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DY MRmIE
SYNOPS1S: When Koy Cran-
don's Lazy Nine ranch howse and
barn burn, Josh Hastings, oumer
of the Flying Six, tries to buy her
ranch court Koy, But ahe
hates him and iz determined fo
keep her ranch and rebuild. Ted
‘Gaynor, 8 puncher she impulsive-
1y hired, stirs the outfit to cut its
own timber and rebulld without
pay. Hi sends his hand
Screp Johnson to tie up the only
available timber lond, But Ted
wine the option race, then whips
Scrap for molesting Kay. Hos-
tings finds Scrap on the mesa and
berates him, but Sersp turns the
tables by defily snatching his
bots's gun. He takes his horse,
sending him home ajoot.

Chaptler 20
Chance For Revenge

'LTERNATING between
thoughts of Ted Gaynor as a
rival, and his fury at Scrap John-
son; Josh Hastings found himself
cherishing two distinct plans of re-
venge
First of all, he meant to make his
former uncher pay thmu{h the
ﬂou for ; iasﬂmcaa-gd ht; plain
ers was definite and drastic, al-
though it had to be handled with
care.

He had no idea of telling the
whole story af his plight, and be-
ing the Iaughing stock of the range.
So this prevented him from calling
the sheriff to his aid, and following
on the trall of Scrap Johnson with
& posse.

He had a hunch that Serap was
headed for the Idaho state line, and
that he planned to make his get-
away through the one pass that led
a?m' the Bitter Root from this re-
glon.

If he followed right after him,
there was a good chance of over-
taking him. Scrap Johnson would
be pretly sure to figure that his
one-time bpss would rather lose
his mount and call quits on the
situation than let the story leak
out of the fix his cowhand ha
Ianded him in. Therefore, he
wouldn't feel pressed for tima, and
it would be a fairly easy matter to
eateh up with him.

#And thers won't be any doubt
about who'll have the drop this
time!" Josh Hastings' thought
voiced itself aloud, with a malig-
nant intensity of tona that boded
il for Scrap Johnson when that
moment should come.

He stooped down to ease the heel
of his boot, then limped along with

& groan,
‘%e‘ll pay for that damn blister,
" he muttered savagely, as he
forged ahend, his eyes squinted
into the distance for a glimpae of
%n ani;Emed buildings of the Fly-
i‘inlljy they loomed in sight, and
Josh Hapstings slowegd up as he
fanned his clmpnis;z]: of action,
hen, regardless of his blistered
feet, he broke into a run for a
nearby coulee, He had no time to
lose If he was golng to make the
lower corral and get & horse with-
out being seen,

When he had left the ranch to
follow Scrap Johnson, he had an-
nounced that he might spend the
night in town, s0 no one was ex-
pecting him. Rith now the boys
woitld be either in the mess shack
or gathered around waitlng for tha
supper call, so here was his chance
for & safe getaway.

At the Central Divide
FOLLOWING the coulee, he came
al last to the lower corral,
which was hidden from the ranch
bulldings, and located a good 300
yards distant from the upper
corral.

Roping himself a horse, Josh
Eullngs 1:dckly saddled him and
rode back through the coulee
which gheltered him from view.
He gave the ranch house a wide
berth, and headed off for the
mountains at a run,

It was more than an hour later
when he resched the trail that
eventually led to the pass across
the divide.

The last streams of color from
the afterglow of the sunset were
fading into liﬁh'l pinks and laven-
ders, and twilight was well under
way, as he started up the steep
climb between the living walls of
pines.

Only the faintest light penetrat-
ed through the thick branches that
interlaced overhead, but Jash
Hastings pushed on, his lust for re-
venge still strong upon him,

There would be a moon later to
guide him through the pass in the
saddle of the divide's profile, if he
had not overtnken hiz vietim by
that time. But he figured he would
eome upon him before reaching the
central divide,

Urging his horse on, he finally
emerged from the heavily tim.
bered slope of the eastoss divide

and, topping the ridge, plunged
down to the shallow valley that
Isy between it and the central
divide. C‘mckly crossing the val-
ley, Josh Hastings urged his mount
on up the scantily timbered slope
of the central divide,

The light of the rising moon

adually spread over the whols
andscape, and by the tims he

reached the crest of the pass it was
high in the heavens, 2 A
t ———

DR NELTAUD
Just beyond the saddle of rock

was & small grassy plateau, which

bored a spring-fed stream
From its mysterious depths water
fowed in both directions, part
seeking the Bitter Root river in
Montana, and part flowing to the
Clear Water river in Idaho.

