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Dusty King and Lew Gao

By ALAN LE MAY

had built
Wp a vast string of ranches. King was
killed by his powerful and unscrupu L]
competitor Ben 1 i H" R or
King's adopted so was dete ed to
avenge his spite of the oppos
CHAPTER XX11
We're making a big mistake, not
to hang him and be done witl "
Red Kane said
They were two days from Fork
Creek now. This long and narrow |
room, which Jim Leathers paced so
restlessly, was the kitchen of the
main house at Walk Lasham's south-

weslt camp—a convenient stop-over

on the way to Sundance, where Rop- |
er was to be turned over to Ben
Thorpe

“The quicker we ! g him, the
better we'll be off,” Red Kane said
again

Wearily, doggedly, Jim Leathers

He took his time
al-

rolled a cigarette
about replying. “‘Seems like you
ready said that once before.”

“I'm liable to keep
Red Kane told him
ferent now."

In the doorway, behind the two
men who watched Bill Roper, a girl
now appeared, a slim, full-breasted
girl, whose dark, slanting eyes had
sometimes troubled Bill Roper be-
fore now.

He had not been sur
Marquita here in W:
southwest cow car
captors had L\H'u;_‘*' him.

on sayving it."
*“*Things is dif-

sed to find
k Lasham's
to which his
He had

guessed, when he had last talked to
her in Miles City, that she was Walk
Lasham's girl; and in spite of her
expressed eagerness to leave Lash-
am and ride wi he real-
ized that Marquits i to live
in some way.

Girls of her st: af-
ford to throw d in as
Lasham, ufitil m op-

portunities offered.

Her face was impassiye now, but
one of the slanting dark eyes nar-
rowed in a definite gnal to Roper
The combination of Spanish and In-

dian blood in t...:, girl from the Tex
border gave her a lithe, lazy grace,
and a haunting depth of dark eyes;
and the same blood made her un-
accountable—sometimes stoic and
smoulder '
the ligh

Undoubtedly she was capable of a

passionate devotion, and an equally
passionate cruelty. Anything could
happen in a situation which included |
Marquita—with Marquita in love.

For a moment Bill Roper resented
the fact that he couldn't be interest-
ed in any girl except Jody Gordon—
a girl who didn't want him or need
him. All the worst aspects of his
own situation were apparent to him,
then. He was an
the length of the Trail;
would be an outlaw all the rest of
his life, which gave every promise
of being a short one. That even
Marquita wanted him, or had any
use for him, was a gift which he
should have been glad to accept.
What he had to think of now, though,
was that Marquita was extremely
likely to precipitate a lot of imme-
diate disturbance

Troubled, he wished to shake his
head, or in some other way caution
her that she must make no attempt
to interfere.
tion of ever coming into the hands
of Ben Thorpe alive. Somewhere
between this place and Sundance,
where Thorpe waited, he would make
his play, however slim the chance. |

Yet he would rather take his
chances with some unforeseen op-|
portunity later, when they. were |
again on the trail, than
into some helpfully intended situa-
tion which the girl might devise—
with danger to herself and question-
able advantage to him. She had
never brought him any luck.

He was unable, however, with the |
eyes of his two enemies upon him, |

to signal her in any way.

*‘Ben wanted him alive, if I could
get him,” Jim Leathers said stub-
bornly. *““Well, I got him alive, and
1 aim to keep him that way. You
bums ain't going to talk me into
anything different just because you
figure a dead man is easier to
pack.”

Bill Roper listened sardonically.
In the two days spent in traveling
from Fork Creek rendezvous, the
scalp wound which had brought him
down had nearly healed; but when
he laced his fingers behind his head

outlaw wanted |
probably |
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t of his sweetheart. Jody G g ¢ 1 her In & surprise attack Sho-
fathe A t g T shone and Jody rode to a prearranged
Tex R C s s great 10 1 but Roper was captured while
[t 1 W i M ana f E & rear guard action While
Tody s t { by seve ol Thorg W g Roper to meet them, Jody
I ] S) ne Wilce re saw Shoshone fall down, dead
- - L

| Lasham's southwest camp was bro- | ‘1 guess it could be done,” Red
ken, and seemed to have been little | Kane said nastily

un ood by the men \‘.m had Leathers ignored this, Red
brought '.l. but Roper, with his in- | Kane disappeared This the
side kno dge of the force he had | door shut after him

turned I. ose against Lasham, could Leathers said, *'Get me a drink.”
plece together '15 meaning well Marquita unhurriedly set out a bot-
enough Lasham’s southwest out- | tle and a glass on the table beside
post, with its big herds of picked | Jim Leathers' elbow

cattle \\l:ttt‘r:".; n this deepest and A deck of cards.” Leathers sald.
richest of the Montana grass, had She produced this, too

Roper had no inten- |

to be plunged |

he winced and dropped his hands
again,

It was typical of the quality of his
captors that his hands were not tied
or manacled. They told him where
1o sit and they made him stay put,
and they were careful that no op-
portunity was given him to snatch a
gun from an unwary holster; but
these were merely the routine pre-
cautions of sensible men. For these
riders were the picked gunfighters
of Ben Thorpe's scores of outfits,
They did not fear Roper, would not
have feared him had he been armed.

