo girl

9 when & Ban acts as queerly as Don
k ‘.Ml Hes wo
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Alley and Armold Dunlap returned “About
Sunday from their hunting trip with steer on
a deer aplece. Their party of four *but he is
with Lawrence Wilcox and W. B e
Wilcox coming with two others from marry him in & thou-
Portland brought home eight bucks. i
Charles French has been quite ill :'-n*
at his home here for the past two ;lnlm her conversation - ;ﬂ:ln

ered in hundred ;
Roy Feely and family weve here | SV 0, ﬂbﬂl;“hlﬂmlm?ﬂ.f
this week while Roy accompanied Ed i'por own * “Ten't this conversation |
Alley, Arch Zehner and John Hays getting & trifle—personal and delicats, |
on a hunting trip to Buplee. lr.lﬁ'lhm “Really,
R ined. the Ihm’t__;nl;llht-:unmlnn
bridge club &t her home hare Wed- | witn yoare . T rimete subject
nesday afternoon. “Well, 1 bave. 1 want to discuss IL."
The near the jail is nearing :.tw ;l-bin.“wm I discover
bridge me ridden to
completion. .llﬂ.limmlltqm.:n“'nn
Fred Peters is visiting in Portland “Ir:mmm.r;hm-d

Pud Moore and family while re- ' greaser—* - .
turning from Portland * this week :&wﬂi’zﬂ He's not a greaser "
near Nobody & greaser would ‘act
ﬂuullmmutﬁua; . the way e does. Well, as I was day-
Dr. Poley celebrated another birth- . my Christian dugy to
day the 26th with an anniversary mhhrl-mm offer some sound ad-
dinner ::‘ Hllh:;“ :wmwlo ”1‘011 ndvin.nl:: mﬂourtr'
Mr. Engstrom re- marry guenes
e I”m.wwhlhn?::mm furiously and busg
return to California within & few| "o b w0 mobart o “this ls
days. Oumwmﬂ“"moum nmr-n:'qmu
ty looks awfully good compared with before the house and it merits an an-
the country he drove through. g::’k Vﬁn’:ro:,mrrymu:nota:d
a r eep mon: nto the
mwmmb’w‘potwlthhl'-andbelput::dhlairﬂt
Thursday evening October 5 under gation system and buy about a thou-

sand pure-bred Hereford breeding
cows?"

“l would, gladly. If I married him
I'd be his partoner as well as his |
wife. I could be a good partner.” !

“None better,” agreed Mr. Hobart.
“Well, If you want- him, go get him.
He's yours for the asking.”

|

“Mr, Hobart! How dare you? No |
girk usks & man to marry her|™

“That's why we have so many old
malds, Miss Antrim. Now, listen to
me. If you hop aboard that horse of |
yours and ride after Julio he'll lead
you to that old branding corral where
he and Don Jaime are golng to dig in |
and do some fancy shooting. You'll |
have time to get to the scene of the
festivities before they get golng, have
“your little pow-wow with Don Jaime, |
and then beat it back here before
dark.” . .

“Oh, Mr, Habart, I couldn't! I'd feel
so brazen. I'd die of shame.”

“Yery well, then, dile, Don Jimmy Is
sure to die, because he doesn't want to
live. Of course he'd never let you
know that, but right here in this note
he left me he says: ‘Adios, amigo.
See that Miss Antrim gets to the sta-
tion all right, and whatever you do,
doo't plant me in the same cemetery
with_ her -uncle’ You can save a bu-
man life If you eare to. If you do not
care to—well, that’s your own busi-
ness."”

Roberta got up, walked to her horse
and mounted him. *“Thank you a lot,
Mr. Hobart,” she gulped. “You're a
true friend.”

“I'm glad | measure up. I'd be out
of luck If the boss’ wife got sore at
me. Hello, here come Caraveo and the
trucks. I must head him off and send
him down the road a few miles far
ther, to save time.” He made a flying
leap to his horse and galloped away to
meet the riding boss.

swiftly after the girl

“D—a it,” he muttered, “I got s0
interested fixing things for Don Jimmy
1 clean forgot that girl
and a two-gallon bhat
those roughnecks may
a man!”

CHAPTER XIII

The huge satisfaction felt by Ken
Hobart at his interference In other
people’s business was shattered now,
as he thought of Roberta, garbed in
riding breeches and flannel shirt and
wearing the conventional wide
brimmed and high-crowned hat of the
country. Riding along the sky-line she
could very readily be mistaken for a
man—and such mistakes, In the Im-
pending circumstances, might reason-
ably be fatal! It was Incumbent upon
him, therefore, to eatch up with her,
to guard her approach to that old
branding*corral in the valley, to make

priced.