As Haslings neared this strange
spot, his mount lungu! restive-
1y, and instead of making for the
inviting water that gleamed ahead
in the moonlight, he balked and
tried to whirl back and head
through the pass sgain, Hastings
steadled the animal and, urging
him on with a sharp cul of his
quirt, reached the small grassy
meadow that bordered the stream,

Peering ahead through the
moonlight, he made out a nn&n,
hunched form lying by the edge
of the water,

He swung his mount sharply at
right angles and headed him away
from the gruesome discovery, Dis-
mounting at some littls distance,
he came back on foot lo investi-
gate, a baffled sense of rage ris-
ing in him at the thought of being
cheated of his revenge.

He turned over the Inert figure,
then let out a startled oath as he
gazed at the deadly white face
which he had exposed to the
moonlight.

Instead of the pinched features
of Serap Johnson that he had ex-

ected to see, the still face of Ted

aynor in its frame ol glossy
black hair, stared up at him.

The Trail Of Blood

ECOILING in the first surprise
of finding his other enemy so
unexpectedly delivered into his
hands, Josh Hastings stared back
at the seemingly dead face for a
long moment. Then he dropped on
his knees, and placed a hand over
Ted's heart.
A !runt of disa
caped him as he

intment es-
etected a faint
beat. But after examini the
wound that gaped in the fallen
man's chest, a grim smile of satis-

had | faction flickered for a moment on

his lips.

“Reckon a good enough iob'lbe n
done on {ou, after all he oh-
rerved callously, He rose to his
feet and stooped down to pull some

ru; to wipe the blood off his

ands,

“Serap Johnson's saved me some
trouble there, all right.”

He scanned the ground care-
fully, walking back and forth in an
ever widening semi-circle around
the wounded man, “Looks like he
gota shot from ambush,"” he mused
aloud, as he failed to find any
traces of footprinis or trampled

as8,
“Hello! What's this?" He slorpnd
short and bent down to examine a
large flat stone, that hnarbored a
strange dark spot on s rough
gray surface.

Josh Haslings experimentally
stueck his inger in it, and exploded
into an onth 'as he pulled it back,
covered with a sticky red stain,
"Bgﬁim to look more like a
duell

He leaned down close, and
found several more dark spots,
leading away from the stone, Fol-
lowing them, he came fto some
trampled grass and, with growing
excitement, followed in the vagua
tracks,

After golng 50 fest or so, he
cama at Inst on the object of his
search. A dark form ljny in the
underbrush by the edge of the
frluy spot, and this time as Josh
{astings leaned close to ldentify
this second vietim, he saw the man
he had expected to find In the first
place,

A brief sxamination showed him
to be far less seriously wounded
than Ted Gaynor, He had evident-
ly fainted from loss of hlood from
a flesh wound in his arm, but his
pulse and hix heart both seemed
strong.

An ugly look twisted Josh Hast-
Ings' mouth, as he stood lookin
down at the man he had pursue
wilh such ruthless intent for
vengeance. A cunning gleam came
into his eves ax he ' anced back
to where Ted Gaynr iay.

It was easy enr .gh lo recons
struct what had happened. Scrap
Johnson had undoubtedly won the
draw and fired firat, and Gaynor's
ahot had gone wild, first catching
hy ghnnca the Neshy part of John-
sOn's arm.

There wasn't a doubt in Josh
Hastings' mind that Ted Gaynor
was done for, but just in case he
might, by some miracle, pull
through, why not frame him, so
that the suspicion of what he was
nbout to do would be forever
F:n:u:d on this hateful enemy of
Mis?

He now had the chance to fix
things so that no question would
ever be ralsed about how Serap
Johnson met his end. Dead or alive,
Ted Gaynor would be held re-
sponsible.

