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Dusty King i Lew Gord had built
WP a vast string of ranches in the West
King was killed by his powerful and un-
scrupulous competitor, Ben Thorpe. Bill
Roper, King's adopted son, was deter

mined to avenge his death in spite of

.

CHAPTER XIII—Continued
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The two men were Lee Harnish
and Tex Long.

Tex Long's .45 clicked in the palm
of his hand as it came to full cock.
He said, “Howdy, Bill. A spic girl
just brought us word. Dave Shan-
non and Hat Crick Tommy are up
the streett And Dry Camp Pierce.”

“Gosh,”" Lee Harnish said, ““‘we've

been hunting you for two months! |
You want us to blast these Indians,

boss?"

Bill Roper drew
and grinned. At first he could not
even appreciate that here, at last,
were the leaders he needed for his
great raid.
was that he had been reprieved from
certain death; and he knew that life
was good.

CHAPTER X1V

The tribute implied by the re-gath- |

ering of the wild bunch leaders was
one of the most extraordinary things
that had ever happened in Bill Rop-
er's life. There was not much to
their story. Driven out of Texas on
the eve of Bill Roper’'s victory, for

a while they had gone their separate |

ways. But gradually they had drift-
ed together again, in the Indian na.
tions, at Dodge, in the northern cow
camps.
in Texas, and the roots cut from
under Ben Thorpe's organization by
the loss of his breeding grounds, the
outlaw riders found themselves un-
willing to leave their work unfin-
ished. So at last they had come

looking for Roper—and had found

him.

The first thing was to get them out
of there. He named as rendezvous a
lonely shanty on Fork Creek.

Roper himself was the last to ride
out of Miles City. Seasoned night
riders though these men might be,
with names now famous the length
of the trail, most of them were
youngsters still. No one of them
could be trusted not to get a skinful
of liquor, and go gunning for Lash-
am's men on his own hook.

Roper was relieved, therefore,
upon riding into the Fork Creek ren-
dezvous in the dreary February twi-
light, to find his Texas men already
waiting for him there. They were
eating fresh beef, but not their own,
as Roper came into the little cab-
in, stamping the snow off his boots.

Lee Harnish looked sheepish.
“Say, I forgot something. I got a
letter for you here.”

Roper took the worn envelope and
stood turning it over in his hands.
The date showed it to be three weeks
old—no great age, everything con-
sidered. But what took hold of him,
so that for a full minute he dared
not break the seal, was that the
letter was from Jody Gordon.

Roper ripped open the envelope.
The whole note covered no more
than half a page; but as he folded
it and put it into a pocket, his hands
were shaking in a way that would
have cost him his life if he had been
walking into a gunfight then. There
was a long silence.

With a visible effort, Roper
pulled himself together. Briefly he
told them what his new wild bunch
had done.

““But we haven't even scratched
the surface,” he finished. *“Unless
we hit Walk Lasham quick and hard,
Thorpe will get his balance again,
and reach his roots back into Texas;

and all the work we did down there |

will go for nothing."

“Me,” Tex Long said, I aim to
swing with you, and try to finish up
what we begun. But, way I see it,

the layout up here is terrible bad, |

for our style of work."

“There isn't any profit in the way
I figured,”” Roper admitted. *‘I've
been taking a pasear up along the
Canadian border;
easy drive. If you criminals are
willing to come on and
more crack at Thorpe and Lash-
‘m__ll

*““There's no one beyond the bor-
der that's nepding any stock,” Dry
Camp Pierce said gloomily.

“Dry Camp,” Bill Roper said,
“I'm thinking of the tribes.”

There was a moment's silence.
“Granting that Canada’s full of war
paint,” Tex Long said; *“how the
devil—""

“I've talked to Iron Dog."”