Grass Valley
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EAT what you can, and can what you can't
We have fruits and vege-

tables for canning at the pro-
per season —— Economiecally
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all him Into
+ . Ken Hobart
no chances. There was

of haste and he
Be galloped along the
ridge he was sicken.
he was not the only

!
:

i
aiig'.!l
i

Jalme, to begin
to the water
position. He
wns a hard,

fgig
‘ ?E%
|

g’é

he de
duty, to Jullo
d stated, that
a personal In-
forthcoming Activities.
Jullo, that he might
water-hole., [toherta
ading along on her fleet hunt-
er; and after Roberta came Ken Flo-
bart, ‘

“If anythiog happens to that girl”
he told himself, “I'll just keep right
on in the general southerly direction
and never come back.”

The low range swung to the enst—
and suddenly, In a cup-ghaped valley
far below, Ken Hobart saw the sheep
—saw that they were belng driven, not
grazed, They were within a mile of
the water-hole, and Jullo was not In
sight. At the féot of the range Ro-
berta, stationary, sat her horse and
took stock of the situation.

She had lost Julio!

Hobart looked back.
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In the distance

' he could see his five men followingz

him.. He waved his hat and one of
them waved In return; so withont
further ado he rode down to join Ro-
berta, ot

The girl held up her hand, enjoining
silence, as Hobart reined in heside
her. *“Listen!™ she commande.

He bent his head. Faintly to flim |

came the report of rifles,

“There were twenty herders with
the band an hour ago,” the ghl re
ported. “Don Jalme counted them.
There doesn't appear to be that many
now."”

Hobart swept the scene with his |

binoculars, “Ten! Half the gang
went ahead to preempt the water, and
Don Jaime has wilked ioto them.
He's alive and kicking, though. If he
were not, there wouldn't be any shoot-
Ing. And Jullo hasn't got there yet.
Well, he'll be eareful. He'll prohably
come in from the rear and help the
boss out. I wish I knew whether
Jalme is In the old corral or at the
water-hole, Smokeless powder, you
see. One cannot tell. But the sheep
move forward! That Indicates confl-
dence. Yes, Dingle has the water!"”

“Then Don Jalme's fighting ten of
them.”

“Looks that way. He must be in
the old corral, because he wouldn't
last a minute In the open. The cor
ral Is boarded close and the light Is
falling. If he keeps moving he will
not be too easy to hit.”

Jullo rode out Into the open a quar
ter of a mile south of them. Instantly
Hobart pulled his rifle, sighted care-
fully and threw up the dirt in front of
the boy to attract his attention. When
Julio pulled up and looked around to
see where the attack came from, Ho-
bart waved his hat at him and moved
out from the sheltering fringe of
bushes onto the grassy floor of the

" valley, Roberta by his side. Instantly

Jullo them.

*You where you are, girl,” Ken
Hobart commanded. “My other five
men will be riding down the hill pretty
soon. You tell them my orders are to
charge the men with the sheep Imme-
diately.”
~ “What are yot going to do, Mr. Ho-
bart?

“I'm golng to join Jplio, and the
two of us will advance along the south
side of this valley toward the water
bhole. The range will be too long for
the herders with the sheep to stop us,
1 think. Jimmy's In a jackpot .and
needs belp mighty bad, so Jullo and
I will furnish what we can. Adlos!”

He galloped away diagonally across
the valley, motioning for Jullo to Join
him. The boy did not hesitate. [Ito-
berta watched them In an agony . ¢
apprehension,

The herders with the sheep were
firlng at Hobart and Jullo, galloping
across thelr front. Ken had stated
that the range wonld be too long for
effective fire by men not versed In the
science of accurate shooting at ex-
treme ranges, but nevertheless the girl
saw Jullo's pinto go down, saw the boy
shoot out ever the anlmal’s neck. He
was up instantly and back beside the
horse,

“Getting his rifie,” Roberta thought.
Ken Hobart had -pulled up and was
riding back to Jullo, who, In turn, was
running to meet him. There was not
an instant’s pause In the strile of the
horse, yet Jullo mounted double bhe-
hind Hobart, the harsa whirled, and
the daring palr were on their way

again
Th alone at the foot of the hill
watchifg this drama, Roberta prayed

for those men as she had never prayed
before; she cried out in agony when
Ken Hobart's horse went to Its knees,
rose again—and stood still. Even one
s0 unversed In warfare as_ Roberta
could realize that the poor brute had
been hit and erippled, She saw Ho-

came,. on hot'

—

i m.w.f&o disnount and, kneeling
feet apart, open fire on
the distant herders as calmly as If
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at a mark!
. And then, over the crest behind her

low, but slackened speed ns
sighted the girl, holding up her hane
in a sigoal to hait

, She trembled so she could, with dif
culty, speak’ coherently, “Don Jaime
engaged at -the water-hole with e

~—shooting at tlie herders—Ken says
rear attack.”

perhaps, of recelving more explicit in
structions in such an emerzency
“What ake you standing there for?