Bill Roper had no doubt that Red
Kane and perhaps one or two of
the others would kill a doomed pris-
oner for no more reason than Jim
Leathers had suggested.

The Lasham camp had been boil-
ing with news as Jim Leathers' men
had ridden in at dusk with their
prisoner. Much had happened on

been more po ulr' 1 y manned than

any other Lasham camp. But twice
in the past week frantic calls for
reinforcements from the outfits to
the east had drained most of this

man power away—frst five picked

gunfighters, then
more, until onl
left

The messengers wh had killed
their ponies to come for help had
brought the camp a fragmentary
story which gave Roper the deep-
est satisfaction

In their tales of incredible losses,
of raiders who struck night after
night at far separated points, driv-
ing cattle unheard-of distances to|
disappear weirdly in the northern
wastes, Roper read the success of

his Great Raid.

Dry Camp P
westward across ana like a de
stroying wind; by unc \;-(L.ld dar-
ing, by speed of movement, by wild

lerce was sweeping

Mo

Dry Camp Pierce was sweeping
westward across Montana.

riding relays which punished them-
selves no less than the cattle they
drove, Dry Camp was feeding an
increasing stream of Lasham beef
into the hands of Iron Dog's bands,
who spirited the beef forever from
the face of Montana. By the very
bolddess of its conception and the
wild savagery of its execution the
unbelievable Great Raid was meet-
ing with success.
And now Dry Can
even deeper than
planned, lifting the best

1p had struck
Roper had
of Lash-

| am’'s beeves from almost within gun-
shot of Lasham's strongest camp. |
So well had Dry Camp planned, and |
| so steadily did the luck hold, that a

full day had passed before the loss
inflicted by the raiders was discov-

Marquita strolled over to Leath-
the high heels of her slippers
clicking lazily on the puncheon floor,
“Why are you so cross with me?*
asked reproachfully. She moved
behind Jim Leathers, and slowly ran

ers,

she

| her fingers through his hair
“*Ain't going to get you a thing*
Jim Leathers said sourly
sald Marquita. For a mo-

SN
ne hand was lost in the folds

ment
[ of het rt; then deftly, u r.'...:rl'lvd
| ly, she planted the m e of a .38
!.n:.i.:'.\t the back of Jim Leathers'
| neck

There was a moment of absolute
silence, absolute immobility Jim
Leathers' eves were perfectly still
| upon li'.li Roper's face, as still as
| his han in one of which a playing
| card .‘:‘ ng suspended. But though
his did not notably change,
b Mar ta, with her .38 pressed hard
‘..;.l. the back of the gunman's
neck, had turned white; her mouth
:'.\.-:'f\:‘.! as she tried to Sl‘t'.lk_ and
| her de eves were upon Bill Roper
| in terrified appeal. Perhaps no more
than a second could have passed in
that way, but to y all it seemed
as | had stopped, so that that
little v of eternity held them

notionless forever

Bill Roper, moving and for-
ward, exploded into actic wothly,
like It was the length of the
room ween them that saved Jim
Leat! en

Leath
Marquita's gun

ner wrist

up
n sn
a cat
bet

ers u

lightning fast.
azed into the floor
t down in the grip
nd: and Bill Rop-
rom the table as

I t, be-
Marquita
, and her

twisted
b

as

of Leathers'
er checked a ¥

Leathe

fr--lr.':
clattered

n the

gun up
but although Leathers’ whole at
tion was concentrated upon Roper,
Marquita's wrist remained locked in
his grasy
| The 1:"“ ter's voice was more
hard d t)li than the steel of his
Bu it was as hard and cold as his
ey
“Get back there where you was.”
Bill Roper shrugged and moved
back
Leathers flung Marquita away
from him and with his left hand
picked her gun as the door of
the storeroom was torn open and

Red Kane bulged in.
““What the

““This thing come beh r! me and

stuck a gun in my neck,” Leathers
| told him
“The devil! You hurt?"