Every one of them, each in his
own way, pricked up his ears at
that. Iron Dog was a famous war-
rior chief of the Gros Ventre Sioux.
Ragged and starving, his decimated
band driven far out of their home
country, Iron Dog no longer was the |
stubbornly resisting force which had
ouce made his name. But though
he was broken and helpless now,
remnants of his leadership re-

a deep brc:tUL,

All he could think of |

With Cleve Tanner broken |

I figure it's an |

take one |
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| mained; his influence extended over | m nths their chuck wagons will be
bands, and more than one | heading out, and the deep grass will
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Dave Shannon

[ don't hold with dealing w
uggers, much,™
"“These bucks are
their ranges without any deal made
whereby they get fed."” Roper said
“Half of them are in as pitiful
| state of starvation as you ¢
| A big part of the blame for that i
| on Walk Lasham Now I aim t

said

square the deal.”
“1 already made us a rendezvou
with Iron Dog, before I knew you

were in on this,”” Bill Roper told

forced out of |

them now. “Inside of a month Ir
Dog will be camped on the Milk h v
er with anyway seven or eight
bands.""
! "‘\tun.ra:_‘.;h! bands!™ Tex Long |
wuted at him. **My God, there'll
Ln wWorse t} an a thousand Indians on
the Milk!"
“A thousand, hell!" Roper said

“If there aren’t that many buck war-
riors alone, I'll eat the beef myself!
‘ The men in this little cabin were
not easily surprised, and less easily
| shocked or awed; but their usually
unrevealing faces now gave them
away.

“God Almighty!"
said.
| *“He's done it now,"”
’Tomm_v said slowly.

Dave Shannon

It was almost a prayer.
Hat Crick |
“You

know

“Now I aim to square the deal.”

what happens when you throw that
many loose Indians together? You
got a war on your hands, by God!
They'll come whooping down Mon-
tana—they’ll tear the country wide
open! The whole frontier will go up
in a bust of smoke. Nothing'll ever
stop "em, once they get together like
that!"

“One thing will.”

“What will?""

“Grub,” said Roper.

“That might be so,” Dave Shan-
non admitted. “I never yet see an
Indian go to war on a full stom-
Y

A tensity had come into that dark
cabin; they were realizing now that
they stood in the shadow of events of
a magnitude they had not dreamed.
In the quiet, Bill Roper's hands kept
creasing and recreasing the letter
from Jody Gordon. A faint damp-
ness showed on his forehead, but
his fingers acted cold and awkward.

“There's five of us here,” Tex
Long said. **You expect us to just
suddenly feed every Indian in crea-
tion?"

“I've got twenty-seven riders wait-
ing to throw in with us at the first
word."'

“Twenty-seven riders? Where?"

“All over Montana. What do you
think I did all winter? Holed up like
a she-bear?”

Silence again, while they all stud-
ied Roper.

’ ‘“‘How many you figure to move?"
Tex Long asked at last,

Roper's voice was so low
could hardly hear his words,
tween twenty and thirty thousa
head.”
| Tex Long threw his hat against
| the roof poles in a gesture of com-
| plete impatience. *‘Dead of winter,”
|hr.- said; “maybe having to fight
part of the time; why, thirty-forty
cowboys couldn’t drive—"

“We don't have to handle this
stock like fat beel,” Roper remind-
ed him. “We don’t have to pull up
for quicksand, or stampede losses,
or high water. If a hundred head
get swept down a river, what the
hell? Some different Indians will get
hold of 'em downstream. Working
that way, hard and fast, thirty cow-
boys can move every head in Mon-
tana!"

“We're terrible short of time,”
Tex Long said.

“1 khow It;

they
“Be-
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in another couple of
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| still—all

| swung loose at his sides;

ove and move quick.’

“It might be,” Dry Camp Pierce
de ‘1 ed himself, “it just could be

n A hard gleam was coming
into the old rustler's wary eyes
“And if it can—great God! There's
never been nothing like this!'”
to have had

The others seemed
the breath knocked out of them by
eard-of scope, the bold dar-

the headlong all-or-nothing char-
acter of the plan,

*This is bigger than the Te
raids,” Tex Long sald wondering
"'I'!u.ﬁ is bigger than anything
ever been!"

Suddenly Dave Shannon smacked
his thigh with his huge hand. “'By
God, I believe it'll bust 'em!"