JApe fromathe herders probably Jdrown
Ing the sound of their thudding ap
proach, for they were within a hun

the latter saw them
At Noheria,

eold fear and a wild exaltation as thi
bullet whispered past her head .

her hefore she rode the
Matol shots then
ook,

man _ down,

knocking them down, leaping over and

among them, TITer horse, plunging and

. She was clear

. Her dull little rid

popped-hehind her,
of the sheep, . .

Manks: the quirt rose and fell, . . .

She eanght the g'eam of sunshine as
the Inst level rays of the dying day
were reflected on a pool. Among some
rocks beyond the pool threée figures
moved, the crackle of fire grew loud
er; she could discern the sharp, spite-
ful reverheration of it now. Where
was the corral? Don Jalme was there.
wonnded, dying perhaps, . . .

She saw (t—a circle of weather
beaten boards, nalled so cloge together
that the fence appenred like a wall
Straight at it she: drove her mount,
realizing vaguely.ns she did so that it
was n hurdle at least a foot higher
than she had ever faced In sport)

She saw her horse's ears flicker
felt his stride slacken a little: then his
head shot frward and his ears came
up straight. Good horse! He was not
going to refuse the jump! She fol
him gather himself for the leap, an
took a fiem grip on the reins.

“Alley oop!"™ she cried.

While in midalr she saw Don Jaime
off on the right flank, standing In the
bed of a wagon, firing over the fence;
then she was over and Inside the cor
ral with him.,

“Jimmy !" she shouted.

He turned, staring at her amazed,
Then he Jerked the bolt of his Spring
fleld and yelled:

“Down! Flat!®

She rode up to the wagon, slipped

pommek Then, with a glap on her

0ss the corral,

{ And ‘then"Don Jalme acted. He

“Alley Oop!”™ She Cried.

swept her backward and off balance;
she slid down his body gently to the
ground and he threw himself beside
her.

“Oh, my G-—d, sweetheart, why did
you comie?” he almost moaned.
“Because I love you, Jalme Miguel
Higuenes. You are In danger and 1
couldn't stay away, I'll help you, Jim-
my. - If you have to die I—want youn to
know before that happens—that life
without you—will be desolate—" -
Ha scrooned to her In Spanish, his
hot eyes devouring her, his grimy per-
spiring hands caressing her cheek. “I1
always knew you wera a thorough:
bred,” he gulped finally. “Lie here and
do not move. . This is a private fight
and you Naven't been Invited. [I've
got to keep moving. [I've run miles
from one side of this corral to the
other, “firing through knotholes and

gaps In the boards, If I ltl;: still

[ ‘eame the five men detalled to follow
‘Ken  Hobart. They eame down the
slope at a fast gallop, spurred on hy
the sounds of conflict in the valley he-

they

1

men—Ken Hobart and Jullo over south

'I'l!e three American riders gazed at
her.lnot quite comprehending, desirons,

Roberta cried hysterieally “FFollow
me. I'll show yon" With a savaee
little dig of her dnll dress spurs she
was off, the five men streaming behind
her, Acrosa the northern flunk of the

valley they -raced, the patter of rifle

. dred yards of the nearest men bhefore
One of them fired
She thrilled with a

afterward she had a faint reenllection
of a dark, frichtened, but deflant fade
that loomed for an Instant-In front of

a backward
Behind her the five rode with

upralsed pistols, flourishing them at
her, yvelling a flerce approbation of
he* leadership

The sheep, In panie, fled wildly, lean
Ing -over each other, bleating, leaving
A clond of grayish white dust bhehind
them. Roberta rode into the eloud -
rode through the fringe of stragglors

swerving, was striving, with common
gense rather uncommon in a horese, te
avold the woolly bodies under his [

and Roberta was forced to ride nd sl
had never rldden  before I'istels |

ing neademy spurs prodded her mount's

off, pulled the rifle from the scabbard |
and untied the cartridge belt from her |

rse's. gmmp, she sent him trofting |

lenped down'at her, his powerful arm
4 K] N i |

[ .

L o
they 1l locate we wnd | can® wfoed
that-—~now I 2 ORI 1P

He rolled away like a tumbleweed
A Dbullet crashed through the fence
nnd struck where he had been lying
n second before, And then Roberta
proved herself a woman. She falnted.