Working his dastardly plot out
step by step, Josh Hastings took
off his bandarna and wrapped it
carefully about his hand. Then he
went swiftly back to where Ted
Gaynor |ay,

{Copyright, 1987, Marla de Nervaud)

Nearly dead, Ted finds sanciuary,
lomorrow,

Mining for Cedar Logs
Revived in New Jersey

TRENTON, N. J. (UP)—"Cedar
mining,” which waa extensively prac-
tlosd In New Jersey nearly s cen.
tiiry ago. has been rovived, sccord-
ing to Obarles P, Wilbar, stats for-
ester,

Bensath many scres of New Jer-
sey's marghiands, thousands of large
white osdar iogn unalfected by the
ravages of eroaton lle burled. Thay
lie from & to 10 feet under the sur-
face In the black tich muck of the
gwamp and are soveral hundied years
old. Bhingles mads from these logs
are slmost indestructible,

Today this industry has ooms 1o
1fe 1n the sxtonsive marshland near
Mauriestown In Cumberland couniy
in cobnection will & commercial op-

ermtion designed to Utilize the cedar
logs and Iatge quantities of poat,
which oftets extands 1o a doptn of
30 feer telow the marsh lnval

With s 8-foot lron bar resembling
& Trmece poker. calieg a “progus
Lhe miner sounds until bhe eirikes
A log. After determinivg e oaition
and length, chains ar
der the log throug
1t Ia pulled out by ca
Bo milldly are the logy
a Sleal madin tewted

1 that
10 tona

for
pometimes snaps wheh a Iog becarnies
enmeshad In the tangle of roots and
debris In the muck

At Malrieetowm. tress 800 yexrs

dld anda 80 feet in (ength are being
Lauled out of the swamp. The bk

MEDFORD MATL TRIBUNE, MEDFORD. OREGON, WEDNESDAY, JULY

28, 1937,

STRANGE AS IT SEEMS—By JOHN HIX

For further proof address the suthor, fnclosing a stamped envelope for reply. Rag. U. 8. Pat OfL
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The Forelgn Capltal.

Through the fartunes of war, Vilna
holds the unique distinction of being
bath tha capital of u Pollah province
of the same name and the official
capltal of the republie of Lithuania,

Founded in (he tenth contury, the
city beoame the capltal of Lithuania
in 1828, Years of almost continuous
warfare followed In which Viina
changed hands sgaln and again, Rus-
sla finelly got a firm hold on it In
17058 and hung on until the German
army captured it in 1915,

When Poland and Lithuania emer-
ged from the Waorld War as soparats
nations, tho supromas councll of the
allins was onllod on to settle border
disputes, This tha body tried to do
falrly by awnarding reglons wiers tha
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population was predominantly Polish
to Poland and, where the roverse was
true, to Lithuanla, Vilna was pretty
much In doubt as far as population
went, It was held by Soviet Russin,
which was at war with Lithuania at
the time, 8o the city's nationality
wont undetermined.

Lithuania made her peace with
Russia in 1920—after a rolish army
won Vilos from the Russians, Russia |
eaptured | ¢ n while later and hand-
ed It over to Lithuania whereupon
Polish troops took It from the Lith-
uanians. The latter move was made
In violatlon of a League of Nations
treaty wherpln Poland hed agreed
to recognie Lithuania's ownershiip of
to recognize Lithuania's ownerahip of
Ironed out. Lithuanis still claims Vil

——

e Ree THAT BUORIED THE

MARKINGS OF B
m’i‘r& a?uLc:rr DOWN IN
MoNROE COUNTY, Id.

%ﬁ%wm

ni us lts offfolal eapital though Kau-
nas: serves as the republic's provia-
lopa]l ocaplital Poland, meanwhile,
hanga on to the city. .

The Crippled Congqueror,

Tamerlane, famous Monpgolian econ-
queror who five and & half centuries
sgo overran Asla ang part of Europe
with his armles, was ruler over balf
the known world before he died from
faver while marching agelnst China,
Yet, atrange as it seems, the ruth-
lens congueror was o cripple, suffering
fro;y & ¢lub foot, It waa from this
that he derived his name Tamerlans
—formod from Timur the Lame,

Tomorrow: What Woman Became
u Generid In the British Army?

stlll remains on the logs and the
arpmatic  amell  charpcterisite of
white codar 1 ns strong as in lve,
green cedar. The logs are belng
trucked to a nearby sawmill at Den-
nisville and sawed into shingles.
>
WINDOW OLASS—We sall window
glasn Wned will replacs  your hbroken
windows reasonably. Trowhridge Cab-
Inet Works

BONNEVILLE WEASUR
BAK T0 COMNITEE

WASHINGTON, July 2B~ —The
mnpte sent back to the mmmﬂr:rl

committes today legislation providing
for ndministration of the Bonneville
dam broject on the Columbia river

Minority Leader MeMary (R-Ore.),
one of the authors of the bill, obtain-
&4 unanimous consent o rcommit
the measire pfter explaining that an
tunrelated” amendment thréatened
ta develop controversy,