“Hell, no! I took it away from
her."
Gently, tentatively, his long fin-

gers ran over his wounded leg. That
bullet wound in his thigh must have
tortured him unspeakably through
the two days in the and it
must have been jerking at his nerves
now with red-hot hooks, roused by
| the swift action that had preserved
| his command.

His face had turned gray so that

saddle;

:e?}.f T;k,:‘fllf(l:mr:’:r‘l,qi,r;:“:?:;:thr black circles under his eYes
tightening their cinches as Jim made them seem to burn from
Laathars rode o death's-head hollows, and his face,

which had changed so little in this

Most of the Leathers party had
joined the Lasham men in pursuit
of Dry Camp's raiders. Only Jim
Leathers himself and the unwilling
Red Kane remained to convoy Rop-
er to Ben Thorpe at Sundance.

Because of the confusion involved
in the organization of the pursuit,
the night was now far gone; already
it was long past midnight.

“There's still another reason,”
Red Kane said, “why it would be
better to hang him now. Suppose
that wild bunch of his knows he's
here?"

“How the devil would they know
that?" Leathers said with disgust

““Maybe they was scouting us with
spy glasses as we come over the
trail today."

“If they was, they would have
landed on us right then, in place of
waliting till we got into eamp.”

““Maybe the girl run to them—

““The girl! You make me sick."

““Have it your own way."

“You're darned right I'll have it
my own way. I don't want to hear
no more about it. And I'll tell you
this: if your trigger finger gets itchy
while you're on watch tonight, you
better soak it in a pan of water, and
leave the gun be. Because if any-
thing comes up while you're on
watch such that you got to shoot
him, by God, next thing you got to
shoot me—you understand?*’

|
THIS 1S A

the range while Leathers had waited |

out Bill Roper at the Fork Creek
camp. The news that had reached

A
A MARK OF FINE FICTION

moment of action was relaxed into
an ugly contortion. Slowly the gray
color was turning to the purple of
a dark and terrible anger.

“By God,” said Red Kane,
you we should have hung him!

“You told me right,"” Jim Leath-
ers said. The burn of his eyes
never for a moment left Bill Ro-
per's face. "You was right and I
was wrong. [ should have hung
him at the start.”

A pleasurable hope came into Red
Kane's face. ““Well — it ain't too
late!"’

“No,
hands."

Keeping Roper between himself
and Leathers, so that his partner's
| gun bore steadily upon Roper's beilt
buckle, Kane lashed Roper's hands
behind him. The frost-stiff rope bit
deep.

*“Tie up this girl,
ordered when Kane had finished,
want her to see this show."

Marquita said, “I'm sorry, Bill."
Her voice was broken by hard, jerk-
ing sobs, and tears were running
down her face; yet somehow her
words sounded dull and dead. *1
did the best I could.”

“You did fine,’”” Roper said. “That
was a game try."” Hobbling on his
stiff leg, Leathers moved to the out-
er door, flung it open; coatless, he
stopped
back with one hand.

“Red, get back! Get out of line!"

With the quick instinct of a man
who has always been in trouble, Red
Kane jumped back into the room,
carrying Bill Roper with him. They
all could hear now the sound of run-
ning horses.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

“I told

Tl

it ain't too late. Tie his

too,"" Leathers
Ill

and signaled Red Kane |
| guests—imported Americans

WHO’S
=% NEWS
THIS

WEEK

By LEMUEL F, PARTON

(Consolidated Features -WNU Service.)
\ EW YORK —There are many
4 ld-timers who won't like this
War, \\hul! and if it comes our way
There will be no Captain Thorne, of

the third act
of *‘Secret
Service,''

He Routed Hand
Work in Army

Communications " °'''" ¥
through the
critical Morse message and no Wil-
liam Gillette about whom a drama
of communications may be built
They scrapped the Morse, for good
and all about two years ago
There's no more hand work in army
communications
These nostalgic thoughts were
prompted by the participation of
Maj. Gen. Joseph O. Mauborgne in
the big doings at Fort Monmouth,
N. J., recently, with a troop review

by the general and an amateur play,

“*The Bottlenecks of 1941, and
many other spirited goings on In
which the general was prominently
featured

General Mauborgne, chief sig-
nal officer of the army, Is the
Thomas Alva Edison of aviation
radio—in the army at any rate.
It was in October, 1912, that the
then Licutenant Mauborgne in-
stalled the first radio set in an
airplane, at Fort Riley, Kan.
The army had 12 planes then,
and aviation meant signal corps,
with planes first conceived as
primarily useful for ebservation
and signalling.