Over the pack of outlawed young-
rs had come a wave of that fa.
enthusiasm which sometimes
men as they face the im-
but Roper, strangely, was
unable to share it. The great raid
he had planned all winter now
seemed futile—a plan senseless and

cold

ste
natic

SWAYS
possible,

“Bill," said Lee Harnish, “what's
the matter with you? You got chills
and fever, or something?""

Roper spoke to Harnish alone, as
if he had forgotten the others. “‘That
letter was from Jody Gordon,"” he
said

“Bad news, son?"

“I don't know. She wants me to
come to Ogallala.™ |

“When?"

“Now—right away."

“What for? Does she say?"”

*‘She says she needs me; she says
she needs me bad, and right away.
I guess she does, all right. If she
didn't, I don't believe she'd ever
write, to me.”

The faces of the wild bunch rid-
ers were expressionless, noncommit-
tal; Roper knew they wouldn't have
much to say. They were youngsters
except Plerce; but their
faces were carved lean and hard by

| long riding, and a lot of that riding

had been for him.
He stood up, shaking his shoulders.
**Catch up your ponies."
“We pulling out? Tonight yet?"
“You bet your life we are. Qught
to make Red Horse Springs by mid-

night."
““And after that,"”” Harnish said
slowly, “what is it, Bill? Is it Ogal-

lala?"
Once more the silence, while they
waited for BilL
“It's theiraid,'”” Roper said.

CHAPTER XV

Lew Gordon came stumping across
the corral of his little Miles City
house, his spurs ringing at every
stride. His big hands, rope-hard-
ened and thickened at the knuckles,
but his
face had the loock of a man beset.

Opening the back door of the
house he sent a great roar through
the walls—""Jody! Jody, where are
you?"

She answered him, and Lew Gor-
don went to find her.

*“What's the meaning of this?"’ was
his greeting as his daughter came
running to him through the house.
““You were supposed to stay in Ogal-
lala!"*

Jody threw her arms about his
neck and pulled his head down to
kiss him; but Lew Gordon was not
to be put off.

**That horse wrangler just brought
me word that you was here,”” he
said. ‘‘There's a pretty kettle of
soap, when some horse wrangler
knows more about where a man's
daughter is at than he knows him- |
self!"’

“Dad, will you please sit down?
I tell you, I want to talk to you!"

“Oh, all right.” Lew Gordon
flopped into a chair, jabbed his spurs
into the floor at long range, and
tore off .another huge mouthful of
beef,

“There are two pieces of bad
news,”" Jody said now. "First thing
Ben Thorpe has cut under us ir

| the bidding for the government con-

tracts, at Dodge."

A spark leaped into Lew Gordon's
eyes, under the pressure of the Jast
two years he had turned edgy and
garrulous, as if his mind had be-
come hasty on the trigger, now that
his hands were idle. *'I might have
known it!"" his big voice boomed,
““Those infernal—"" i

‘“The loss of those contracts Is go- |
ing to hurt,” Jody said; *I've|
brought the books up into fair shape, |
and it looks to me as if King-Gordon
is starting the worst year in his- |
tory. I the losses go on piling up'
the way they are—'' |

Jody Gordon came and sat on the l
arm of her father's chair. ‘““There
was a man rode up to Ogallala from |
Dodge City," she said. "'He brought |
some very peculiar news, and I don't
like it at all.” |

“If that renegade Colorado outfit |
think they're going to—'" Lew Gor- |
don began. '

““This was a Bill
Jody said.

Lew Gordon checked as suddenly
as if he had been struck acrosy |
the face.

(TO BE CONTINUED)
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THIS slip is designed especially

for large women. It's made
with underarm and waistline darts
to ensure comfortable bust fit and

a slim silhouette. You'll like it
infinitely better than slips not
made to your measure. Pattern

provides for strap style as well as

DON'T BE BOSSED

BY YOUR LAXATIVE = RELIEVE
CONSTIPATION THIS MODERN WAY

® When you feel gassy, headachy, logy
due to clogged-up bowels, do ss mullions
do—take Feen-A-Mint at bedtime. Next
morning — thorough, comfortable relief,
helping you start the day full of your
normal energy and pep, feeling like a
million! Feen-A-Mint doesn't disturb
your night’s rest or interfere with work the
next day. Try Feen-A-Mint, the chewing
gum laxative, yourself lt tastes good, it's
handy and economical ... a family supply
costs only

10¢

Various Wishes

Anger wishes that all mankind
had only one neck; love, that it
had only one heart; grief, two
tear-glands; and pride, two bent
knees.—Richter,

‘MIDDLE-AGE
WOMEN |-

HEED THIS ADVICE!!