CHAPTER X1V

-

®lhe ¢nme to Iyillg-ln Don Jalme's
arms in the dry grass beside the wa-
ter-bole. She looked up at him without
! understanding, then closed her eyes
‘ ngain,
“Well, Jimmy,"” she murmured pres
ently.
| "We're back In the sheep business
| again," he assured her solemnly.
A silence. Then: “Any easualties
Jimmy ™

| "Yes. Three dead horses and two
| wounded and about a dozen sheep with
'F hroken backs and legs. It seems you
rode over them. Ken Hobart's pinked,
hut nothing worse than what he's been
used to. Adolfo de Haro, one «" my

| riders, Is dead, and Lambert, O'C ‘ady,
and Martinez Trujillo are badly hit,
hut T do not think they will die. .Tnlin
| Ortlz has lost a little finger. Dingle
and nine of his men are dead to date
and the final returns from the river
should make the affair unanimous.
Fraser, Juan Espinosa, and Julio Ortiz
are following them. They took our
mounts and now I'll have to get busy,
load our wounded om Dingle's chuck
wagon and go home.™
“Was that hig choek wagon in th»
corral?”
“Well, It used to be your Uncle
Tom's, so 1 presume it's yours now
Dingle got here first, ran his chuck
outfit into the old branding corral t
camp for the night and turned his
mules_loose -there. Then he oecupled
the rocks beyond this water-hole and
walfed to see what might turn up be
fore dark. T turned up—unexpectedly
rode wide around the herders, ap-

| proached the corral from the rear and
{ had opened the gate and entered be-
| fore either side discovered 1 was
trapped. They couldn't see me clearly,
hut through the chinks In the corral
hoarding they could see something
moving against the light, At that they
| couldn’t be sure that something was
me, my horse, or thelr mules, and they
didn't want to hit the mules, so they
were careful.
“It was close work and after I'd
moved around a lot and had located
all the knot-holes and wide chinks in
the boardg 1 made them keep their
heads down. Then when the firing
started out on the flat, and they saw
Ken's men, led by you, makipg a pis-
tol charge oh the men with the sheep,
Dingle got cold feet. You rode through
fquite a barrage, sweetheart, but once
{"yvou'd topped the corral they figured 1
| had reinforcements, so they ran for
t their horses and rode south. That is,
some of them did. I climbed upon the

| wagon seat and fanned their rear; as
| they fled down the south side”of the
vialley they bumped into Ken and
Julio, who emptied two saddles each.
Do you know, darling, that you have
| a pistol bullet through the muscles of
| your back, rather well on the right

| side? Nothing fatal, but you'll sleep
cn zour left side for a month I™
| *“I'm a little fool,” Roberta mur-

“Yes, but a gallant little fool. You
have some of your late Uncle Tom's
| ferocity and courage In you, Bobby.
Oh yes, old Tom always preferred odds
and good shelter in combat, but he
would stand up to It when he had to.
He couldn't be bluffed off this range
[ and he forced me to make good.”
“Are you hurt, Jimmy?"
| “Not a scrateh.”
She raised her left arm and curled
l It around his neck; he lowered his
|
[

i mured weakly.
|
|

face untll his cheek touched hers.
“You're such a terrible man,” she whis
| pered. *“Oh, such a terrible man *

“But you love me, just the same?”

“Yes, but I wouldn't have told you
—I'd have died first. It's all due to
Ken Hobart, He told me—"

“Hush, sweetheart. He's confessed.
He told you a few of the most wonder-
ful lles on record, and when he found
you'd been hit he cried llke a baby.
Swore that If you died he'd commit
suicide—~provided 1 didn't kill him
first!"™ He lifted her to a sitting posi-
tion. “Théere's old Cupid Hobart sit-
ting over yonder. Look at him. He's
still blubbering.”
|  “Ken!" Roberta called weakly.
| The ex-ranger got up and lmped
painfully over to:her, knelt and took
her hand. “You're a grand liar,” she
murmured, “and a grand fighter, and a
grand friend—and now I'm going to
decorate you, Ken Hobart—on the fleld
of battle.”

“Kiss her, fool,” Don Jaime roared.
“And you can kiss her again the day
we're married. That's the privilege
of the best man, but after that, belleve
you me, partner, she’s not going to
glve away any more samples to hard-
boller old waddies like you.”

“Oh, my God, forgive me™ Ken
sobbed childishly, and brushed her
pale cheek with his tobacco-stalned
lips.

“On the lips, man,” Don Jaime com-
nianded. - “You don't know good kiss-
ing when It's offered to you."

“I been chewin' tobacco,” the victim
protested.

“I don't eare,” Raberta assured him.

“limmy chews It, t00.”
To be continued.
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