Lieut. *“Hap" Arnold, whe
later was te become head of
the army air corps, flew one of
the planes to Fort Riley for the

installation, There was much
excitement, all over the coun-
try, when Licutenant Maup-

borgne's cumber ome quenched
spark radio set managed to waft
a fow signals eartawnrd, There
was still more excitement when,
in 1914, the lieutenant achieved
the first two-way communication
between an  airplane and »
ground station,

Hi
and came

miracles

had started something
along with it, to today's
of aerl atter He at-
tained his present rank September
15, 1937, having been for the pre-
vious year director of the radio lab
ry at Wright Field For 20
years his work has an un-
ceasing concentration develop-
ment and experiment ation
radio. His career is one of many
recent reminders of our possibly un-
suspected high deg of prepared-
ness in varied and highly
trained personnel
s
'O FAR, Victor Er

thwarted

there

al ¢l

orat
been

in avi

specialized

1e]l has been

lifetime

L

in his ambition

to win the Kentucky Derby and the
Grapd Natlonal However, he
Emanuel’s Planes """ '™ ®
e p speed com.
To Hit Line First petition
If Ponies Do Fail """ ™oy
chalk this

day up in the big history book.

After all this wistful talk about the
United States releasing a blizzard of
airplanes if it ever could get into
mass production, Mr. Emanuel's
company, Vultee Aircraft, Inc., an-
nounces that it is swinging into the
straight-line, conveyor-belt output
which, nu'rm.uluh- production
here, made all other countries Just
added starters. The system has
been proven and the Vultee com.
pany says it will quadruple its pro-
duction.

Most war talk seems to boil down
lo just about that possibility.

in

Mr. Emanuel has made a shift
from finance (o management,
partly under circumstances aver
which he had no control, and
management would seem to be
the gainer. When in 1926, at the
age of 28, he inherited the $95,-
000,000 National Electric Power
company from his father, the
utilities field wasn't gafe for
amateurs. The company caught
the acquisitive eye of the late
Samuel Insull. But Mr. Eman-
uel started over again, building
the United States Eleciric cor-
poration and thereafter protect-
ed himself nicely In the clinches.

He was born and grew up in
Dayton, Ohio, fount of aviation
genius, and was educated in the
University of Dayton and Cornell.
His father was Albert Emanuel, util-
ity financier.

Viec Emanuel's interests have
been divided. He expatriated him-
self in England for a few years,

having a wonderful time as master |

of the Woodland Pytchley hounds.

He bought the 800-year-old Rocking- |

ham castle and rocked the country-
side with a party of about 1,000
and
British nobility—which made the
British generously admit they had
never seen a real party before. Now
he may show them something about
making planes in a hurry, which
probably interests them more than
parties at this moment.
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TRUCK PARTS

Heavy-duty Motors nueln T YAT ]
bodles, tires, holsts and used trueke
TRUCK WHECKING COMPANY
ioth& 8 E Hawthurne Fortiand, Ore

SCHOOLS
REGISTER NOWI

For Summer term Kan ||P||!-n
Freas ||r' emplov n wrvil
WHSTERN -.‘Uf? (‘Ol.l.-l(ll

Tio 8. W, 4th Ave. Portland, Ore

BARBERS NEEDED

Joha walting. Pay whila learning. No
apprenticeship necesnary Few wooks
cumplete Call or write

MOLER BARNER COLLEGNR
Beattls ! Tacoma 1t Spokane

" RABBITS AND SKINS

POULTRY AND RARBITS WANTED

. Y | Ay n

Good white rabbit skins 3110 per
b Write posteard for prices and
Information. Ruby & Co, 038 B. W,
TFront, Purlluad 0"

e

FILM DEVELOPING
FAST SERVICE

Roll Developed and Two Prints from
Hach Good Negative

25¢

WESTERN PHOTO COMPANY
Box W.4d08 Portland, Ore.

DOoN'T
it put
extra co
and one enlargement 250
largements bo each Money refund
ed If not wsatisfactory Buperior
Ploture Co. P.0. Box 400, Fortland,
Oregon.

FORGET THE
corner of pleture no
Roll developed & prints
Bjxi] en

have

DATE,
In

at

B FPRINTS AND TWO ENLARGOE
MENTS 28e—Made by Portland’'s Iarg
est retall kodak finisher atinfac
tion guaranteed Quality Meture Co
Box WIATS, Portland, Oregon.

Much Betler

Farmer-—Come I'll show you
how o milk & cow

Jasper—Perhaps 1 should start on
a calf

NOT TOO FAR DOWN

“l came to seck a position In your
firm, sir.”