Thousands of women
are helped to go smil-
ing thirudistress pecul-
jar to women—caused
by this period in life
with Lydia E. Pink-
ham's Vegetable Com-
ound — famous for
inkham's Compound

mﬁa years,

—made espectally for women —has
helped thousa to relleve such
weak, nervous feelings due to this

memm disturbance. Try Itl o

Exposed Defect
Let a defect, which is possibly
but small, appear undisguised.
A fault concealed is presumed to

| it is because

/being

| built-up shoulders Included in
| this  design  are slim-hipped
panties |
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SEWING CIRCLE PATTERN DEVT,
149 New Monlgomery Ave.
San Francisco
Enclose 18 cents in colns for
BlI0. sannnen
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INDIGESTION

may affect the Heart

Oas trapped in uu slomsch or gullet may act e o |
Bair-wigger on ibe heart. Al Lhe Brsl sign of distress
smart men and women depend an Bell sns Tablels @
ool gas frea. No lazstive but made of the fasiest-
seting medicines known for scld indigestion | the
FIEAT DOSE doesn't prove lell-sips bettar, retumn
bollle 0 W and recelre DUUBLE Money Dach, 3%

Man's Will
A man can do what he ought to
do; and when he says he cannot,
he will not.—Froude

Spray with “Black Leaf 40.” One ounce
mkn six rl lons of effective aphis s '[!\ur.
“Black Leal 40" on aphis, leathop-

n. leaf miners, young sucking bugs,
ace bugs, mealy bugs and most cheips,
wherever found on flowers, trees or

Tobacco By Products &

shrubs, or garden crops uu‘

Reality
dream of

kl'l‘p.

Dreaming vs.
Some people merely
something; others
awake and are something,

HERE'S WHAT TO DO ABOUT

4Oclock SLIMP

I that “washed out." sluggish feeling Is
due to temporary conatipation, try Garfleld
Tea tonight. Cleanse Internally this mild,
pleasant way. Tire loss quickly = feel, look,
work better all day long. 10¢ — 15¢ at
drugitores,

GARFIELD TEA

For
trom

Hoadas

opiates or ne
GARFIEL D
HEADACHE POWDER

0ec 25¢
Sewe doct »r ! he
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True Mirror
Her husband’'s eye is the truest
mirror an honest wife can see her
beauty in.—John Tobin.

Watch Your

Kidneys/
Help Them Cleanse the Blood
of Harmful Body Waste

Your kidneys are constantly filtering
waste matter [rom the blood stream. But
kidneys sometimes lag in their work—do
not sct as Nature Intended—{ail to re-
move impurities that, i retalned, may
{::u«m the system and upset the whole

dy machinery,

Symptoma may be lu.giing backache,
pornistent headache, attacks of dizziness,
geiting up mlhu, awelling, puffiness
under the eyes—a feeling of nervous
anxiety and loss of pep and strength.

Other signs of kidney or bladder dis-
order are sometimes burning, scanty or
too frequent urination.

There should be no doubt that prompt
treatment ls wiser than neglect. Use
Doan’s Pilla, Doan’s have been winning
new [rlends for more than forty years,
They have a nation-wide reputation.
Are recommended by gratel .gnph the
country over, Ask your neig ]

DOANS PILLS

CLASSIFIED

DEPARTMENT

RABBITS AND SKINS

Foullry rabbitm ralibit skinn Writa
MLL card for [ o I'ricen vory
high mnow Ruby & Co, D20 B W,

Portland, Ore.