Usa Madl Tribuns want sds

GEfS INTo LIVELY ARBU~

THE SHOVEL

SISTER ABREES WiTH

SESSION OF SHOVEL

8'MATTER POF

ho =

sy gus ansum?frre,ﬂ CHIEF=
MENT WITH 516TER OVER BECAUSE 6! 15A
WHOSE TURN If 16 With  LIYfLE TIRED OF PLaYiig TER D D6 W

WITH SHDUEL, ANYWAY

CALIS HE DOESN'T WANT S1STER, ON GENERAL PRI~ IN MIDDLE OF IT PICKS

GIVE SHOVEL BACK

S\STER CALLS SHE HAS

DISPLAYS BRTTERED
OLD PAlL

SURPRISING READINESS 1T VET, BUT AS SOON 85 CIPLES, FLATLY REFUSES
AND QUIETLY TARES PoS- HE DOES, SHE'S GOTTO  AND THE ARGUMENT NEARS

THE BDILING POINT

Tha Ball cata, Ine.)

GlilRs 5-22 (Copyright, 1957, by

GDES OVER Tb WATEH HER

FOUND SUMETHING BET- AND SRYS WE'D LIRE A
P iTH, AND  TURN Wit IT

UP A 5EA SHELL, BOTH
HE AND SISTER LOSING
INTEREST ENTIRELY
IN SHOVEL

By C. M PAYNE

WHAT KiNDA

WHEN SoMe GuY
Soc

SouND Do Ya make

‘MO,ME.?

1 DoxT MaKE
ANY SouND
(]

USTIMA AND SERG,

FTER PERSUADING
SKEETER TO FLY
THEM TO THE SPY
STRONGHOLD CLAIMING
THEY WERE FRIENDS
OF TOMMY, TIED MIM
UP AFTER HE LANDED
THE SHIP, AND RAMN
TOWARD THE HACIENDA
WHERE TOMMY 1S
MNOW TALKING TO
THE MASTER SPY,
HAVING CONVINCED
THE LATTER THATHE
IS TONY LACEY, THE
DEAD PILOT, WHOM

TOMMY IS IMPERSOM =
ATIMNG . .

BEN

TAILSPIN TOMMY—Tommy . , .

Unmasked !
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4 THE FORTIFICATION
PLANS ... ARE .
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WEBSTER'S CAREER—'‘Plensant Thought'*

OIT ALOAD O°
THAT OVER THERE,
05! A NEBW TRUCK!

THE TWO PILLIMGS BROTHERS LOST MO

TIME IN HOTFOOTING 1T DOWN TO THEIR

UNCLE' S BANK= THEY WANMTED CALEB
CRUNCHEM TO HEAR THE NEWS -

Ty Tl T e LU
&

<« NEP, | SEEN THE CHECK

THAT WEMT THROUGH ~THEVYRE

THE NEBBS—-Will He Never Learn?

BUYIN' IT ON TIME—

GEE,NOU DON'T

UNCLE CALER~-
{ NOUN

NOPE | AN'T, LEM~- |
SEEM WORRIED, | Y'GEE, WITH ATRUCK,
j WHY MEBBE THAT

mE
GRAB HIM!
HE'S A

FEDERAL
AGENT/

G WHIPPERSNAPPER,

STYLE/

=WILL BE ABLE TO DRIVE HETTY
HGOING, NAT BARMES AN' HIMSELF
TO THE POORHOUSE IN

By 80L HERS

WELL /1 HEAR “OOUR
TWO RVALS ARE

THE RIO4A MISS

GONG O FISMT OVER /BUT YOU DIDNT HEAR

NOU HEARD THEY
WERE &OJG TO RIGWT

THUEY WERE ™MV
=NALS
-

[
\

fCCM‘" TELL o=

/LD TO HER HOUSE
| LATELY

|\ O JUST &0 THERE
N TOOSEN

YOUVE BEEN
FOR DINNER

AND YOURE NOT THE MAN

FOR FOCO_YOURE
TIMENTAL FOR THAT-1 UNDER-)
STAMD YOURE &OING TO
FIGWT THE
LWINNER, /

NOU DOMT UNCERSTAND AMYTHING
OF THE KIND — YOU AINT SOT NOTHIN
TO UNDERSTAND WITH o IF YOU HAD
YOUTD SPeEND SOME OF YOUR
MINDING YOUR OWN BUSINESS .
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