“I suppose you wish to start o as
president and work down,"

Nervous Restless-
Girls!

functional diaty
Lydia E. Fink!
| pound,

Pinkham's Compound Ias furnnlll

Cranky? Reatlean?
Can't aleep? Tire
B ennlly? Becaune of
|'|| strons of monthly
' Then try
table Coun=

H.n\u

for relleving pain of irregular periods
n:.!.:..—w.l-:.-,.---1ut-~il|
disturbances, One of the moat effec-

tive medicines you can buy today
for this purpose made especially
Jor women, WORTH TRYING!

True Freedom

There are two kinds of freedom
the False, where one is free to
do what he likes, and the True,
where he is free to do what he

ought to do.—Charles Kingsley.

FOR SALE

2880 A. Stock Ranch sultable for Cat
tle or Bheap, 1000 A, Cultivation and
Cre 1!:'r‘-|nl"'l\n‘ foenced,

00 t buy

'rlu Ju "(tll" I'll ".lh

13" 4 :]"-.:r:- PFOLAND CHINA
swWwiNm Quall bir K Nationnl
Necord only L. Byrl Burnam, Full
man, Waash
12,000,000 U foeet \|1|; n Spruce, Fir, Ce
A ll 00, Hemlod fare $200 M
atlon J sfferson « Wanh
ton, he oga Feonsler,
Dupont, Ohiu
FEMALE HELP WAN'I'ED
q w t wife
with ‘_ Inew ng, milking In
farm h« We hav f i auto
matie | witler, modern | bing
et No objection to w wit}
child or Invalld husband Fositive
am l!llll! Washington
¥ mmokers Addre

« Route 83, lu:

DENTAL PLATES
€ %% DENTISTRY o
! CREDITTERMS

=
1 Take 5. 10, 13 Manths te Pay

Dl_. HarrY Semier, Dendist

ALISKY BLDG. - Jan & MORRISON - PORTLAND, ORE

SLIGHT MISTAKE

They boarded the Fifth avenue
bus, a charming young lady and
handsome escort. Tenderly he as-
sisted her as they passed theough
the doorway The wvehicle was
Jammed with other passengers and
the escort looked anxious. Leaning
forward he whispered to the young
lady:

“Can
ling?**

Every face in the bus was turned

we squeeze In here, dar-

toward the pretty young lady and |

they noticed her blush, as she an-

swered faintly:
**No, dear,

home."’

untll we pged

ORACLE OF THE WEST

Thousands acclaim this man's powers!

WILLIAM W, tl:lll) | te [ -.r d Amer
oan \ yob []
II. play In ||| |

»l
'J\N .l'u\.
| e

Il pill n

ur handwr “rl ne 4 ar

Pnd ‘l’-wluond. Wash,

Enmeshed by Habit
Habit a cable; we weave a
ilr-...i-.’:!u'.'t:" day, and at last
we cannot break it Horace
Man

That Naggin

Backache

May Warn of Disordered

Kidoney Action

Modern |ife w!
Irregular habite, lm
drinking
Liom —thr
of the kic
over-tated
and other |
blood

You may suffer nagging backache,
g, dizzinesa, getting up nights,

"l!u ry and worry
oper ealing and

wure and infee
in an the work
apt to becomae
f otoess acid
e I'rum the life-giving

awe feel eonstantly
tired, nervous, all worn out. Other signs
of kidney or bladder disorder are soms-

times burning, scanty of oo [requent
urination

Try Doan's Pilla. Deaw's help the
kidoneys to pass off harmiul excess body
waste. They have had more than ball a
ecentury of publie approval. Are recom-
mended by grateful users sverywhers.
Ak your meighbor/
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Appreciation
I complained of having no shoes
until I saw a man with no feet.—
| Author unknown,

It's A GOOD
AMEIRICAN
CUSIOM

SHOOTING FIREWORKS

on Independence Day began July
4, 1776, when the Declaration of
Independence was signed. John
Adams, a Signes, said: "' the day

should be

served with Milarity

and the setting off of fireworks.”

It's also & good American custom
to relax on the Fourth of July
(and every other day) with a
man-sized, mild King Edward,

America's most popular cigar,
=L L

KING EDWA

WORLD'S LARGEST SELLER

n@

Cigars

HE PUBLIC nature of advertising bene-

fits everyone it touches. It benefits the
public by describing exactly the products that are offered. It
benefits employees, because the advertiser must be more fair
and just than the employer who has no obligation to the public.
These benefits of advertising are quite apart from the obvious
benefits which advertising confers—the lower prices, the higher

p quality, the better service that go with advertised goods and firms.