OPPORTUNITY

WASHMINGTON NBEAUTY COLLEGE

Front,

Establinhed 10158 MAIn 3029
Free tools and uniforms Included in
wir new mpecial low rates on taitlon
Why not have a Hfethme profession?
l‘!‘J" Hecond Ave. Beattle, Wash

ALWAYSN PLENTIFUI FOon

'OBS-\||II|| RAINKI BAIKNERS
MOLER BARBER COLLEGE

427 B, W. Third Ave. Fortland, Ore

EXTIRA CASH? Cirow muash
rooma In cellar phed; mall to usj
wkiy. pay Write Western Mushroom
Ce., Portiand, Ore.

% THUCK PARTS

NEED

Heavy m ANeln partas

te and umsed trucks
llll { I\ \\ llli KING COMPANY
10th & 8 F Ha o e Portiand, Ore
f PRINTS D TWO ENLARGRE.
MIENT o Mnde by riland's larg-
ent rotall koda f stinfao-
tlon § I Quality Ploeture Co

Portlamd, Oregon.

FOR SALE

Box WI -'J‘I

0 ACHI RIVER BOTTOM M.

PFROVEL LAND Excellent for dalry

truch gardaor L Lix highway

5000, ter J' J‘ Vokal, Rl, Red-

I.‘"lll California

‘II.MJ FATION GQROCHERY
FORE, camp ground with § cabine
T ir 1 ! located o
slumbla Hiver highway at Ilrrigon
° I Mrs. Frank Lelcht

lrnguu_ Ore

AR VHEA and i TOCK
RANCH Robt, Rohde, More, Ore.
Eb-Acre dailr) farn half r\ r bot

| tom,, half i 1 wle cheap
Iver luituul qu l.l:l lll.wm- Wash
Cholee location for aute camp o
highway 101 « inting of 3 acrea
garage, service atat n, houss and ane
eabin., Cash. No trade Otto Meckal,
box 71, Langlols, Oregon.

~ BARBERS NEEDED

learning. Nae

Feaw woeks

Joba walting. Pay while
apprenticeahip 1t ArY
complets

MOLER BARBER COLLEGE
Boattle Tacoma 1 .putnnl

IIIP‘I'AID 'ILDIII flll'lD

Call or write

Advanced short courss, Individual in-
struction; certified .|:|'1 bonded, ne
walting, enrull now beg'ra clannes
now forming. day and night

SRIFYARD WELDERS' SCHNOOL
2313 N. B. Unlon MU, 9736

DENTAL PLATES
DENTISTRY ow
CREDIT TERMS

Toke 5, 10, 15 Manths te Pay

DII.IHAl!Y Semier, Dendist

ALISKY BLDG.- Juo & MORRISON - PORTLAND, ORI
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At Ease

Motor Salesman—Can 1 show you
something, sir?

Pedestrian—No, I'm not here to
buy anything. But it's such a wan-
derful change to be In the midst of
all these cars without having to
dodge them

Figure FProblems

When the flood was over and Noah
had freed all the animuls, he re-
turned % the ark to make sure all
had left He found two snakes In
the corner crying They told him
their sorrow “You told us to go
forth and multiply upon the earth,
and we are adders."”

Roadside ‘Beauties’

First Motorist—I love the beauties

of the countryside

Second Motorist—So do 1. Some-
times I give 'em a lift.
Gossip Travels
Radio Salesman — Madam, you

pay a dollar down as the first pay-
ment and then you pay no more for
three months

Mrs. Snapper—I'll bet that snoopy
Mrs. Teller told you all about us!

The Awful Truth
MNrs. Junewed (inspecting high-
priced car)—Oh, darling, my heart
is set on this car!
Mr. Junewed

(coldly) — Well,

be great.—Martial. WNU-—13 -2::"“ m:::m'::: :::r‘t‘o::our ey
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THE SMOKE OF SLOWER-BURNING CAMELS GIVES YOU

28% LESS NICOTINE

than the average of the 4 other largest-selling cigarettes
tested —less than any of them —according to Independent
scientific tests of the smoke itself.

IS MADE TO ORDER FOR MY
KIND OF SMOKING. AND CAMELS
SURE HAVE THE FLAVOR

§  THE
SMOKE'S
THE

THING!
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